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“YOU KNOW WHAT WE'RE 
DOING IS WRONG, DON’T 
YOU?” PAUL ASKED. 


But even as he spoke, Paul Larrabee’s eyes were feasting on 
Gigi, her body illuminated in the moonlight. He had never 
seen anything so exquisite before in his life. Her waist was 
small, her hips well rounded, her breasts full and sensitive. 
As he touched them, the nipples surged up hard and firm in 
answer, and she moaned, her hands moving up to caress his 
neck. 


“Yes!” she said. “But I don’t care. I can’t go on like this, 
Paul, It’s driving me crazy. I have to know, Paul. I have to 
know what it’s like. I have to stop the ache inside.” 


“And so you shall,” he whispered against her mouth. “Til 
make you forget everything, my darling, everything but this.” 


For Gigi Rouvier and Paul Larrabee, there would be no for- 
getting what was about to happen——and no escaping the price 
they would have to pay.... 
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Sitting up cross-legged in the four-poster, she tucked the 
brightly colored patchwork quilt about her waist, then held 
out the hand mirror, scrutinizing her face. Long tapered fin- 
gers ran slowly along the high arch of her dark brows and 
down the smooth contours of her cheek. The skin was petal- 
soft and creamy, with just a faint dusky hue. Large, long- 
lashed blue-green eyes watched as her fingers moved over 
onto the end of her small nose, then traced the outline of her 
full rosy lips. It was a young face, perhaps not yet twenty, 
and it was her face. But whose face? Who was she really? 
She bit her lip, staring hard into the depths of the blue-green 
eyes. My God, she thought frantically, what name goes with 
this face? But the eyes couldn’t answer, and only gazed back 
at her with the same empty stare she’d seen the first time 
she’d looked into the mirror. . 

She lowered the mirror hesitantly, toying with it as she 
contemplated her predicament. She was angry and frustrated. 
It wasn’t only her name she couldn’t remember, it was every- 
thing that had happened to her before yesterday morning 
when she’d come to and found herself lying in this big bed. 

Mrs. Thornapple, whose house she was in, told her she'd 
been pulled from the wreckage of a burning train the night 
before and brought here because the hospital was already 
overflowing with injured passengers. 

She exhaled angrily. Why couldn’t she remember? She 
could talk and think and walk, even with a bruised, burned 
leg. She glanced about apprehensively, There was nothing 
familiar about Mrs. Thornapple’s guest room, yet a strange 
sensation swept over her as she looked at everything. She 
knew that was a chair over in the corner, with a fancy 
needlepoint cushion, a vanity against the far wall, and a Per- 
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sian rug on the floor, She held the mirror in front of her face 


again. 

“And you’re a person!” she whispered stubbornly, “But 
who?” 

Even looking in the mirror didn’t help. She knew so much, 
yet the most important details were gone. She set the mirror 
back on the marble-topped stand beside the bed and picked 
up a pink silk handbag that Mrs. Thornapple told her she'd 
been clutching when they found her battered and bruised 
body sprawled about ten feet from one of the burning 
coaches. Apparently, when the bridge collapsed, the coach 
she was in smashed on impact and she was thrown through 
the resulting hole onto the soft sand on the riverbank. The 
lanterns had shattered, spilling their contents, setting the 
coach on fire, and everyone in it had perished. The rest of 
the line of cars had either landed in the river or smashed 
onto the opposite bank, and she shuddered to think how hor- 
rible it must have been. 

A piece of the wreckage had fallen across her own legs as 
she lay stunned, bruising them and burning one leg badly 
where the fire had charred through the skirt of her dress be- 
fore they’d had a chance to pull her clear. She remembered 
none of it, and had no idea whatsoever as to why she'd been 
on the train or where she’d been going. 

She stared uneasily at the handbag, then reached in, pull- 
ing out a letter, turning it over in her hands, inspecting it 
carefully, reading the return address. It had been mailed in 
New York City on February 20, 1893, and was from a Mr. 
Jason Larrabee. She turned the envelope back over to the 
front. It was addressed to a Miss Gigi Rouvier in care of a 
convent in Texas. She and Mrs. Thornapple had read the let- 
ter the day before, and whoever Mr. Larrabee was, he'd 
expressed his delight that Miss Rouvier had decided to honor 
his request and pay him a visit, and he’d be anxiously waiting 
her arrival. 

“So you see,” Mrs. Thornapple told her yesterday as she'd 
handed the letter back to her, “you do have somewhere to 20, 
and you do have a name.” 

Now, as she sat cross-legged staring at the name, she 
frowned, Gigi Rouvier. It was a pretty name, but who was 
Gigi Rouvier? What kind of a person was she? And more- 
over, who was Jason Larrabee and why had he invited her to 
his home? 
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She reached in the handbag again, rummaging against its 
satiny lining, then pulled her hand back out, her fingers hold- 
ing tightly to a beautiful brooch encrusted with diamonds. In 
the center, delicately alive and glittering, were small rubies 
spelling the name Gigi, and on the back of the brooch were 
engraved the words “Love, Jason.” 

Was the man she was on her way to see the man she was 
to marry? They said the brooch had been fastened on the 
front of her shawi, holding it together. If she’d been wearing 
it, then she must be Gigi Rouvier. She clutched the brooch 
tightly, her fingers hurting against the brilliant gems. If her 
name was really Gigi, why couldn’t she remember, and why 
did it sound so alien to her when Mrs. Thornapple called her 
Gigi? If only she could remember. It was terrifying. 

She was restless, and shifted her position, wincing as she 
hit her sore leg against the mattress. The doctor said there 
were no bones broken, but the burn was deep and hurt terri- 
bly, and she was sure it’d scar. She shouldn’t complain, 
though, because she was fortunate to be alive, if you could 
call someone fortunate who had no memory. She moved her 
leg into a better position, then put the brooch and letter back 
ie the handbag as Mrs. Thornapple came in to light the 

ps. 

It was almost dark outside, and deep shadows were begin- 
ning to fill the corners of the room. She watched Mrs. Thorn- 
apple studiously, She was a motherly woman, softly 
rounded, with gray hair and a pert smile, always fussing, 
worried that things wouldn't be right. 

She saw the hand mirror on the nightstand when she 
started lighting the lamp, and glanced over briefly at the 
young woman almost lost in the huge four-poster. 

“You're going to wear it out looking at yourself, dear,” she 
said affectionately, striking the match, holding it against the 
damp wick. 

“And it doesn’t help,” said Gigi, watching the flames from 
the match begin to catch hold, forming a circle. 

“The doctor said you’d remember eventually,” Mrs. Thorn- 
apple went on. “But it’ll take time. You have to be patient.” 
She put the globe chimney back over the flame and walked to 
the dresser to light another lamp. “At least you know your 
name.” 

“Gigi Rouvier?” 

“That’s who the letter was addressed to.” 
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She sat up straighter. “But I don’t know any Gigi Rou- 
vier!” 

Mrs, Thornapple finished lighting the other lamp, then 
stood for a moment listening as she stared at the young 
woman in the bed. And she was a woman, not a young girl, 
there was no doubt of that. Her full breasts and sensuous fig- 
ure attested to it, even though her eyes held a vibrantly 
youthful innocence. 

“I hear-a carriage out front,” the older woman finally said, 
handing her a bed-jacket from the foot of the bed. “Here, slip 
this on, we’re to have visitors.” 

Gigi’s eyes widened, catching yellow flecks of light from 
the flickering lamps. “Who?” 

“I sent word to New York City. To the man whose name 
was on the letter. That should be him.” 

“But I don’t know him!” 

Mrs, Thornapple frowned. “Maybe it'll jog your memory,” 
she said, ignoring her protest. “I’m sorry, I had to. You can’t 
stay here indefinitely, you know,” and she left the room hur- 
riedly, giving the young woman no chance to argue. 

Gigi watched indignantly as Mrs. Thornapple shut the door 
firmly behind her; then she reluctantly slipped into the soft, 
lacy pink bed-jacket, smoothing the covers about her, 
stretching her legs out, leaning back against the propped-up 
pillows, wondering. 

A good five minutes went by before Mrs. Thornapple re- 
turned, but when she did, she was accompanied by a tall 
dark-haired man who looked to be in his late twenties. His 
appearance took the young woman in the bed completely by 
surprise, for he was wearing a full set of evening clothes, in- 
cluding flowing white-silk-lined cape, white gloves, pearl- 
handled walking stick, and carrying a high silk opera hat. His 
smoky gray eyes caught hers and held as he followed Mrs. 
Thornapple into the room, and he stood rigidly erect, staring 
at her, his face grim. 

“This is Mr. Paul Larrabee,” Mrs. Thornapple said, intro- 
ducing them as she walked over to her bedside, and the 
young woman felt herself flush uncomfortably beneath the 
man’s intense gaze, 

She eyed him warily. “Paul Larrabee?” she questioned. 
“The name on the letter is Jason Larrabee.” 

“My father,” he volunteered, still scowling, and his eyes 
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sifted over her as if he were looking for some fault. “And 
you’re Gigi Rouvier.” 

“J am?” 

His scowl deepened. “What makes you say it like that?” 

She tilted her head flippantly, making the lustrous curls of 
her long black hair twist about her shoulders. “I just don’t 
feel like a Gigi Rowvier, that’s all,” she replied. 

His eyes changed slowly, hinting at a smile, yet his mouth. 
stayed firm. “But you are.” 

“You know me?” 

“I’ve never seen you before in my life.” 

She sneered, then asked saucily, “Then how can you be 
sure? Who is Gigi Rouvier anyway, and what does she have 
to do with you?’ 

He hesitated, still staring at her, remembering the descrip- 
tion his father had given him of Gigi Rouvier’s mother. 
Looking at this enticingly lovely young woman with her pro- 
vocative face and brilliant turquoise eyes was like seeing in 
the flesh what his father had described, Was it any wonder 
his father had loved her mother? A woman like this could 
arouse the desires of any man, yet she was barely out of her 
teens and probably unaware of the powers her beauty 
possessed, There was something vaguely naive about her, like 
the appealing innocence of a child, and he wondered if she’d 
understand what he was going to have to tell her. 

He glanced quickly at Mrs, Thornapple. “Do you mind if I 
speak to the young lady alone, ma’am?” he asked abruptly, 
and saw her flush. 

“Oh, to be sure, sir,” she said, her face reddening even 
more. “I didn’t mean to be listening.” She glanced at the 
young woman, then to Mr. Larrabee and back again to Gigi. 
“I'll just be in the next room,” she assured her. “In case you 
need me,” and she left, shutting the door hesitantly. 

Paul Larrabee watched the door close, then turned his gaze 
once more toward the young woman propped up in the bed, 
trying not to notice the way the soft pink bed-jacket draped 
across her full breasts, but failing miserably, and cursing him~ 
self silently for it. 

She straightened, not realizing she was making the*bed- 
jacket pull even tighter, then addressed him again more force- 
fully, asking him once more who Gigi Rouvier was and at the 
same time appreciating the fact that in spite of the apparent 
bad mood he was in, he was extremely attractive. His eyes 
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held a hint of warmth and repressed desire that was fascinat- 
ing, belying his outward irritability. ; 

“Well, Pll ask again,” she said stubbornly, “Who is Gigi 
Rouvier?” 

This time Paul Larrabee’s eyes hardened and he fidgeted 
nervously with his walking stick. “Gigi Rouvier’s my half-sis- 
ter,” he said curtly, and watched the expression on her face 
change as his words sank in. 

“Your... ? But how?” 

He pulled a chair up to the side of the bed and sat down. 
“T'm afraid I have a bit of explaining to do,” he said, and she 
agreed, so he set his gloves, hat, and walking stick on the 
nightstand, then threw the cape back from his broad shoul- 
ders and began. “You see, my father, unfortunately, wasn’t 
the most faithful husband,” he explained somewhat bitterly. 
“Some twenty years ago he fell in love with an actress named 
Gigi Rouvier. My mother learned of the affair the day after 
Miss Rouvier told my father she was expecting a child, his 
child.” 

He caught the shocked look in her eyes, yet went on. 

“As you can probably guess, my mother’s demands brought 
an end to the affair, and Miss Rouvier left town. Father 
hever heard from her until the child was born, when she 
wrote saying she’d had a girl and named her after herself. 
Again she dropped from sight, and nothing more was heard 
from her until the end of January this year, when Father re- 
ceived a letter telling him that she was dying and the girl 
would be left alone without anyone to care for her.” He 
paused momentarily, staring at her, then reluctantly contin- 
ued, “My father’s made up his mind that since Mother’s dead 
and there’s no reason for silence anymore, he’s going to ac- 
knowledge you, Gigi Rouvier, as his daughter. And since my 
father’s now an invalid in a wheelchair, I've come to take 
you to him.” 

She sat motionless, staring at him, her eyes troubled, 
stunned by his confession. “Are... are you telling me ’m a 
bastard?” she gasped incredulously, and his eyebrows raised 
in wonder. 

“Miss Rouvier!” he blurted abruptly, yet his eyes were 
amused as his voice deepened huskily, “Nice ladies don’t use 
such language,” he admonished softly. 

She glowered at him belligerently, her eyes snapping. “And 
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nice men don’t go around telling stories that aren’t true, ei 
ther,” she replied. 

“I assure you. Miss Rouvier,” he said, “the story I just told 
is true, although J wish it weren't.” His gray eyes grew turbu- 
lent, like the sky before a storm. “I'll warn you, though, that 
my father’s the only one looking forward to your arrival. I 
have a brother and sister at home who're anything but happy 
about the whole affair.” 

“And you?” she asked. 

He let his eyes sift over her again at some length, aware of 
the delicate yet sensuous blue-green eyes that were staring 
back at him. blatantly hostile. 

“IT haven’t made up my mind yet,” he said slowly, and her 
eyes narrowed cautiously. 

“And vet you expect me to go with you?” 

“You're Gigi Rouvier, aren’t you?” he said with conviction. 

She laughed skeptically. “You say I am, and that’s the 
name on the letter, but how do I really know? Didn’t Mrs. 
Thornapple tell you I can’t remember?” 

“She did.” He leaned toward her, his eyes softening as they 
searched her face. “But please believe me, you couldn't be 
anyone else. Father described your mother to me, and it’s 
more as if he described vou. How can vou deny it? And the 
brooch?” he questioned. “You have the brooch?” 

He saw her eyes dart toward the handbag, and they both 
reached for it at the same time, his hand covering hers, and 
suddenly, as their flesh touched, a shock ran through them 
both, although neither was immediately aware of the other’s 
plight. Then, without warning, their eyes met, clashing vio- 
lently, and something strange and compelling passed between 
them. 

Gigi stared at him, alarmed, unable to cope with the weird 
sensations sweeping over her, and Paul stared back, shocked 
by the sudden effect she was having on him. He swallowed 
hard, fighting it, then retreated into a facade of cold reserve, 
his eyes hardening. 

She inhaled sharply, battling her discomfiture, and 
wrenched the handbag away, holding it in front of her, her 
breasts heaving as she tried to calm her nerves. Theré was 
something electric about this man. Something vibrantly mas- 
culine that she somehow knew she'd never experienced be- 
fore, and it scared her. She pushed back farther against the 
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pillows, as if trying to get away from him, but his eyes were 
still there, devouring her. 

“It’s no use fighting the facts,” he finally said, finding his 
voice again, deliberately forcing himself to look at her, 
hoping to conquer the tingling sensations that were making 
his heart beat erratically. This was insane! He clenched his 
jaw stubbornly and went on. “You're Gigi Rouvier, my half- 
sister, and you might as well accept it,” he said flatly, trying 
to convince himself as well as her that what he knew they’d 
both experienced when their hands touched was nothing to be 
concerned about. 

She was close to tears. “Maybe I am, and maybe I’m not,” 
she said defensively, trying unsuccessfully to compose herself. 
“But that doesn’t mean I have to go with you and be humili- 
ated.” 

“Humiliated?” He frowned. “Who's going to humiliate 
you?” 

“Your brother and sister, You said they don’t want me 
there.” 

“Father does, and that’s what counts,” he said, at last man- 
aging to force his mind and body back to why he was here. 
“Father’s a wealthy man, Gigi,” he went on more confidently, 
“and you'll never want for anything, and no one would dare 
humiliate you. He’d never let them.” 

“It’s enough humiliation just to know you've been born out 
of wedlock, Mr, Larrabee,” she said softly, “without flaunting 
it before the world. How will he explain me to his friends?” 

He flushed. “He'll introduce you as his daughter. As I said, 
he’s influential. Everyone’ll have to accept you.” 

“You mean, he’ll simply tell them I’m his daughter?” 

Paul sighed. “That’s what he has in mind.” 

“But... people don’t do that, do they?” 

“Jason Larrabee does what he damn. well pleases,” he 
blurted roughly; then his voice softened. “And right now it'll 
please him if you'll come home with me.” 

She hesitated. “Then you... you're convinced I'm Gigi 
Rouvier, your half-sister?” 

“May I see the brooch?” 

She took it from the handbag and gave it to him, then 
watched as he examined it. His dark hair waved above haunt- 
ingly gray eyes that could be warm one minute and like cold 
steel the next, and his firm, broad chin ended what was a 
long, ruggedly tanned face, as if he spent a good deal of time 
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outdoors. He was truly the handsomest man she’d ever seen. 
At least she thought he must be. Funny, she knew he was a 
man, and a handsome one at that, but yet, except for the 
doctor, she couldn't name one single man she could compare 
him to, and she swallowed hard, cursing her brain for being 
so f 3 

Her hand reached to her temple, rubbing it lightly. Not 
only did she not know who she was, but she didn’t know who 
anyone was. Even if she met people she knew, she’d never 
remember them. Why did she remember some things, but not 
others? Why couldn’t she say for sure, yes, I’m Gigi Rouvier? 
Why did she have to rely on other people telling her who she 
was? She frowned unhappily. It was so complicated. 

He glanced at her, handing the brooch back, his eyes som- 
ber. “You’re Gigi Rouvier,” he said with conviction, and she 
could swear he looked disappointed. 

“Then I guess that’s that,” she said, sighing wistfully, then 
added more spiritedly, “but I still don’t like it. I don’t like 
being your father’s illegitimate daughter, and I never will, so 
don’t expect me to be glad about it!” 

He laughed lightly and smiled, a deep smile that was both 
cynical and unnerving. “I think you'll change your mind once 
we get to New York City,” he said sardonically. “Now, we 
have a long way to travel, so I suggest we have Mrs. Thorn- 
apple bring your clothes so we can get started.” 

She gasped, startled. “We're leaving now?” 

He stood up. “Miss Rouvier, I was at a party after the op- 
era last night when my father sent word that I was to leave 
immediately to come here.” He picked up his gloves and 
things from the stand. “I haven’t slept since leaving, unless 
you call the short naps I had while jogging in the carriage 
sleep. If you don’t mind, the sooner we leave, the better.” 

He summoned Mrs. Thornapple and told her to bring 
Gigi’s clothes, then stared at the woman dismayed when she 
told him they’d been ruined and she threw them out. 

“But surely you’ve got something she could wear,” he pro- 
tested vigorously. 

She flushed, flustered, “She’s so small, sir... my cothes 
would be far too big.” ‘= 

Gigi looked down at the frilly bed-jacket and cotton*night- 
gown and blushed, embarrassed. She had nothing. Except for 
the pink handbag with the letter, the brooch, her shoes, and 
underclothes, she was destitute, 
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Paul grew impatient, his mind sobering to the fact that he 
had to find something to put on her. He certainly couldn’t 
take her home in a nightgown. Then he remembered the sign 
out front that stated Mrs. Thornapple was a dressmaker, and 
he also remembered the mannequin he’d walked past in the 
parlour when he'd arrived. And if he remembered right, the 
mannequin had on a dress that looked like it was made for 
Gigi, but he wasn’t prepared for Mrs. Thornapple’s protest. 

“Oh, mercy, sir,” she cried when he suggested it, and her 
hand covered her mouth in consternation. “I can’t let you 
take that dress! That’s Miss Warren’s wedding dress. I’ve just 
finished it.” 

He stared at her, his eyes narrowing shrewdly. “When is 
Miss Warren getting married?” he asked, and she swallowed 
nervously, 

“Next Saturday.” 

“Could you make another just like it before then?” he 
asked. 

She fluttered anxiously. “Why .. . She shrugged. “Yes 
- »- T guess I could,” she said, distressed. “But the material 
was sent for special from New York City. There’s none like 
it in town.” 

His jaw tightened stubbornly. “Then I'll send you more 
from New York,” he assured her, and reached in his pocket, 
pulling out some bills, holding them toward her. “Here, take 
this, it’ll compensate some, and ll see you have everything 


you need to make a new one.” He shoved the bills in her - 


hand, then headed for the door, nodding toward Gigi. “Now, 
see that she gets dressed, and Ill wait outside,” he said 
quickly. “And don’t take half the night,” and he. left the 
room with an arrogant stride, 

Mrs. Thornapple stared at the money in her hand, then 
gazed at the young woman in the bed, “Well,” she said, as- 
tonished. “Did you ever... he does seem sure of himself, 
doesn’t he?” ‘ 

Gigi nodded, staring at the open doorway through which 
Paul Larrabee had disappeared. “Well, I'll say one thing for 
him,” she said, frowning. “He doesn’t let anything stand in 
his way, does he?” and while she waited for Mrs. Thornapple 
to go bring the dress, she wasn’t quite sure she liked the idea 
of having to go with him. 
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Gigi sat opposite Paul in the plush carriage, staring out 
into the darkness, watching the shadows of the bare trees. It 
was early April and the leaves were just beginning to open on 
them, and she watched them go by. She’d managed, rather 
awkwardly with her injured leg, to get into the white satin 
dress, and insisted on walking from the small bungalow to the 
carriage unaided, Each step had been agonizing, but she was 
stubborn. 

The night air was chilly, and Paul Larrabee had taken the 
cape from his shoulders, placing it about her as she stepped 
from the house. It was so large she could wrap it about her- 
self twice, and the white silk lining felt sensuous against her 
bare throat when she pulled it closer, trying to cover the ex- 
posed flesh above her breasts. 

Before leaving the bedroom, she’d come to the conclusion 
that the dress Paul confiscated for her was actually becoming. 
It was an off shade of white slipper satin with low tucked 
bodice, huge bouffant sleeves, and tiny seed pearls scattered 
over the flounced skirt. The hipline was bolstered with tucked 
folds of more slipper satin, She wondered if Miss Warren, 
whoever she was, would be angry because they'd taken it. 
Now, as she sat in the carriage, she smoothed the soft, shiny, 
cream-colored skirt across her lap and wrapped the cloak 
tighter about her. 

“How long will it take us to reach New York City?” she 
asked as the carriage rolled along. 

“We won't arrive until daybreak.” 

“You mean I have to try sleeping with this awful jogging?” 

“Now you know what I’ve been through,” he said, and she 
made a face at him, only he wasn’t able to see it in the 
darkness. 

She was curious. Here she was on a journey to who knows 
where, with a man she knew nothing about, except that he 
claimed to be her brother. Well, her half-brother anyway. 

“Tell me,” she asked, making sure to be heard above the 
creak of the carriage and rhythmic beating of the horse’s 
hooves, “do you go to the opera often?” 

“The opera?” 

“You said you'd been at a party after the opera...” * 

He laughed lightly, and she liked the sound of his laugh. 
“Td forgotten,” he said slowly, his voice deep and resonant. 
“TI usually see about three a season, if that can be considered 
often. Have you ever been to the opera?” 
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She stared toward him silently in the darkness, then made 
an attempt to answer. “I...1...” she stammered, and he 
cut in quickly, realizing his mistake. 

“Tm sorry,” he apologized, feeling ridiculous about the 
blunder. “How stupid of me, I keep forgetting you can’t 
Temember.” 

She gazed harder into the darkness toward where he was 
sitting, and wondered. Had he really forgotten, or was he 
testing her? Maybe he thought she was pretending, although 
she couldn’t think of any logical reason why he’d think that. 
He was the one who’d convinced her she was his sister. There 
were dozens of other.people she’d probably much rather be, 
so it couldn’t be that. She shrugged, turning toward the win- 
dow again, looking out, watching the night go by. Oh, well, 
maybe he had forgotten. 

She sighed. If only he knew the empty feeling that over- 
whelmed her every time she tried to remember. “You can’t 
imagine how horrible it is not to be able to remember any- 
thing,” she murmured, and her voice broke as she fought 
back tears of frustration. She felt so lost and alone in the 
darkened, unfriendly confines of the carriage. 

Either he sensed her unease or heard the tremor in her 
voice, for without hesitating, he left his seat, moving over 
beside her, handing her his handkerchief. 

“Here, blow hard,” he ordered, and she wiped her eyes, 
then did as she was told. 

“Tl be all right,” she sniffed after a few minutes, embar-. - 
rassed to be caught crying. “Only, I wish I knew .. .” She 
closed her eyes and leaned her head back, holding his hand- 
kerchief clenched in her lap. 

Tea don’t you get some sleep?” he suggested. “It’s a long 
Tide.” 

She sighed, trying to relax, realizing that she still knew 
very little about him except he offered crying women his 
handkerchief, went to the opera, and bothered her in a way 
she couldn’t quite fathom. He also has a soft shoulder, she 
thought as her head lolled against it, and since he made no 
protest, she settled back on it comfortably, cuddling close, 
closed her eyes, and fell asleep while the carriage continued 
to make its way through the countryside toward New York 
City. 

The sun was barely peeping up over the horizon as the car- 
Yiage made its way up the winding circular drive toward the 
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front of a magnificent stone mansion nestled on the river- 
bank, with the back of the huge house overlooking the Hud- 
son River, only a few miles from the heart of the city. The 
house was long and high, like a castle, with stone columns 
supporting a portico across the second story in the front. 
Leaded French windows with small panes were used through- 
out, and its elegance was enhanced by white birch trees just 
beginning to burst forth with the first leaves of spring, and 
they lined the drive and graced the edge of the soon to be 
flowering gardens at the back and side of the house, The 
house itself sat on a green slope, and as the sun’s rays struck 
it, it took on a glow as if it were on fire, and Gigi held her 
breath in awe as Paul pointed it out to her. 

*Tt’s so big!” she exclaimed. 

“Are you frightened?” 

She looked back over her shoulder, directly into his eyes, 
and a strange warm feeling spread through her, making her 
tingle all over. “I'm scared to death,” she said softly, then re- 
alized how fast her heart was pounding. “I wish I'd never 
come with you,” she whispered. “I wish I could go back to 
Mrs. Thornapple’s and start all over again. I wish...” 

“What do you really wish?” he suddenly asked, watching 
the distressed look in her startlingly brilliant eyes. 

She inhaled sharply. “I wish I weren’t Gigi Rouvier,” she 
whispered breathlessly; then she suddenly trembled, embar- 
rassed, and looked away toward the door of the mansion as 
the carriage pulled up to it and stopped. 

Paul made her stay seated while he climbed down; then he 
reached up to help her, She tried to stand on her leg, but the 
long ride and inactivity of just sitting had left it sore and stiff, 
and it hurt so badly it wouldn’t hold her when she tried to 
step down. She fell, and Paul moved quickly, letting her fall 
against him as she let out a soft cry, and his arms enfolded 
her, swinging her into them, cradling her against him. 

“You're light as a feather,” he said, smiling that provoca- 
tively unnerving smile of his, and she started struggling to get 
down. 

“I can walk,” she said stubbornly, but he disagreed. 

“Your leg’s too sore.” cs 

“Don’t be silly. I can walk!” 

“Yl carry you,” he insisted obstinately, and started for the 
house. She began to squirm, “Stop struggling!” he ordered. 
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“It won't do you a bit of good,” and he held her even tighter 
so she could barely move, 

She was lost in his cape, twisting awkwardly as she 
struggled in his arms; then, as he reached the door, she 
stopped. ; : 

“Good,” he said, pleased, and reached out, pulling the 
leather bell cord hanging beside the door. 

Seconds later the door swung open and Paul stepped in, 
carrying her across the threshold into the foyer. 

Gigi was dumbfounded as she gazed about. The foyer was 
extremely large and looked more like a museum, with por- 
traits and statues lining the dark paneled walls. Two huge 
crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling, and the back wall 
Was a series of French doors. She looked through them out 
onto a flagstone terrace where wrought-iron furniture was set 
up in front of a magnificent fountain. 

Her eyes adjusted slowly to the light in the foyer, and she 
glanced inquisitively about her, taking in the details. It was 
bare of furniture except for an occasional straight-backed 
chair or small stand, and deep blue plush carpeting covered 
the full length of the floor, making it. appear even more 
spacious. As it was, the foyer traversed the full width of the 
house, from front to back. 

“You look impressed,” said Paul as she lay motionless in 
his arms, her eyes roaming the room, and she gasped. 

“This is where you live?” she asked breathlessly, and her 
eyes moved back to look at his face. . 

He nodded, their eyes meeting again, and suddenly she was 
very much aware of his arms about her, holding her close, 
and the same strange warm feeling flooded through her that 
she’d felt before, making her uncomfortable and disconcerted. 

“Please,” she whispered self-consciously. “I can walk now. 
Please put me down.” 

“Yes,” said a woman’s voice from behind them, and Paul 
Whirled about, still holding her in his arms. “Do put her 
down, Paul,” the woman continued coldly, “so we can get a 
better look.” _ 

Paul moved deftly, gently setting Gigi on her feet so she 
faced the young woman, who was standing in front of a sul- 
len man who'd obviously opened the door for them. 

“Rose and Bruce,” said Paul, introducing them, “this is 
Gigi Rouvier.” He looked down at Gigi, so small beside him. 
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“Gigi, your half-sister and half-brother, Rose and Bruce Lar- 
rabee.” 

Gigi stared at them shyly. He’d been right. They didn’t 

look any too pleased. “How do you do,” she murmured 
softly. 
“Well,” said Rose, tilting her head back, looking down her 
nose at Gigi. “You certainly don’t look like a Larrabee, I'll 
say that much for you,” and Gigi’s eyebrows raised in sur- 
prise; then she realized Rose was right. They looked nothing 
alike. 

-Rose’s nose was long and aquiline, but for some reason, 
with her heart-shaped face and large brown eyes, it was an 
asset rather than a liability. She was about Gigi’s age, attrac- 
tive, but not beautiful. In fact, in less gracious surroundings, 
with less expensive clothes and coiffure, she’d probably be 
considered ordinary-looking. 

“Maybe she’s glad she doesn’t look like a Larrabee,” com- 
mented Bruce dryly as he pushed a lock of dark brown hair 
back from his forehead. She could see his slight resemblance 
to Paul, only Bruce was far less commanding in appearance. 
Shorter than Paul and lighter in stature, he had a weak chin 
and a voice with a slight nasal twang, unpleasant to the ear. 
He looked to be younger than Paul, mid-twenties perhaps. 

It was obvious they were all set to dislike her long before 
she arrived. Gigi glowered at them, her defenses roused, head 
high. “Not only do J dislike the thought of looking like a Lar- 
rabee,” she said bitterly, staring at them, “but I don’t even 
like the idea that I might be one!” 

Rose and Bruce looked startled. 

““There’s been a train wreck,” explained Paul quickly. 
“And Gigi’s had a lapse of memory. She didn’t even know 
who she was or where she was going.” 

“Then how can you be sure, Paul?” Rose asked skeptically. 
“Maybe she isn’t Gigi Rouvier.” 

“My dear Rose,” he said, annoyed. “I assure you I 
wouldn’t have brought her here if I wasn’t sure. She had the 
letter, the brooch, and besides, she fits the description Father 
gave me.” 

“Then let’s let Father be the judge,” said Bruce. : 

Paul’s eyes narrowed. “Then why don’t you wake him,” he 
suggested angrily. ‘Since you don’t trust my judgment.” 

Bruce sneered insolently. “Don’t have to,” he replied fiip- 
pantly. “He hasn’t been to bed yet. He’s been up all night, 


16 June Lund Shiplett 


dozing off and on in his chair. Why do you think we're 
dressed so early? He wouldn't let us go to bed either. Insisted 
we wait.” He sighed wearily, looking at Gigi in disgust. “I’m 
so tired Il probably sleep all day,” he said lazily. 

Gigi flushed. Was it any wonder they resented her. It was 
bad enough to discover your father committed adultery, but 
to be forced to lose sleep waiting for the results of his folly 
was asking too much, and she began to wonder just what sort 
of man Jason Larrabee was. 

“Is he in the drawing room or his quarters?” Paul asked 
grofily. 

Rose answered, “The drawing room, where he had a full 
view of the drive. We saw you coming.” 

Gigi felt weak, and the pain in her leg was getting worse. 
She looked up at Paul anxiously. “Do I have to meet him 
now?” she asked, trembling. 

“There's no use prolonging it,” he said softly. “It'll only 
make it worse.” His eyes met hers and held, softening. “Do 
you think you can walk on your leg?” 

She bit her lip and nodded, watching the concern that filled 
his eyes. 

He glanced at Rose and Bruce, realizing they were staring 
at her curiously. “She was hurt in the wreck,” he explained 
briefly, then looked down once more at Gigi. “Here, let me 
help,” he said, and reached down, supporting her about the 
waist, letting her lean against him so her full weight wasn't 
on her leg. a 

They moved cautiously to the center of the foyer as he 
half-carried her, then entered a long hallway on the right. 
The plush carpeting helped cushion her steps, but she was 
thankful for Paul’s help, although being so close to him was 
unsettling. 

At the far end of the half, a wide archway opened on the 
right, revealing the drawing room. It was huge, decorated 
with brocades, satins, and velvets in shades of white, gold, 
and green, with dashes of red and pink here and there to lend 
color, and as they moved under the arch, stopping just inside, 
Gigi stared intently across the room. A man moved out from 
the shadows of the green brocade and satin drapes near the 
front window, maneuvering his wheelchair into the light from 
the crystal chandelier overhead so he could get a better look, 
and his face paled as his eyes fell on her face, 

Gigi could only stand, staring back, unable to move. He 
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was an older version of Paul. Not quite as handsome, but the 
resemblance was uncanny. He had on a scarlet robe with 
white ascot at the throat, and his legs were covered with an 
embroidered lap robe of red velvet. Dark hair spattered with 
gray waved to just below his ears, and his steely gray eyes, 
moist with tears, were set in a strong masculine face. Now 
she knew where Paul had inherited his striking personality 
and looks. Evidently Rose and Bruce resembled their mother 
more than their father. 

Jason Larrabee held his hand out, motioning for her to 
come forward. © 

“She hurt her leg, Father,” said Paul, still holding her 
about the waist, letting her body rest against him, unaware 
that his nearness was causing her a good deal of trepidation. 

“Then let her sit down, Paul,” he said quickly. “Help her 
to the sofa,” and Paul helped her walk farther into the room, 
where she sat on the white brocade sofa that graced the in- 
side wall, her dress of slipper satin blending with it luxuri- 
ously. 

Jason wheeled his chair close, unable to take his eyes from 
her, watching the light from the chandelier play through her 
dark lustrous hair, bringing her startlingly blue-green eyes to 
life. 

Gigi was uneasy. “Please,” she finally said. “Is something 
wrong?” She glanced up at Paul. “I knew I shouldn’t have 
come,” she said softly, but Jason shook his head. 

“On the contrary,” he protested, still watching her closely, 
and she looked back at him. “Everything is fine . . . fine 
-.. he said. “It’s just that . .. you look so much like your 
mother, and it’s brought back so many memories.” 

“I do?” she gasped, her hand moving to her throat. 

Jason wheeled his chair even closer, reaching out, taking 
her other hand in his, “My dear, it’s as if I’ve been taken 
back twenty years,” he said, his voice deepening passionately. 
“You look just like her, and she was the most beautiful, viva- 
cious woman I’ve ever known.” 

“Really, Father!” exclaimed Rose disgustedly, and her eyes 
blazed. “It’s bad enough you brought her here. Do we have 
to stand here and listen to you extolling her mother’s charms 
too?” : 

Jason’s eyes snapped. “Hold your tongue, Rose,” he or- 
dered tartly. “You may not like the idea, but Gigi’s your sis- 
ter, whether you want to accept it or not, and I won't have 
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her feelings hurt by you or anyone else in this house. Is that 
understood?” 

Rose paled, making her brown eyes look even larger in her 
small face, and gave Gigi a dark, hateful look Jason missed 
because he too was busy again gazing at Gigi; then Rose 
walked over angrily and plunked down in one of the over- 
stuffed chairs, where she sat fuming, her mouth held rigidly 
to control her wayward tongue. 

“One thing,” Jason said, motioning toward a corner of the 
room, and Gigi was startled to see a man silently slip from 
the shadows where he’d been standing motionless, He was as 
tall as Paul and wore an ordinary dark suit, but a bright red 
turban adorned his head, accentuating the slight slant to his 
eyes and high cheekbones set in a lean, swarthy face. “This is 
my manservant, Ahmed,” Jason explained, introducing her. 
“He's invaluable to a man in my circumstances,” and his 
hands touched the arms of his wheelchair, “He can hear, but 
can’t speak, due to an unfortunate incident when he was 
young,” he went on. “He moves about rather silently, and I 
don’t want you to be frightened of him.” He looked under- 
standingly at Ahmed. “My daughter Gigi, Ahmed,” he said, 
and the man bowed low, his ebony eyes steady on her as she 
greeted him. 

She felt strange and uneasy as she looked into his eyes. 
They were so dark they looked black, yet were unusually 


alert, not missing a detail as they looked her over from head 


to toe. 

“Now,” said Jason, as Gigi hesitantly drew her eyes from 
the forceful personality of this strange man. “If you'll all 
leave, there’s so much I want to ask Gigi about her mother, 
and so many questions that have to be answered.” 

Gigi looked at Paul desperately. 

“I'm afraid it'll have to wait, Father,” Paul interrupted 
hurriedly. “Gigi has amnesia and can’t remember anything. It 
was the train wreck. The fact is, I had to convince her she 
was Gigi Rouvier.” 

Jason glanced at her, startled, then shook his head. “Oh, 
no, my dear, don’t worry about that,” he assured her affec- 
tionately, then chuckled to himself. “There’s no doubt, be- 
lieve me,” he said. “None at all. You're Gigi Rouvier. You 
couldn’t be anyone else.” He reached out, tilting her face 
toward his, his fingers beneath her chin. “I have no doubts, 
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my dear, you're definitely my daughter, and you're the image 
of your mother.” . 

You're sure?” she asked. “Absolutely sure?” 

“Pm positive.” Suddenly realizing that she must be tired, 
he dropped his hand abruptly, wheeling his chair about, fight- 
ing the memories she aroused in him, yet reveling in the joy 
they brought him. “Now, then, Paul,” he said briskly, “take 
her to her room and see she’s made comfortable, Since we’ve 
been up all night, and since she’s unable to remember, we’ll 
talk later. And send for the doctor to look at her leg,” he in- 
structed him, “then have her get some rest so she can dine 
with us tonight. Oh, and don’t let her walk on her leg, carry 
her upstairs.” 

He took one last look at her, reaching out, squeezing her 
hand, then wheeled his chair over where he could look out 
the window, and Paul could tell he was pleased with himself. 
‘There was a smile on his face and a gleam in his eyes that 
hadn’t been there for a long time. Paul sighed. 

A beautiful, carpeted winding staircase was on the outside 
wall of the room, and Gigi never said a word as Paul reached 
down, picked her up, then walked over, slowly mounting 
them. When he reached the top, he paused momentarily, 
looking back. Rose and Bruce were already disappearing into 
the hallway, while his father still sat quietly staring out the 
front window. 

“Are you convinced now who you really are?” he asked, 
once more looking into the eyes of the young woman he held 
in his arms. 

She nodded, glancing below, then back to him. “Yes,” she 
said, her voice hushed. 

He hefted her closer in his arms, continuing on, turning 
into the upstairs hall, walking down it, stopping in front of 
one of the many doors. 

“Yours is the third on the left,” he said, and bent down, 
still holding her, awkwardly opening it. 

For the second time that morning as he held her against 
him, she was suddenly aware again of the strength in his 
arms and how tall and ruggedly good-looking he was. it 
made her uneasy. There was a magnetism about him’ that 
seemed to draw her to him, making her feel unsteady and 
trembly inside, especially when he looked into her eyes. She 
was sure you weren’t supposed to feel like this toward a rela- 
tive, especially a brother, and she shivered slightly, trying to 
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ignore the sensations, but it was so hard, especially when they 
entered the room and he laid her on the bed, asking if she 
were cold. He’d felt her tremble, and frowned. 

“No, I’m all right,” she assured him, but his eyes nar- 
rowed. 

He stood looking down at her, and there was a strange ex- 
pression on his face. Her heart began to pound erratically, 
and she felt herself getting warm all over. 

His eyes unconsciously sifted over her, enjoying the curva- 
ceous display she made as she stretched on the bed. 

“I almost forgot,” she suddenly said. “I’m still wearing 
your cape,” and she started to arch her body upward, to pull 
it out from beneath her, but he stopped her. 

“No,” he said, reaching out, and his hand on her arm 
seemed to burn the flesh when he touched her. 

She stared at him uneasily, afraid of the strong emotions 
that were overwhelming her, not knowing what to do with 
them, yet afraid to let go, because they felt so good. 

“It’s all right,” he said buskily, drawing his hand away as if 
he too had been burned. “I'll get the cloak later,” and he 
stood, looking down at her, trying to grasp what was happen- 
ing, because for the first time in his life, without having to 
even touch a woman to become aroused, he felt a quickening 
inside that took his breath away. 

No wonder his father loved her mother. God, Gigi was 
provocative beyond belief, and he realized angrily that ever 
since he’d first laid eyes on her, he’d been comparing her to . 
Lenore. But then, there was no comparison, really, was there? 
And he knew it. Lenore was from partly Scandinavian stock. 
Tall, blond, fair-skinned, reserved, gracious, always in control 
of her emotions, never a hair out of place. Calm, cool 
Lenore. 

He remembered last night when he’d told her he had to 
leave the party to run an errand for his father, and the mat- 
ter-of-fact way she’d kissed him good-bye, He'd thought noth- 
ing of it at the time, but now, gazing down at Gigi’s 
hauntingly alive eyes, he suddenly remembered, and it both- 
ered him. 

Gigi lay staring back at him. She was bewildered, and her 
mouth parted slowly, invitingly, and he watched it curve at 
the corners. She’d never kiss a man like that, he thought, 
watching its sensuous movement. She’d put her heart and soul 
in every fiery kiss. She was warm, vibrant. He suddenly 
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pulled himself back to reality. Hell! What was he thinking of? 

He pulled his thoughts together as best he could, trying to 
force himself to forget what he’d just been thinking, and he 
straightened guiltily. What did it matter anyway what he 
theught? He was her brother; besides, the fact that she was so 
attractive was only going to complicate things. She’d have ev- 
ery young swain in New York at her feet. His face became 
cold, remote. 

“I't] send for the doctor right away,” he said, irritated with 
himself as he wrenched his eyes from her and turned toward 
the door. “Oh, yes, and Ili send Biddy up to take your 
measurements.” 

“Who's Biddy?” 

He stopped, turning back to face her. “Rose’s personal 
maid,” he said. “T don’t think shell mind sharing her.” 

“Sharing her? You’re crazy. Your sister hates me, She'll 
never share her maid.” 

*“She’s your sister too,” he said. 

She sighed, exasperated. “Don’t remind me!” 

He headed for the door again, and she raised up on her el- 
bows as he reached it, grabbing the doorknob. 

“What does Biddy need my measurements for?” she asked 
curiously, and he hesitated, turning again, his eyes sifting 
over her once more. 

“You'll need something to wear tonight at dinner,” he an- 
swered coldly. “I don’t think Miss Warren’s wedding dress is 
appropriate, do you?” 

She glanced down at the beautiful satin dress billowing 
about her on the bed, feeling quite glamorous in it. “What's 
wrong with it?” she asked softly. “I thought it was rather be- 
coming.” a 

His eyes hardened. He didn’t dare tell her how he really 
felt, how becoming it really was, and he was certain she had 
no idea how provocative she looked. 

“You're not getting married, that’s what’s wrong with it,” 
he said suilenly, and swung the door open, “I’m sure Biddy’ll 
find something more appropriate,” and he left abruptly, clos- 
ing the door firmly behind him. 

Gigi stared at the closed door, then sighed, frowning, What 
a strange man this brother of hers was. And what extraordi- 
nary feelings he provoked in her. She lay back on the pillow, 
closing her eyes, and wondered if maybe she’d made a mis- 
take by coming to New York after ail. 


2 


It was some twenty minutes later when Biddy walked into the 
bedroom. She was an extremely short woman, under five feet, 
and in her forties, quite thin, with fiery red hair swirling | 
haphazardly about a sallow, sullen face. Her hands and feet 
were exceptionally tiny, and she was so short, a few inches 
taken from her height would have turned her into a dwarf. 

She walked over, pulling the cords, opening the pink 
damask draperies, letting in the morning light, and Gigi real- 
ized she hadn’t even given the room any thought until now. It — 
was done up luxuriously in pink and white, with light gray 
carpeting. The deep pink damask draperies had hidden 
French doors that opened onto the portico at the front of the 
house, and everything in the room was soft and feminine, the 
headboard of the bed tufted and covered with pale pink satin. 

For some reason, Gigi felt out of place. Although she. 
couldn’t remember, it was as if she knew she'd never seen 
elegance like this before. 

“If you'll just sit up, miss, the little maid said, bringing 
her back to reality, “I can take your measurements without 
you having to stand. They told me you hurt your leg.” 

Gigi smoothed the satin bedspread beneath her fingers, 
then sat up on the edge of the bed, letting Biddy wield the 
tape measure in her deft hands. 

“Surely you can’t make a dress in just one day,” said Gigi 
as Biddy frowned, writing the measurements down on a piece 
of paper as she took them. 

“No, miss,” she answered coolly, her brown eyes hostile, 
“But we can send to one of the shops in town and have 
something sent out. Do you have any color preference?” 

Gigi shook her head, “No,” she said. “Anything you think 
appropriate.” 

22 
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Biddy was very efficient, Too efficient. She did her work. 
briskly, hurriedly. There was no warmth or delight in being 
of service, and Gigi knew the woman resented the task given 
Baitow long have you been Rose’s personal maid?’ Gigi 
asked, trying to be friendly, hoping the woman wouldn't 
resent her too much. 

Biddy slipped the piece of paper with the measurements on 
it into her apron pocket, and her head straightened proudly. 
“1 tended the late Mrs. Larrabee for many years before she 
passed away,” she said haughtily. “And I took over with Miss 
Rose when she made her debut into society.” 

Gigi’s eyebrows raised, “Then you’ve been with the Larra- 
bees a long time.” 

“1 certainly have, miss,” she said bitterly, then went on. 
“Tong enough to know that you’ve made a terrible mistake 
by coming here.” She laced the measuring tape in and out of 
her fingers nervously, then straightened as tall as she could, 
her eyes flashing. “I was eighteen when I came here, miss, 
and I’ve seen what goes on in this family and I’ve kept my 
mouth shut, but what Mr. Larrabee has done to his children 
by bringing you here is unforgivable,” she said. “It’s disgrace- 
ful, and for your sake and for the good of all concerned, I 
think you should go back to where you came from.” She 
looked relieved. “There, I’ve said it,” she finished forcefully. 

Gigi was dumbfounded. “Really, Biddy!” she exclaimed, 
amazed at the woman’s audacity. 

“Well, it’s true,” she said angrily. “I was here then, and T 
knew what was happening. I knew he was seeing that wicked 
woman.” She sighed, shaking her head. “Poor Mrs. Larrabee, 
bless her soul, was never the same after that.” Her eyes sud- 
denly darkened, the hatred in them intense, “Your mother 
brought tragedy to this family, young woman, and you'll do 
the same,” she said viciously. “You mark my words!” She 
turned and headed for the door. “And I think you'd better in- 
form Mr. Paul that you'll need your own personal maid from: 
now on,” she said defiantly. “I have too many duties serving 
Miss Rose to be of any more help to you,” and she left the 
room, leaving Gigi staring after her flabbergasted. : 

Now, just who on earth did the woman think she was, 
thought Gigi. Of all the gall! Being devoted to one’s employer 
was one thing, but being brazen and arrogant was another. It 
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was bad enough to be cast into the part she had to play in 
this house without having to put up with something like this. 
She stirred, moving back farther onto the bed, sitting in the 
middle of the fancy bedspread. She hadn’t wanted to come in 
the first place. Maybe she should take the maid’s advice and 
go—but where? She exhaled disgustedly, knowing she had no 
place to go and no one else to help her. She had no other 


choice but to stay. Well, as long as she had to, she’d try to 


make the most of the situation. She lay back on the bed 
again, trying to rest, while she waited for the doctor. 


It was close to dinnertime already. Her leg was feeling bet- 
ter now that the doctor had cleaned and tended it, and she 
Was managing to get about quite well, although she was limp- 
ing badly. She glanced at herself in the full-length mirror 
covering the closet door. 

The dress they’d sent up for her was lovely. It was pale 
gold with a draped bodice covering her full breasts, baring 
her neck and throat, and billowing sleeves edged with gold 
lace just above the elbow. The deep girdle at her small waist 
was covered with the same lace, and it met at the back, form- 
ing a train of lace that trailed to the floor in layers. The ef- 
fect was enchanting, and she had to admit that it was more 
appropriate than Miss Warren’s wedding dress, 

Gigi kept twirling from side to side, watching in the mirror 
as the train swished behind her. She’d piled her hair atop her 


head herself, securing it with hairpins she’d confiscated from. 


the dressing table, declining Biddy’s reluctant last-minute of- 
fer of assistance, and the results were pleasing. She studied 
herself in the mirror. ; 

There was a knock on the door. 

“Come in,” she called over her shoulder, and closed the 
closet door, limping toward the center of the room. She 
stopped abruptly halfway to the bed, and inhaled breathlessly 
as Paul came in. 

He hesitated just inside the door, staring, and she could 
swear it looked like his face paled when his eyes struck her. 

“Is this dress appropriate enough?” she asked timidly, hold- 
ing her arms out, showing it off demurely. She was self-con- 
scious under his searing gaze. 

He nodded. “It’s fine,” he said abruptly, and looked away 
hurriedly, then closed the door behind him. “I wanted to talk 
to you before we go downstairs,” he said, avoiding her eyes, 
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complication.” 

“Oh?” 

He thrust his hands into the pockets of his blue dinner 
jacket and walked out onto the portico, standing motionless 
for a few minutes; then he turned toward her reluctantly. 
“Father’s invited guests for dinner,” he said suddenly, and 
watched the expression on her face. 

“Guests? Who?” 

“My fiancée and her parents,” he said. “And he intends to 
introduce you to them as his daughter. I thought you should 
be forewarned.” 

She frowned. “You mean without any explanation to try to 
ease the shock? Just, this is my daughter?” she asked. 

“Oh, he'll explain,” said Paul. “That’s not what’s bothering 
me. What worries me is how they’re going to take it. Es- 
pecially when they see you.” 

She stared at him curiously, “What is that supposed to 
mean? What's wrong with me?” 

Paul blushed, embarrassed. “Nothing, that’s just the trou- 
ble.” 

Her frown deepened. “I... I don’t understand.” 

“Don’t you see?” he said, walking over to look down into 
her eyes. “If you were a quiet little nobody, a timid little 
soul, shy, homely, and conservative, they could merely ignore 
you if they wished, or second best, tolerate you.” The depths 
of his eyes darkened to a slate gray. “But you're not the sort 
of person one can ignore or push to the background,” he 
said, unsmiling, “I can see it in your eyes now. You'll make 
people notice, whether they want to or not.” 

“And you don't think they'll want to?” 

“T have my doubts.” 

She stared at him, wishing she ‘her what he was thinking. 
“You said it was your fiancée and her parents?” 

“Yes.” 

She turned from him and limped ungracefully toward the 
vanity. “What's she like?” she asked as she glanced into the 
mitror for one last look. , 

“Lenore?” He watched her put a curl back into place, his 
eyes studying her delicately tapered fingers. “She’s tall, blond. 
I've known Lenore for a long time,” he said, “You might say 
We grew up together. She’s spent a good deal of time in Eu- 
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rope, though, the past few years, up until about two years — 
ago.” 

Gigi turned and eyed him curiously. “How old are you, 
Paul?” she suddenly asked. 

He was taken by surprise, and straightened, his shoulders 
looking even broader beneath his formal dinner jacket. 
“Now, what makes you ask that?” 

She left the vanity and slowly limped to the French doors, — 
then went outside onto the portico and stood looking at the 
evening shadows descending on the trees and lawn, then 
turned to face him again where he stood just inside the room. 

“I bet you’re every bit of twenty-eight, aren’t you?” she fi- 
nally said. “It seems strange you've waited all these years to 
malry someone you've known for so long, don’t you think?” 

He didn’t answer, but stood staring at her, his eyes un- 
wavering, 

“Well, don’t you think I’m right?” she urged again, and © 
this time she saw a spark of anger ignite behind those gray 
eyes. 

“I told you,” he explained, “she’s been in Europe. 
Besides”——his voice had an edge to it—‘“what business is it of 
yours whom I marry?” 

“None,” she said, shrugging as she came back in the room. 
“I was just curious.” : 

His eyes narrowed. “Well, don’t go prying into my life,” he 
said angrily. For some reason her question had irritated him. 

“Why not? You’ve pried into mine!” 

“Pried? Ive tried to help you. I could have easily told Fa- 
ther you weren’t Gigi Rouvier. That Gigi Rouvier was dead. 
Where would you be then? Out on the streets somewhere -try- 
ing to beg, borrow, steal, or sell yourself trying to survive, 
that’s where you’d be.” His eyes blazed. “And now, I only 
came up here to do you a favor. I thought it only fair to tell 
you what’s going on, what to expect, but if that’s the way you 
want it!” He started to leave. 

She moved quickly, grabbing his arm. “Wait, Paul .. . 
please!” 

He stopped, staring at her, his face like granite. 

“I'm sorry,” she apologized, “I didn’t mean to make you 
mad.” She flushed. “Here we are fighting like brother and sis- 
ter already, and for nothing,” she said, trying to coax him. 
“It’s your business when and whom you marry. I know that. I 
don’t have any right to say anything,” and she tried to smile 
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at him. “Til be only too glad to meet your fiancée, even if 
she isn’t glad to meet me, only don’t leave me,” she pleaded, 
and the smile faded forlornly. “Don’t let me walk down there 
alone, Paul, please,” she begged. 

He gazed deep into her eyes, and felt a warm sensation run 
through him, wild and abandoned, making him feel good all 
over, and for a second he wished... 

“Oh, hell,” he said, angry with himself and everything 
about the whole sordid affair. “Grab hold,” and he held his 
arm out for her to take as they heard a carriage pulling up 
out front. 

Her smile appeared once more and deepened as she slipped 
her arm through his, tucking it in the warmth of his elbow. 
“Thanks,” she murmured softly, and they left the room. 

Jason had parked his wheelchair at the foot of the stairs, 
and now he leaned back comfortably, waiting. Paul had said 
he'd escort Gigi down for dinner, and Jason wanted to make 
sure he hadn’t forgotten, When he’d received the letter from 
Texas, at first he’d been apprehensive. So many years had 
passed, He wasn’t sure whether he wanted to bring out the 
past or just let it rest, but then his conscience had gotten the 
better of him, as did his curiosity, and he decided to meet 
this young woman he’d fathered, Now, having seen her face 
to face, he couldn’t deny it. She was a daughter to be proud 
of, and the image of her mother. 

He thought of his marriage. A mattiage that had been 
more of a merger of wealth rather than love. He hadn’t 
minded at first, because he’d never really known: what love 
- was; then he’d met Gigi Rovuvier, only it was too late. At 
least for him, Now, seeing her daughter, having her in the 
house, 2 part of him, of them both, was like a tonic to him. 

He smiled as Gigi and Paul appeared at the top of the 
stairs, and his eyes followed her as they descended slowly, 
Paul letting her favor her sore leg. 

“You look lovely tonight, my dear,” he said as they 
reached the bottom, his voice reflecting his feelings. 

# © squeezed Paul’s arm tighter, “Thank you, sir,” she 
said, 

Jason moved away from the bottom of the stairs, then 
turned his wheelchair about so he was facing them. “Well,” 
he said confidently, “I assume Paul’s told you about our din- 
ner guests.” 

She nodded. 
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“Good.” He glanced at Paul, “Then shall we join them?” 
and he led the way from the room, heading toward the other 
wing of the house. 

Later that evening, when all the excitement was over, Gigi 
sat in her bedroom on the edge of the bed, wearing only her 
underthings, staring vacantly at her dress flung across the 
chaise longue. She'd felt like a princess in it. Maybe that’s 
why the evening had affected her the way it did. 

She stood up slowly, beginning to take off the rest of her 
things, tossing them down beside the dress, going over in her 
mind everything that happened. Before going to dinner they'd 
gone to the music room directly across from the dining room, 
where she’d met Jason’s closest friends, Nels and Katrin Van 
Der Linden and their daughter, Lenore, who was Paul’s fi- 
ancée, 

Nels was extremely tall, a giant of a man, massively built, 
with a flushed, fair complexion and graying blond hair, and 
his wife complemented him well, She too was tall for a 
woman, and stately, her blond hair a shade lighter than his. 

Jason had greeted them warmly as Paul and Gigi followed 
him into the room; then he turned toward a young blond 
woman who was walking toward him from the piano where 
she’d been standing listening to Rose play. 

Lenore Van Der Linden’s hair was coiled toward the nape 
of her neck into a plump chignon, without a hair out of 
place, and the sea-green dress she wore gave an aquatic cast 
to her pale blue eyes set below finely arched brows that wore 
a faint hint of artificial color to make them stand out, for 
beneath the color, they were as fair as the meticulously 
groomed hair on her head. She greeted Jason affectionately, 
then stopped abruptly, staring at the beautiful young woman 
being escorted into the room behind him by her fiancé. 

“Ah, yes,” said Jason, smiling as he wheeled his chair 
about to face Gigi and Paul. “Now for the reason I asked 
you all to come.” 

He held out his hand. “Come here, my dear,” he ordered 
Gigi, and she left the security of Paul’s arm, joining her fa- 
ther, trying not to limp. “I want you all to meet Miss Gigi 
Rouvier,” he said enthusiastically. “Gigi, this is Nels and Ka- 
trin Van Der Linden, two of my dearest friends,” he said, 
“and their daughter, Lenore, who, in case he hasn’t men- 
tioned it, is engaged to Paul.” 
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Gigi greeted them as calmly as she could, in spite of the 
cold, hateful look that was accompanying Lenore’s greeting. 

Jason sensed what Lenore was thinking, and he suddenly 
laughed, gazing at her reproachfully. “Lenore, my dear, don’t 
Jook so disturbed,” he said, calming her affectionately. 
“You've no reason to be jealous, I assure you.” He looked up 
at her, his face beaming, “Let me explain,” he said softly, 
“and you'll see.” He took a deep breath, then let it explode. 
“She’s my daughter!” he announced, and for a moment the 
silence was frightening. 

Nels’s face turned white, as did Katrin’s, and they just 
stood staring at him. 

“Well . .. haven’t you anything to say?” asked Jason, 
looking from one to the other. 

Nels swallowed hard, shaking his head. “You're ... 
you're joking, surely, Jason,” he said in disbelief. 

Jason sighed. “I assure you, it’s no joke,” he said. “Let me 
explain.” He maneuvered his wheelchair to a more command- 
ing position, then began. “I’m afraid I haven’t always been 
the faithful husband I intended to be,” he confessed, trying to 
tell it the best he knew how. “Once, and only once, I strayed. 
I fell in love with an actress. The result of that affair is here 
before you, and I’m proud now to be able to claim her as my 
own,” and he motioned toward Gigi, whose face was crim- 
son. 

“Jason, you’re out of your mind!” blurted Katrin. her face 
livid beneath her graying blond hair. “Do you realize what 
you're saying? And in front of Lenore?” 

_ Jason moaned. “Good God, Katrin,” he said heatedly. 
“Lenore’s all of twenty-three, and if she doesn’t know the 
facts of life and love by now,” he said, “then I suggest you 
call her engagement off until you teach her a few things.” 

Katrin’s face fell, “Tason! Really! Your daughter!” and she 
sat back down, her knees too weak to support her. 

“This is madness,” agreed Nels. “You can’t go about an- 
nouncing to the world that... well, you just can’t, Jason!” 

“Why not?” he asked, his jaw tightening arrogantly, “Why 
can’t I? What’s past is done and over with,” he said. “Why 
should Gigi suffer ostracism for my mistakes? Besides, I 
could name you a dozen men in this city who’ve fathered 
more than one child out of wedlock, only they’re too 
ashamed to own up to it.” 
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Nels ran his hand through his hair and shook his head, 
while Lenore turned to Paul. 

“You agree with your father?” she asked, somewhat bewil- 
dered. 

It was the first time Paul had ever seen her visibly shaken, 
and he could see the disturbance in her blue eyes. “You 
heard him,” he said. 

“But ... but...” she stammered, “What will people 
say 39 

“As Father has already said,” he said quietly, “they'll gos- 
sip and talk, and... really, now, what does it matter? If Fa- 
ther’s happy and it’s what he wants .. . and it’s the truth, 
he’s not trying to hide her away like most men have done 
... well, anyway, why not?” He looked at Gigi, seeing the 
pained confusion in her eyes. He had to do something to 
make her feel less hurt. “Besides,” he said defiantly, “she 
makes a rather pretty sister at that,” and as Gigi’s eyes raised 
to his again, he half-smiled, trying to let her know it was ail 
right. He didn’t know why he was suddenly agreeing with his 
father. Maybe because they were so much alike. 

“What do Rose and Bruce think about it?” Lenore asked, 
studying the look that Paul was giving this newly found sister 
of his, and Paul drew his eyes from Gigi’s to look at Lenore. 

“Why don’t you ask them?” he queried, and motioned 
toward his brother and sister. 

‘There was a staircase in the music room identical to the 
one in the drawing room, and Bruce was standing near the: 
bottom, leaning on the banister, taking in the conversation, 
one hand resting in the pocket of his burgundy dinner jacket. 

Lenore turned to him. “Well, Bruce?” she asked. 

He waited until all.eyes were on him, then descended one 
more step, emphasizing the sharp creases in his buff-colored 
trousers. “Since I wasn’t consulted when this whole thing 
started,” he said flippantly, “I suppose I have no right to con- 
done or condemn.” His eyes hardened. “But in respect for 
our mother’s memory,” he suddenly said angrily, “Rose and I 
both feel that the situation could have been handled more 
delicately by providing for Miss Rouvier financially without 
disrupting our lives and jeopardizing the family name!” 

Jason snorted. “What family name?” he yelled, staring at 
his son. “Larrabee? Son, before I decided to clean it up, the 
name Larrabee was tagged on rum-rumners, slave traders, and 
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horse thieves, and since I pulled it out of the gutter, then I 
guess I've got a right to jeopardize it, isn’t that right?” 

He turned to Lenore. “If this has any bearing on the status 
of your engagement, my dear, I’m sorry,” he said, suddenly 
realizing by the look on her face that she was anything but 
pleased. “I mever expected you to be narrow-minded. All I 
want is for my friends to recognize that a man can make a 
mistake and own up to it without the world falling apart. To- 
morrow I intend to have some reporters come out so I can 
tell the world what I’ve told you here tonight, and I want my 
daughter treated with the respect due her.” He looked at Nels 
and Katrin, his closest friends. “Well?” he asked. 

Nels pleaded with Katrin. “Friends are friends, Katrin,” he 
said slowly. 

She glanced at Jason. “It’s hard to believe,” she said, “T’ve 
known you for years, Jason, and I never dreamed...” 

“Ts it wrong, Katrin, for a man to fali in love... truly in 
love?” he asked. “You and Nels have been fortunate that 
your lives haven’t been complicated by passion.” 

“Oh, Jason . . . I don’t know what to say, and Lenore 
... this puts her in an awkward position.” 

“It needn't,” blustered Jason. “Paul is no less the man he’s 
always been, and this should have no effect whatsoever on 
their engagement.” 

Nels turned to his daughter. “This is your affair as well as 
ours, Lenore, dear,” he said, running a hand through his gray 
hair. “Will you be able to handle it? There'll be a lot of gos- 
sip and talk.” 

Lenore looked at Paul. She’d made up her mind when they 
were children that someday she’d be Mrs. Paul Larrabee. She 
couldn’t lose him now, she’d be a laughingstock. What his fa- 
ther was about to do was unheard-of in the best of circles, 
but if anyone could pull it off, Jason Larrabee could. 

She stared at her father, her decision made, and stepped 
next to Paul, deliberately taking his arm. “If Paul’s willing to 
accept her as his sister, then it wouldn’t be ethical for me to 
tell him no,” she said graciously, trying to sound convincing. 
“['m afraid what you and Mother decide will have to be your 
own affair.” . ‘ 

Nels rubbed his sideburns, as if thinking, then turned to. his 
wife. “Katrin?” ~ 

“I know, Nels, I know,” she said reluctantly, then looked 
at Jason. “All right, Jason,” she conceded. ; 
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Now, as Gigi raised her arms, pulling on the silk night- 
gown that had been left for her on the bed, she remembered 
it all as if in a dream. The whole thing seemed so unreal. 

When she woke up in Mrs. Thornapple’s huge four-poster 
and realized she had no memories to cling to, no identity to 
base her life on, she’d been terrified. Now, in just a short 
time she felt as if she’d been handed the world on a silver 
platter. Jason Larrabee had really accepted her as his daugh- 
ter. 

She reached up, taking the pins from her hair, letting it fall 
about her shoulders, then pulled the covers back and climbed 
into bed, nestling down into the warm covers, closing her 
eyes. It wasn’t going to be all sweetness and light, she knew. 
There were Rose and Bruce to contend with, and a lot of 
people were going to despise her for no other reason except 
that she was who she was. They wouldn’t care that she had 
feelings. All they’d care about was that her parents had never 
matried, And there’d probably be other things, too, Things 
she had no way of even imagining now. 

But it was better than having nothing. She was starting to © 
have a past again. It encompassed only two days, but they 
were two days filled with so many surprises, so many twists 
and turns. As she lay now, with her eyes shut, glorying in the 
ability to remember even this much of her life, she knew 
there was one thing she was never going to forget. One per- 
son who would always be a part of her memories, even 
though he had no right to be, and she drifted off to sleep, 
dreaming of Paul. 


3 


Gigi had been prepared to dislike Jason Larrabee. She didn’t 
really know why. Maybe because he had so much money, or 
perhaps because at first meeting he seemed so arrogantly sure 
of himself. But she couldn’t dislike him, it was impossible. He 
treated her with such warmth and kindness that her heart 
ached inside. If only she could remember her mother and her 
past. Her mother must have spoken to her of him often. She 
had to. One didn’t forget a man like this. 

The morning after the dinner with the Van Der Lindens, 
Jason fulfilled his vows of the night before. By ten o’clock, all 
the newspapers in New York had dispatched reporters to the 
Larrabee mansion for a news conference with none other 
than Jason Larrabee himself. This in itself was something 
new. Before this, no reporter had ever set foot inside the Lar- 
tabee home, Jason was a reclusive, private man who didn’t 
accept publicity gracefully, and shunned reporters. But that 
evening when the story broke, every newsboy in the city was 
hawking his own version of the headlines given to the report- 
ers by the old tycoon himself, 

“Extra! Extra! Read all about it!” they yelled from every 
Street corner. “Millionaire Confesses!—Jason Larrabee 
Shocks Society—Scandal Hits Wall Street Financier—Jason 
Larrabee Fathers Iflegitimate Child!” 

There were dozens of versions, each one as explosive as the 
other, and Jason just sat back waiting to see what would hap- 
pen. 

That afternoon, after the reporters left, it was hectic for 
Gigi. A dressmaker was sent for, and she was kept, busy 
choosing the latest styles from Paris. Creations of Worth, 
Doucet, and Virot. Feather- and lace-trimmed gowns, beaded, 
pleated, and draped, for dress and every day, with parasols, 
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gloves, capes, and fancy hats. Paul, who she learned was 
Jason’s right-hand man in his business dealings, supervised 
her himself, at his father’s request. It seemed Jason would be 
tied up all afternoon in his quarters with business associates. 

The right wing of the house, opposite the drawing room, 
had been made into a separate apartment for Jason’s use, 
with everything he needed close at hand. It consisted of his 
bedroom and an all-purpose room where he could while away 
his time and where some of his meals were served. No one 
entered Jason’s quarters unless invited. Most of his business 
was conducted there, and this afternoon, after the arrival of 
several men with briefcases and worried looks, the door to 
Jason’s quarters remained locked. 

Paul smiled faintly when the dressmaker finally left, and 
Gigi plunked herself down on the window seat in the sewing 
room, breathing a sigh of relief. 

“Now, don’t tell me you haven't enjoyed being able to or- 
der whatever you want,” he said, watching her with interest. 
“All women enjoy buying clothes.” 

“Not this one,” she said emphatically. “I thought she’d 
never leave. I still feel like I've got pins in me. And why do I 
need so many things?” she asked, leaning toward him, her vi- 
olet dressing gown pulling tightiy across her breasts, “And 
those riding clothes . . . what if I don’t know how to ride?” 

“Then Pil teach you.” 

She eyed him skeptically. “You don’t hate me, do you, 
Paul?” she asked. 

“No.” 

“Why not? Rose and Bruce do.” 

He hesitated, not knowing quite how to explain. 

“Or is it that your father hasn’t given you much choice? 
After all, he did order you to look after me.” 

He shook his head. “Don’t be silly,” he said, smiling. “You 
know I don’t hate you. This afternoon’s been enjoyable, 
watching you trying to decide what fabrics to choose, and the 
enthusiasm you give to everything you do. Besides, it took me 
away from a lot of boring paperwork. Now, how can I hate 
you for that?” i 

“But the embarrassment ['m going to cause you and 
Lenore.” 

“Tf it’s anybody’s fault, it's Father’s, not yours,” he said. 

“Yet you don’t hate him either.” She was puzzled. 
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Paul had been sitting in an armchair in the corner, and 
now he stood up, walking over to stand in front of her, star- 
ing out the window behind her toward the drive, watching the 
white birch trees swaying in the breeze. 

“Maybe Rose and Bruce don’t understand Father the way I 
do,” he tried to explain, his hands in the pockets of his gray 
sport pants. “Maybe because I'm more like him than they 
are, They’te wishy-washy and selfish, and if I must admit it, 
quite snobbish. Mother was like that, I’m afraid. She was a 
cold person who lived by the blue book. You did things be- 
cause you were supposed to do them, not because it brought 
you pleasure. Father’s not like that, and I guess maybe Pm 
more like he is, Perhaps I can understand why he did what 
he did.” 

“He must have loved my mother very much,” she said 
softly, and her eyes took on a dreamy, faraway look, “I won- 
der what she was like.” 

“She was just like you,” he said passionately, and gazed 
down into her face, their eyes meeting, and for a few mo- 
ments he forgot who she was, He was aware only of her 
beauty and the soft warmth in her eyes. Now he knew how 
his father must have felt looking into the depths of her 
mother’s eyes, Suddenly he inhaled sharply, remembering. 
who she was, and who he was, and he flushed with embar- 
Tassment. 

“Shall we go have some tea?” he suggested awkwardly, as 
he tried to put his emotions back into their proper perspec- 
tive, and she stared at him bewildered, then quickly recov- 
ered. 

“One thing first,” she said, and -he hesitated. “I’m afraid 
Biddy won’t do, Paul,” she informed him. “She told me she 
was far too busy looking after Rose to be bothered with me. 
Do I really need a personal maid?” she asked abruptly. 
“Can't I just take care of myself?” 

He shook his head, “Father’d never allow it.” He gazed at 
her thoughtfully. “Ill see what I can do,” he finally said. 
“There’s a servant girl in the kitchen, rather young, but she 
seems pleasant. Maybe she’d enjoy getting away from Mrs. 
Sharp’s eagle eye.” a 

“Mrs. Sharp?” 

“The cook,” he explained. “I'll see to it myself right now. 
You go to the terrace, and I'll have tea brought out and let 
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you know. The girl’s name is Bridget.” He opened the door 
for them to leave. 

“Thank you,” she said, and he watched as she moved down 
the hall toward the foyer, the sweep of her violet dressing 
gown following her rhythmically; then he went to his left 
toward the kitchen. 

After getting a promise from Mrs, Sharp that she’d send 
Bridget to help Gigi, Paul went down the hail, across the 
foyer, and was about to step outside onto the terrace, when 
he realized Gigi wasn’t alone. Bruce and Rose were with her. 
He stopped, unconsciously eavesdropping. 

“You can’t imagine.” Gigi was talking. “Everything’s so 
strange. I know what the things are, like I know this is a 
dressing gown I’m wearing, and that’s a fountain.” She 
pointed to the beautiful marble fountain in the center of the 
terrace, with water cascading into the pool below. “But E 
don’t ever remember seeing them before. When I opened my 
eyes in that bedroom, I knew I was in a bed, but I didn’t 
know how I knew. My mind’s a blank, yet it isn’t. It’s hard to 
explain. Sometimes I see something and I feel it’s right, that 
it should be, but I don’t know why. There’s no yesterday, and 
nothing to compare today or tomorrow with. If only I could 
remember...” Her voice rose desperately. “You don’t think 
I like not remembering, do you?” she asked, and Bruce 
cleared his throat, watching her closely. 

“Rose thinks you’re pretending,” he said, and saw her look 
of disbelief. 

“Pretending? Why on earth should I pretend?” 

Rose fingered the pages of the Harper's Bazaar that lay in 
her lap, and smirked. “It’d be a convenient way of not having 
to reveal your past,” she said. 

Gigi’s eyes flashed, “Not having to reveal my past? What 
are you talking about?” 

“Well . . .” Rose sneered, “If you can’t remember, then 
you won’t have to tell about the sordid life you and your 
mother led while you were growing up, will you?” 

Gigi pursed her lips indignantly. “Sordid? How dare you!” 
She glared at them, “Who gave you the right to judge my 
mother and say what she was or wasn’t?” she asked heatedly. 

“She seduced my father, didn’t she?” said Rose. “I wonder 
how many other men she went after!” 

Paul exhaled furiously, stepping onto the terrace. “I think 
you owe Gigi an apology, Rose,” he demanded, interrupting 
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them, and Rose whirled about, almost dropping her magazine 
on the floor. ; 

She hadn’t seen him until he spoke, but quickly composed 
herself, “Why should I apologize for telling the truth?’ she 
aid. 

7 “Because I said so. And if you don’t stop harassing her, 
Serna will you do, big brother?” cut in Bruce, “Why are 
you sticking up for Father, anyway?” 

Rose glanced at Bruce, then back to Paul. “Don’t you see, 
Bruce, dear,” she said sarcastically, her pold-flecked brown 
eyes sparking as they studied Paul. “He’s preparing people. 
Everybody says he’s so much like father. Tell me, Paul, are 
you planning to treat Lenore as shabbily as Father treated 
Mother? Are you?” She let out a vicious half-laugh. “How 
many women will you sleep with after you’re married?” 

Paul’s lips quivered and his face went white, then red, and 
his jaw set hard. “If you weren’t my sister, Rose, ’'d lay you 
out cold!” he said venomously. 

Rose gave Gigi a nasty look, then turned to Bruce. “I do 
believe Paul’s angry with us, Bruce,” she said flippantly, then 
turned once more to Paul. “Don’t think you're going to tell 
Father, either, Paul,” she admonished, pleased with herself. 
“Because if you do, I'll tell Father you're lying and Bruce’ll 
back me up. Just make sure you take good care of your 
sweet little charge here, only don’t be surprised if all your old 
friends suddenly decide they’ve been seeing too much of you. 
Father may be abie to influence the older generation, but he 
doesn’t have any hold over our set.” She turned back to 
Bruce. “Let’s go, Bruce,” she said nastily. “I promised Natalie 
we'd be at her party tonight, and I’ve so many things to get 
ready.” She sauntered off triumphantly toward the foyer, her 
blue taffeta afternoon dress swishing as she moved, followed 
by brother Bruce in his white pants and blue Prince Albert 
frock coat. 

Gigi was heartsick as she watched them go. She stood up 
and turned to face Paul. “Biddy was right,” she said self-con- 
sciously. “I should never have come here with you!” p 

Paul’s eyes hardened. “You mean Biddy’s been working on 
you too?” he asked. ~ 

Gigi nodded. “Yesterday when she came to take my 
measurements. J wasn’t going to tell you.” 
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His eyes turned a deep, violent gray, like storm clouds on 2 
summier day. “What else did she tell you?” he asked softly. 

“That I'd cause nothing but trouble and heartache. ... 
Maybe she’s right, Paul. Maybe I should go somewhere else,” 
she said. “Bruce was right last night. I don’t have to live 
here.” 

Paul reached out and held her by the shoulders, holding 
her so she faced him. “Don’t ever say that, Gigi,” he said, 
and felt her tremble. “Besides,” he added softly, “it’s too late 
to leave now. The newspapers are on the streets by now, and 
the whole city'll know who you are. There’s no backing out. 
You're staying! Do you hear?” 

She started to cry. “Ob, Paul! If I could only remember!” 
Huge tears rolled down her cheeks. 

His arms went about her, and he pulled her to him, hold- 
ing her close, trying to comfort her. She was so fragile, and 
she felt so small and soft against him. Suddenly he felt a 
shock run through him, with a warm quickening response 
deep in his loins as her body pressed close. He’d been aroused 
before, but never this easily, not even with Lenore, and he 
tried to fight it. He kept telling himself over and over again 
that she was his sister, but it didn’t seem to be doing any 
good. 

He felt himself hardening. This was madness! This soft, 
warm, fragrant bundle in his arms was his sister. Oh, God! 
His head was reeling. He had to let go... he had to pull 
himself together so he wouldn’t give himself away. 

Reluctantly he loosened his arms, but just couldn’t seem to 
drop them from around her. “Gigi,” he said hoarsely, 
reaching down, tilting her face to his. “Don’t worry, please, 
Gigi,” he whispered huskily. “Everything’ll be all right. 
Please. Rose and Bruce’ll change. They'll accept you eventu- 
ally.” 

She sniffed in, wrinkling her nose, and her full lips looked 
so voluptuous he had a hard time keeping his mind on what 
she was saying. “You're just saying that,” she said, “to be 
hice.” 

He shook his head, “No... really.” There was a softness 
in his face she hadn’t seen before, and it was doing peculiar 
things to her. “And even if they don’t,” he went on, “the im- 
portant thing is that yow’ve made Father happy. Please, Gigi, 
don’t ever leave him!” 
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“What if my memory comes back?” 

“T hope it does,”’ he whispered. “Maybe it’d help.” 

She looked up at him, into his eyes, and suddenly realized 
what he meant. His arms were still. holding her, and her 
body, molded close to his, was throbbing with a desire she’d 
never known before, and she knew he felt it too. She could 
see it in his eyes. Her heart sank to her stomach, where it 
tightened into a knot that nearly tore her in two. 

“Would it help, Paul?” she asked abruptly, and her blue- 
green eyes stared into his passionately. “Would it really solve 
anything for us, or would it only make things worse?” 

He stared back and saw her tremble. 

She felt all warm and weak inside when he held her like 
this. It was the same feeling she’d had yesterday when he’d 
laid her on the bed in her room and stood looking down at 
her. A tingling in her loins and an awareness that puzzled 
her. There was something about the atmosphere whenever 
they were together, and she knew now that she wasn’t the 
only one who felt it. 

His arms dropped quickly from about her, and he walked 
away, standing by the fountain, gazing off toward the river. 
She watched him for a long time, not saying anything, and he 
finally turned to face her again. 

“I guess you're right, Gigi,” he said slowly, his face 
flushed. “Nothing’s going to solve our problem, is it?” and 
just then one of the girls from the kitchen came out with 
their tea. 

They were silent as the girl poured for them, their eyes on 
each other, the words unspoken. Then Paul tried to be casual 
as he told her Mrs. Sharp had agreed to spare Bridget from 
the kitchen. As Paul talked, he glanced toward the foyer and 
saw his father saying good-bye to the men he’d been in con- 
ference with, and a few minutes-later Jason joined them on 
the terrace. 

“Well, well,” he said, glancing at Gigi. “Just the two 
people I wanted to see,” and his eyes filled with admiration. 
“Did you get everything ordered, young lady?” he asked en- 
thusiastically. 

“Yes, sir,” she answered. i 

He smiled. “Fine, because you'll need all those fancy 
clothes.” He turned to Paul. “Did you tell the dressmaker to 
get a daytime dress ready for tomorrow afternoon like I told 
you, Paul?” he asked. 
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“It'll be ready.” 

“Good.” His face beamed. “Sousa’s band is playing in Cen- 
tral Park tomorrow afternoon, and we're all going,” he an- 
nounced proudly, and Paul looked startled. 

“All of us?” he asked. 

His father seldom went out since his crippling accident. In 
fact, for Jason Larrabee to appear in public at anything other 
than an important social event was unheard-of. He had 
business representatives who reported to him regularly, and if 
an invitation came from someone he felt obligated to ac- 
knowledge, he’d usually send Paul in his place. Consequently, 
few people had ever come face to face with him. For Jason 
Larrabee to attend a band concert in the park was truly an 
innovation. 

“All of us, Paul,” he said, smiling broadly. He breathed in 
deeply, his eyes dancing. “I feel like a new man, Paul,” he 
said, enjoying the clean, fresh river air and forsythia that was 
blooming along its banks. “A new man.” 

“How did Redding, Fitzsimmons, and the others take your 
news?” asked Paul, trying to turn his thoughts back to 
business. 

Jason snorted. “Like I thought they would,” he said. “They 
stormed and fumed and yelled and cursed, then asked to see 
her. Cy Redding’s making arrangements for a dinner party at 
Delmonico’s for tomorrow evening, and I told them they 
could meet her then.” 

Paul stared at his father curiously. “You know, I think 
you’re actually enjoying yourself,” he said, watching the ani- 
mated look on the older man’s face. 

Jason lit up. “I am, Paul,” he said boisterously, the hint of 
a smile in his eyes, “I am! Now, tell me, where are Rose and 
Bruce? I have to tell them about tomorrow’s plans,” 

Paul glanced quickly at Gigi, then back to his father. 
“Rose mentioned getting ready for a party at Natalie’s, and 
Tm sure Bruce tagged along.” 

Jason scowled. “I wish they felt differently about your 
coming, Gigi,” he said sadly, shaking his head; then his tone 


changed abruptly to a gayer mood. “But I’m sure with a little . 


time we can change things.” He wheeled his chair toward the 
fountain. “It’s a lovely day, isn’t it?” he said, smiling, pleased 
with himself as he gazed up at the blue sky, then on out 
toward the river. “Yes, a lovely day.” 





| 
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Gigi and Paul’s eyes met above Jason’s head, and Gigi 
remembered Paul’s words: “Don’t leave him.” Now she knew 
why he’d said them, because right now, at this moment, Jason 
Larrabee looked like he could be just about the happiest man 
on the face of the earth. 

The next day, Gigi’s new personal maid, Bridget, handed 
her the newspaper. She was reclining on the tufted gray vel- 
vet chaise, and carefully looked over the front page, reading 
it again while Bridget put a fresh bandage on her leg. She 
wasn’t limping anymore, thank God, and the leg was healing 
beautifully, although she’d been right, there would be a scar. 

Gigi held the paper up and stared at the picture on the 
front page. It was a picture her father had had the newspa- 
permen take the day before, and surprisingly, it was a good 
likeness. Well, all of New York knew now, she thought. Some 
of the papers had written favorably, and others .. . well, the 
general impression was one of shock. 

“I bet you can tell by the headlines how many newspapers 
Mr. Larrabee has stock in, can’t you?” she said to Bridget, 
putting the paper down as Bridget tied off the bandage, look- 
ing at her mistress sheepishly, knowing Gigi was right. 

Bridget was about sixteen, with large brown eyes and 

honey-blond hair, and her flair for fashion was surprising. 
She loved doing Gigi’s hair and taking care of her things, and 
seemed to thoroughly enjoy her new job. She sighed. “I sup- 
pose,” she said, then walked over and picked up the dress 
Gigi was to wear to the band concert. It had arrived barely 
an hour ago, and much to their surprise, it was a perfect fit. 
_ The pink skirt was pleated all around, with a pink satin 
sash at the waist, and satin and Jace trim around the bottom. 
Layers of lace hung on the sleeves, with satin bows at the el- 
bows and more satin collaring the high neckline, while pink 
lace covered the top of the bodice, and there was a parasol to 
match. 

Gigi rose from the chaise, joining her, and Bridget held the 
dress out for her to slip into. 

“J think there’s some people who'll understand, Miss Gigi,” 
said Bridget as she slid the dress down over Gigi’s head, then 
fastened it up the back. aa 

“Do you understand, Bridget?” Gigi asked. 

Bridget’s eyes darkened. “Miss Gigi, I never knew who my 
father or mother was,” she said softly, and Gigi craned her 
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neck sharply to look at the girl as she fastened the last hook; 
then Gigi turned all the way around to face her. 

“You didn’t know either of them?” she asked. 

Bridget nodded. “They told me at the orphanage she was a 
nice lady who made a mistake and couldn’t face up to it. 
You know, it’s terrible not knowing. But then again, some- 
times you're glad you don’t know, because you might not like 
what you find, You're lucky, though, Miss Gigi,” she reas- 
sured her, “you at least know who your parents are.” 

Gigi stared at her for a minute, then understood. “Does 
Paul Larrabee know you were born out of wedlock, Bridget?” 
she asked. 

Bridget nodded. “Yes, ma’am. He found me crying about it 
one day, and before I realized it, Pd told him the whole 
story. I wish Miss Rose and Mr, Bruce were more like Mr. 
Paul,” she said. “This house would be a pleasure to work in. 
Oh, I know, he seems stern and aloof at times, and when he’s 
angry he can be frightening, but he’s fair and treats us de- 
cent, and that’s what counts. And at least now, taking care of 
you, I won't have Miss Rose bawling me out all the time for 
ees clumsy with the tea and making mistakes at the dinner 
table.” 

Gigi liked the girl, She was wholesome and truthful and 
pleasant to be around, and she smiled as she realized why 
Paul had probably chosen this particular girl, She silently 
thanked him, then remembered Bridget’s words. 

Paul frightening? Never, she thought. Not Paul, and she 
smiled to herself, She sat down, and Bridget began doing her 
hair, humming a sprightly tune, and suddenly Gigi felt a 
strange twinge in her breast as she continued to think of 
Paul. She was so mixed up. From the moment he’d stepped. 
into her room at Mrs. Thornapple’s, there’d been something 
about him. She was drawn to him somehow, some way, and 
it was frightening. Could it be the fact that they were related? 
Was it a form of bond between them? She wondered, It was 
strange and alien to think of him as a brother. When he 
looked at her, she always felt a piercing tingle spread all the 
way around her, deep down, ail the way to her loins. Oh, 
God! It wasn’t right. She had to think of something else. She 
had to stop thinking of him like this—it wasn’t healthy. She 
pursed her lips stubbornly. He was her brother, she told her- 
self angrily, her brother, and nothing could change the fact. 
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Besides, he was engaged to Lenore, and she should be happy 
for them. 

She sighed, trying hard to think of him only as a brother. 

Bridget put her pink hat in place and stood back surveying 
her handiwork. “You look lovely,” she told Gigi, and Gigi 
glanced at her, startled, realizing she hadn’t been watching 
what the girl was doing. 

“Oh, yes, it does, doesn’t it?” she said abruptly, pulled 
forcefully from her thoughts. 

“You'll enchant everyone,” assured Bridget. “You look 
beautiful.” 

Gigi thanked her, then stood up, picking up her parasol. 
“They'll be delivering another dress for me to wear this eve- 
ning,” she said as she took one last look in the mirror. “Make 
sure it’s hung up, will you, please?” she said. “Then for the 
rest of the afternoon, just do as you'd like. I don’t have any 
idea when we'll return.” 

“Don’t worry,” said Bridget. “I'll be here when you need 
me.” 

“Thank you,” said Gigi, and looked down to make sure she 
had her gloves and fan. Pink was becoming on her, she 
thought, smoothing the skirt of her dress, and she hoped ev- 
eryone else would think so too. 

She left the room and went downstairs, where everyone 
was Waiting in the foyer for the carriage to be brought 
around front. 

“I didn’t mean to be late,” she said, greeting them hur- 
riedly. “I’m sorry.” 

But Jason didn’t mind. “You're not late, my dear, you’re 
just on time,” he said, smiling robustly. “We’re merely wait- 
ing for the carriage, that’s all,” and she took a deep breath, 
stopping to stand quietly beside his wheelchair. 

She glanced at all of them. Jason and Bruce were both 
wearing black suits with black-velvet-trimmed frock coats, 
but Paul’s suit was a soft blue-gray and he looked more 
handsome than ever. 

“Tt’s pulling up out front now,” said Rose as she walked 
over and pulled the curtain back from one of the front win- 
dows. : 

Rose looked exceptionally nice this afternoon. Her dress 
was pale green layers of organza with a velvet sash at the 
waist, and huge puff sleeves that tapered tightly from the el- 
bows down. The neckline was rounded just below the hollow 


44 June Lund Shiplett 


in her throat, scalloped with velvet trim, and she wore a 
single strand of pearls about her neck, with earrings to 
match. Her hat was of pale green straw. She didn’t look too 
happy, however, and Gigi guessed. she was being forced to go 
along. 

The front door opened, and Ahmed stepped in. He stood 
motioning for them to leave, then helped Jason out the door- 
way and down the steps to the carriage. 

Gigi was surprised when, after seating Jason in the car- 
riage, Ahmed stowed the wheelchair in a specially made com-~ 
partment at the rear of the carriage. She'd been wondering 
what they were going to do with it, and how Jason was going 
to manage. 

Ahmed helped her in and seated her beside Jason, then 
helped Rose in and put her on the opposite side of the huge 
carriage to face them; then he sat down on the other side of 
Jason. Bruce climbed in beside Rose, and Paul got in, sitting 
directly opposite Ahmed. 

“Nels, Katrin, and Lenore will meet us at the park,” said 
Jason as the carriage pulled away from the house and started 
down the drive.. 

“Then they’ve accepted the invitation?” asked Paul. 

“YT forgot to tell you, son,” he said. “I received a telephone 
call a short time ago. We're to meet them by the bandstand.” 

“Really, Father,” said Rose disgustedly. “This is ridiculous. 
You know you haven't been out for ages. And Central Park, 
of all places! Why do we suddenly have to go slumming?” 
She hated going out among the common people. “Why 
couldn’t we have waited?” she went on haughtily. “I’m sure 
Mr. Sousa’s band would have played someplace more appro- 
priate to our social standing.” 

Jason eyed his daughter and shook his head. Poor Rosé. 
“When are you going to learn, Rose,” he said defensively, 
“that you're no better than anyone else? Just because you're 
fortunate enough to have a father with a knack for making 
money...” He sighed. “Besides, what’s wrong with the 
park? It’s a wonderful place to spend a Saturday afternoon. 
Now, stop grumbling and at least look happy, even if you're 
not.” 

She pouted, and turned away, looking out the window of 
the closed carriage. 

When they arrived at the park, a crowd had already 
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gathered. People and carriages were lined up everywhere, and 
the seats were filling quickly. 

At first, when they emerged from the carriage and started 
to make their way to the bandstand, no one paid any particu- 
lar attention to them, until someone spotted Ahmed’s red tur- 
ban and Jason in his wheelchair. Then, as they recognized 
Gigi from her pictures in the paper the day before, the whis- 
pering started, and by the time they reached the front of the 
bandstand where the Van Der Lindens waited, all eyes were 
on them. 

Gigi swallowed hard and held her head high as she fas- 
tened her atm through Paul’s and they walked beside Jason. 
She could tell as she studied Lenore’s face while they were 
approaching that Lenore was uncomfortable in this new role. 
She was wearing a frothy blue dress that was striking with 
her ash-blond hair, yet it seemed to emphasize her coolness 
toward those around her, reminding Gigi of a large, cold 
chunk of ice. 

“You're creating quite a sensation,” said Nels as he greeted 
his longtime friend, shaking hands all around and smiling. 

“Surprising, isn’t it,” said Jason as he glanced surrepti- 
tiously at the crowd, “how one man’s sins can be of interest 
to so many people.” 

“You knew it would be like this,” said Katrin. “So why on 
earth did you come?” 

“I find it interesting,” said Paul as he too surveyed the 
crowd. “I imagine all these good, pious people staring at us 
have broken at least one or more of the commandments at 
one time or another in their lives, yet, because Father’s sin is 
the kind you can’t hide away, they’re all so quick to cast 
stones.” 

Lenore glanced at Paul. “Do you have to talk about it so 
freely here in public, Paul?” she said furtively. “Good Lord, 
it’s bad enough everyone’s staring at us!” 

“Don’t get squeamish now, Lenore,” said Paul. “The fun’s 
just starting,” and Gigi, who was still hanging on to Paul’s 
arm, felt his hand squeeze hers through her lace glove. 

Lenore looked at him coldly, “I’m glad you consider it-fun, 
because I don’t,” she said. “I’m going along with it becanse 
it’s what you want, Paul, but believe me, I don’t think it’s 
fun! Not one bit.” 

Gigi was surprised to see the dark look in Paul’s eyes as he 
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stared at Lenore, and she wondered what he was thinking. 
He looked anything but pleased. 

Members of the band started making their way toward the 
platform, and someone suggested they sit down, so Paul es- 
corted her congenially to one of the seats. Ordinarily a band 
concert such as this never held reserved seats, but Jason had 
used his money and influence, and they were ushered to eight 
empty seats in the front row, with “Reserved” signs on them. 
This also caused a tittering among the crowd, and. more than 
One disgruntled catcall. 

In spite of the whisperings and disgusted looks, however, 
Gigi lost herself in the music, enjoying herself immensely, as 
did Paul and Jason, who’d remained in his wheelchair. But 
the rest of Jason’s party remained nervous, and never seemed 
to lose their awareness of the crowd and the stares. 

They arrived back home just in time to change clothes and 
leave for Delmonico’s. Bridget had Gigi’s dress ready and 
waiting. 

‘Why, Bridget,” said Gigi as she slipped into the dress af- 
ter a warm, soothing bath. “They couldn’t possibly have 
made this dress since yesterday.” She felt the material, run- 
ning her hand slowly across the bodice, “A dress like this 
takes hours to do, and I don’t remember picking out this 
material or design,” she said. 

The dress was perfect for her. It was of deep turquoise~ 
blue satin, the exact color of her eyes, with a low, heart- 
shaped neckline and huge puffed sleeves that ended at her 
elbows with lace ruffies of the same color. The girdle was 
beaded with minute seed pearis, and seed pearls were scat- 
tered here and there about the skirt, with rows of lace ruffles 
adorning the hemline. 

“I think perhaps it’s a dress Madame Benoit had made up 
already and knew would be perfect for you,” offered Bridget 
as she fastened it up the back, and Gigi was entranced. 

“There’s a cape to match, Miss Gigi,” said Bridget. “And I 
swear, I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.” 

“I feel guilty,” said Gigi, running her hand across the seed 
pearls that encrusted the bodice. “Mr. Larrabee’s been so 
kind to me, yet I just can’t seem to make myself call him Fa- 
ther, and I don’t know why.” 

“Don’t worry,” Bridget assured her. “As soon as your 
memory comes back, you'll feel differently.” 

“I hope you're right, Bridget,” she said. “I certainly hope 
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you're right, but somehow I feel that this is all a dream and 
soon I'll wake up. Did you ever have that feeling?” 

Bridget shook her head as she made Gigi sit down on the 
vanity seat and she began working on her hair. “No, Miss 
Gigi, I can’t say I have,” she said, holding the hairpins be- 
tween her teeth as she talked. “But I’m sure it’s only because 
of the amnesia.” 

“T don’t know,” said Gigi. She watched Bridget twist a lus- 
trous curl about her finger and tuck it high to the back of 
her head. “I just feel so out of place...” 


Delmonico’s was crowded when they arrived, and the 
people there turned in unison to stare as they saw the red-tur- 
baned Ahmed pushing Jason’s wheelchair into the dining 
room, with Paul beside him, resplendent in white tie and 
tails, escorting Gigi, one of the most beautiful women they’d 
ever seen. 

Cy Redding was Jason’s top lawyer and business manager, 
a slightly built man sporting a small mustache and sideburns. 
His wife, seated beside him, was twice his size, with two 
chins, and was loaded with oversized jewelry, They were al- 
ready at the table when the Larrabees arrived, and with them 
were the presidents and representatives of the many compa- 
nies in which Jason was either leading stockholder or sole 
owner. The men’s wives accompanied them and were an as- 
sortment of the usual ladies of wealthy New York society. 

It was an exceptionally large dinner party. However, from 
the looks on the faces of the women around the table, Gigi 
knew they were there only at the insistence of their husbands, 
and she could sense their aloofness and reserve. ; 

“You all know my son Paul,” said Jason as the men stood, ° 
acknowledging their arrival. “Now I'd like you to meet my 
daughter Miss Gigi Rouvier.” 

Admiration showed in the men’s eyes, but the women’s 
eyes were conveniently masked. They were used to disguising 
their feelings. Anything to help their husbands’ business 
careers. So Gigi wasn’t really sure of her reception. 

Jason hadn’t made Rose and Bruce come this evening, and 
Gigi was relieved. It wouldn’t do to let these people see their 
hostility toward her. As it was, she felt uneasy all evening 1is- 
tening to the conversation around her, and was quick at 
catching the underlying sarcasm in some of the remarks the 
women made, Only Jason seemed oblivious of the sly innuen- 
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dos accompanied by supposedly friendly smiles, but it was 
obvious to Gigi that these people were anything but pleased 
with her presence. 

When they finally left Delmonico’s, Gigi breathed a sigh. 
She had made her second public appearance today, and to 
her the results were shattering. Everyone was merely toler- 
ating her for Jason’s sake and because there was nothing else 
to do if they wished to stay in his good graces. Now more 
than ever she wished she’d never come to New York. 
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The next few weeks were filled with more engagements. They 
all attended the opera, the theater, took a tour through the 
museum and aquarium at Old Castle Garden, then watched 
the horse shows, boat races, and polo games, with lawn par- 
ties sandwiched in between. Their pictures appeared on the 
society pages over and over again as their comings and goings 
became news. 

Jason was exposing her to what Rose and Bruce had grown 
up with, New York society, and Gigi’s life was in a constant 
turmoil. 

New Yorkers became more and more accustomed to seeing 
the man in the wheelchair with the red-turbaned servant and 
beautiful dark-haired girl at his side. Paul couldn’t always ac- 
company them because of Lenore, and it was on these occa- 
sions that Gigi felt most out-of-place. Paul always made her 
feel comfortable and wanted, and although Jason tried to, she 
could never really feel secure with him, even though she was 
becoming more and more fond of him. But Jason was a hard, 
ruthless man in spite of his warmth toward her, and there 
were times she wished she’d never heard of him. He was 
stubborn and bullheaded, used to having things his way. 

Rose and Bruce begged off constantly, so Jason made 
fewer and fewer attempts to force their attendance at social 
functions. The few lawn parties they did attend with her, 
however, were disastrous as far as Gigi was concerned, and 
she was glad Jason decided to leave them on their own. They 
let the world know, without Jason being aware of it, their 
true feelings for her too often, They were never going te ac- 
cept her, and she knew it. 

It was a few days before the annual charity masquerade 
ball being held in the main ballroom of the Waldorf Hotel. 
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Everyone was going to be there, including the Larrabees. 
Paul was going as a swashbuckling pirate and Lenore as a 
Casket Girl. 

“tt was strictly her idea,” said Paul as he and Gigi dis- 
cussed it early one morning while they sat on the terrace fin- 
ishing breakfast and trying to decide what Gigi should wear. 

“Then 1 think I'll go as your colored cabin boy,” Gigi said, 
and Paul looked at her skeptically. 

“With your face all blacked up?” He laughed, his deep 
resonant voice making her goosefiesh rise and her insides turn 
ee down, as always, “Who'd recognize you like that?” he 
said. 

“That’s the general idea, isn’t it?” she asked. “Not to be 
recognized?” 

“Well, yes, but...” 

“Besides” —she tossed her head stubbornly—“then maybe I 
wouldn’t have to unmask, and no one would know I was 
even there.” 

He gazed at her long and hard. “You're not happy, are 
you, Gigi?” he said thoughtfully, and she turned away. 

They were sitting near the fountain, and he stood up, walk- 
ing over, pulling her from her chair, taking her by the shoul- 
ders, turning her around so she had to face him. “You 
didn’t answer me,” he said. 

“It isn’t right, Paul,” she whispered, her eyes misty. “Your 
father’s done so much for me, but wherever I go, I can see 
people whispering, and I know the ones who do speak to me 
are doing it out of a morbid curiosity, or else because they’re 
forced to tolerate me. I don’t like being stared at and pointed 
out wherever I go!” Huge tears rimmed her eyes. “Tt just isn’t 
working,” she said dejectedly. 

He frowned, his voice low. “I know just what you need,” 
he said, gazing deep into her eyes. “You need a day to your- 
self. I'm going to take you somewhere where no one i 
know you. Someplace where you can be yourself without 
worrying about what people will say or do.” 

She looked surprised, “But when? How? Your father has 
every evening planned.” 

He smiled. “Now, right now.” His gray eyes lit up. “Go 
upstairs and get your hat,” he ordered her. “I'll tell Father 
we're going to spend the day in the city and meet you out 
front.” He looked down at her dress. She looked magnificent 
in yellow, like an exotic tropical flower. “And don’t change 
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the dress,” he said wistfully. “You look lovely just as you 


are 
“But where can we go this hour of the morning?” she 


asked, puzzled. 

He only smiled that long luxurious smile of his that always 
transformed his face and made him look like a naughty little 
poy. “Let me worry about that,” he said enthusiastically, and 
pulled her into the foyer. “Now, go get your things,” and he 
headed her toward the drawing room and stairs, giving her a 
hurried push. 

Less than ten minutes later Paul drove a small one-horse 
buggy down the drive, while Gigi looked back toward the 
house curiously. . 

“J feel like we’re doing something illegal,” she said as she 
watched the beautiful stone mansion disappear in the dis- 
tance. But he didn’t seem perturbed. 

“Maybe we are at that,” he said, laughing. It felt good to 
get away in the warm sunshine, with no demands being made 
on him for a change. Today would be good for him too. He 
set the horse into an easy trot. 

A little over three hours later they arrived at Jewell’s 
Wharf. Gigi hadn’t minded the long ride at all. It was a gor- 
geous day and she was with Paul, that’s all that mattered. He 
found a livery where he could leave the horse and buggy, and 
they had just enough time to catch the steamboat for the trip 
across to the island. Gigi was fascinated by the boat ride. 
There was music, people eating and playing cards, others 
dancing, and she watched the paddlewheels hypnotically as 
_ they seemed to keep time to the music the string orchestra 
near the railing was playing. 

By one o’clock in the afternoon they finally stepped off the 
steamboat at Coney Island, and somehow Gigi knew she’d 
never seen anything like it before. Most of Paul's friends 
spent their time on the island at St. Thomas’ Hotel. But that 
wasn’t for Paul. Not today. He wanted Gigi to just be a part 
of the crowd, to enjoy herself and relax, so he stayed clear of 
the hotel. 

They spent the next couple of hours wearing themselves 
out like children on a holiday, and no one gave them a sec- 
ond look. Few people here on the midway read the society 
pages, and to them they were merely another couple out for 
an afternoon of fun. Gigi never saw Paul so relaxed and 
lighthearted. He tried his prowess with the sledgehammer 
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while she held her hand over her mouth to keep from smirk~ 
ing, and to her surprise he won her a fancy souvenir plate. 
Then he proceeded to win fancy dolls, stuffed animals, and 
pennants by knocking over plates with little white balls and 
pitching hoops over the ends of wooden pegs. 

Gigi’s arms were full as she perched atop a horse on the 
carousel and hummed along with the music as they whirled 
round and round, Her dark hair was flying loose, cascading 
to her shoulders, and more than once she had to brush the 
curling tangles from her face. 

“Don’t look outside, watch me,” called Paul, who was sif- 
ting on the horse next to her toward the center of the carou- 
sel. “If you watch the things going by, you"ll get dizzy, and I 
don’t want a sick woman on my hands.” 

She leaned toward him, laughing, and her eyes shone. 
“You're too late, ’'ve already made that discovery,” she said, 
and sighed. “Why do you think I've been staring a hole 
through you?” 

He grinned, patting his mount on its wooden head, and 
she saw his eyes linger on her curvaceous torso before settling 
on her face. 

She blushed, and glanced back sheepishly toward an 
elderly couple sitting in the chariot a few rows behind them, 
aware that they were watching the two of them intently, 
probably thinking they were lovers, and the blush on her face 
deepened. 

A few minutes later, at an old Gypsy fortune-teller’s along 
the boardwalk, the same mistake was made. 

“You'll find much happiness together,” said the withered 
old crone as she studied the lines in Gigi’s palm, referring to 
Paul as the love of her life, and they were both too embar- 
rassed right away to tell her any differently. “But before this 
happens,” she went on, “there'll be much danger for you.” 
She studied Gigi’s hand, engrossed, her eyes piercingly direct. 
“You will go on a long, dangerous trip,” she said after a few 
moments. “A trip to a hot, dry land where the moon runs red 
with the blood of innocent people.” 

She peered at Paul, standing behind Gigi, her eyes nar- 
rowing, “Remember what I say, sir,” she said, moving a thick 
tongue across crooked teeth. “Be wary, very wary.” She 
waved a finger at him dramatically, and reached her clawlike 
hand out so he could cross her palm with more silver, but he 
declined, his face suddenly impassive and unsmiling. 


Se 
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“J think my sister has been frightened enough by all this 
nonsense,” he told the old woman, taking Gigi’s arm, helping 
her from the chair. 

But the old woman protested. “Oh, no, sir! Please,” she 
begged. “You must listen. Please, sir. Madame Zaleda is 
never Wrong.” Her eyes crinkled until they were barely slits 
under her painted brows. “This lady, I do not see her as your 
sister! Ob, no, sir)” she protested. 

“Perhaps because we didn’t have the same mother,” ex- 
plained Paul, irritated. 

“No... no, it is more than that,” she cried hurriedly, try- 
ing to keep them from leaving. “There is no tie, no blood tie, 
only a tie of love,” she said, but Paul brushed her aside. 

“Enough!” he said angrily. “You don’t know what you're 
talking about, old woman. I’ve heard enough!” and he es- 
corted Gigi to the door, angry at the old woman’s stubborn- 
ness and his own foolishness for bringing Gigi here. Her arms 
were laden with his winnings, and she almost dropped one of 
the fancy dolls as he hurried her away. . 

The old woman stood for a long time watching after them, 
shaking her head and muttering to herself, until they were 
long out of sight. 

The encounter had shaken Gigi, and Paul could see she 
was upset, but there was nothing he could do about it now. 
He cursed himself for his stupidity, but then, how could he 
have known what the woman would say and do? They 
headed for the edge of the boardwalk, not saying much, both 
very aware of the old woman’s mistake. a. 

“Til never forget today,” said Gigi after a while as she 
cuddled one of the fuzzy little stuffed animals to her breast 
and kicked the sand aside with her shoe. They were off the 
boardwalk now, at the edge of the sand, walking along, 
watching the waves come up onto the beach. She hadn’t felt 
So carefree for days, and even the old Gypsy woman’s rav- 
ings were beginning to fade from her thoughts. “It was won- 
derful just to be one of the crowd,” she said. 

The day was hot, but because it was a weekday, there 
weren’t too many people on the beach, “If we had time, I’d 
take you for a dip in the ocean,” Paul said, and glariced 
toward the edge of the water, where men and women were in 
their swimsuits playing in the surf. 

Gigi’s hand flew to her breast, and her eyes widened as she 
watched the women cavorting in the cumbersome swimsuits 
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that exposed their legs beneath billowing bloomers, The wet 
suits clung to them, revealing their curves. “Oh, dear, Pve 
never worn one of those,” she said, shocked. “They’re too re- 
vealing, I. . .” She stopped suddenly and looked at Paul, 
frowning. “Did you hear what I just said, Paul?” she asked. 

He nodded, the smile leaving his face. “You said you'd 
never worn a bathing suit,” he said slowly. 

“But how do I know?” Her brows furrowed. “Somehow I 
know I’ve never worn one,” she said. “Or even seen one be- 
fore today. Do you think my memory’s coming back?” 

He searched her eyes, and it made Gigi quiver inside. “T 
don’t know, Gigi,” he said, frowning. “Maybe it is.” 

She stared up at him for a long time, then sighed, and they 
headed back toward the pier where the steamboat would soon 
be docking to pick up passengers. They felt like truants, 
guilty and a little disturbed yet, but happy. 

It was almost seven in the evening when they arrived 
home, giving them just enough time to dress for dinner. But 
Rose and Bruce were eating out, and Jason wasn’t feeling 
well and stayed in his private quarters, so the only one who 
discovered where they’d been was Bridget. She saw the 
stuffed animals Gigi smuggled into her room, and knew im- 
mediately, and as she helped Gigi dress for dinner, she was 
pleased to see her looking so radiantly happy for a change. 

It was Bridget’s suggestion and insistence that Gigi go to 
the masquerade ball as a Spanish sefiorita. 


a ——— ~<a 


“With your dark hair and beautiful eyes, you'll look ex- — 


Otic,” she’d said. 

So Gigi let her fit her into a dress of red satin, with gold- 
trimmed ruffles cascading down the skirt, and a long black 
lace mantilla held atop her head with a gold comb, The bod- 
ice of the dress was covered with shiny glass beads, and was 
low in the front, hugging her small but voluptuous figure. 
Now she stood at the side of the ballroom, her face hidden 
behind a red satin mask, watching Lenore and Paul dancing 
together. 

The full sleeves of Paul’s costume billowed gracefully 
above the tight-fitting black pants he wore tucked into 
buckled boots, and a jeweled sword graced the sheath in his 
belt. He’d even tucked a gold earring onto one ear, Gigi 
loved it; Lenore didn’t. Paul insisted it stay there, however, so 
it glinted now under the bailroom lights. 

Gigi’s eyes settled on Lenore, watching her sway in Paul's 
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arms. He definitely looked like a pirate, but she resembled 
very little one of the Casket Girls who’d come to this country 
years before to find husbands. Not a hair on her head was 
out of place, as usual, and the clothes she wore, that were 
supposed to belong to a peasant, were satins and silk. Only 
the small white hat covering her blond hair looked anywhere 
near real. She’d never win a prize for authenticity, thought 
Gigi, and she looked away quickly. 

Tonight was one of the few evenings Jason hadn’t accom- 

anied them. Bruce, dressed as Ben Franklin, had brought 
Natalie Worthington, and Rose, trying her best to look like 
Cleopatra, was with Cy Redding’s son Harvey. 

The first thing Lenore said when she realized Paul was es- 
corting both herself and Gigi was, “What's the matter, dar- 
jing, couldn’t you find anyone good enough to escort your 
sister tonight?” to which he’d replied without the slightest 
show of anger, “How did you guess?” Lenore’s face had 
turned crimson. 

As Gigi watched them now, she smiled, remembering. She 
really should try to like Lenore, but there was something 
about her that left Gigi cold. Maybe the way she always 
looked down her nose at her, or the way she tried to domi- 
nate Paul without trying to be too obvious. Gigi could see 
right through her. 

Gigi was suddenly brought out of her daydreaming by a 
man’s voice at her side, low and husky. “My dear, sefiorita, 
can it be true? I’m in luck, you’re standing here alone?” 

She turned quickly to look. 

-'The voice came from a Spanish cavalier standing solidly at 
her elbow. A neat black mustache was visible just below his 
mask, and a set of beautiful white teeth shone below the 
well-trimmed mustache as he smiled broadly. He swept the 
ostrich-plumed cavalier’s hat from his head, waving it in 
front of himself as he bowed low, the feather touching the 


floor. 
“Pm André, at your service, my lovely one,” he said. “And 


you are. . .?” 
She frowned at his brashness. “I’m nobody,” she answered 
politely. a 
“Oh, but no, sefiorita.” He waved a finger in front of her 
face, his accent heavy. “You're wrong. You’re somebody. Si. 
You're the most beautiful woman in the room, and to be 
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standing here alone .. .” He gestured helplessly. “Por favor, 
take pity on a stranger,” he said. 

This was ridiculous. He was looking at her so strangely. 
His mouth was saying one thing, but his eyes another, His 
words were flirtatious and devil-may-care, but his eyes studied 
her with an intensity that made her uneasy. 

“If you knew who I was, you’d want to stay a stranger,” 
she said seriously, but he shook his head. | 

“Madre de Dios!” He laughed lightheartedly. “That Td 
never do,” he replied. “Besides, I’m only jesting.” His smiling 
mouth grew a little more serious as he gazed into her eyes. “T 
know who you are. You're Miss Gigi Rouvier, the daughter 
of Jason Larrabee.” 

She blushed beneath the mask. “You knew?” 

“Why do you think I came tonight?” he asked suddenly, 
his smile fading completely, “I’ve seen you before many times 
these past few days, sefiorita, but alas, I wasn’t able to meet 
you. Your brother keeps too tight a rein on you, 'm afraid.” 

His accent was heavy, and she began to wonder if perhaps 
he really was Spanish, and it seemed weird to hear him refer- 
ring to Paul as her brother. 

“May I have this dance?” he asked suddenly as the music 
started up again, and she frowned, uncertain of what to say. 
After all, they hadn’t been properly introduced. “Please?” he 
coaxed. “Por favor?” 

She shrugged. “I'd be delighted,” she finally said, and 
moved into his arms, then out onto the dance floor. 

As he and Lenore danced, Paul had been watching the ex- 
change of conversation between Gigi and the Spanish cavalier 
who'd suddenly come up and started talking to her. In fact, 
he’d kept an eye on her all evening as the different men es- 
corted her about the ballroom floor. Even when the music 
stopped, he continued to watch them, and now, as the music 
started up again and the cavalier put his arms around Gigi, 
starting to dance, Lenore glanced at Paul irritably. 

“Is he suitable enough for her, Paul?” she asked abruptly. 
“Or are you going to demand he unhand her?” : 

He paused, then looked at her unexpectedly. “Huh? Oh 
... yes... What did you say?” he asked absentmindedly. 

“J said, 1 think we’d better talk, Paul,” she said, bristling 
angrily. “Shall we go outside?” 

He glanced at her quickly, scowling, then elbowed his way 
to the portico at the end of the ballroom, ushering her ahead 
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of him. Fortunately, no one else was on the small balcony as 
they stepped outside. 

“What's the matter?” he asked, his thoughts fully on her 
now as she walked over and leaned against the stone railing, 
looking out at the city. 

She turned. “The matter? With me?” She shook her head. 
“There’s nothing the matter with me, Paul,” she said, facing 
him. “But there certainly seems to be with you. You seem so 
preoccupied lately. I talk to you, and you don’t even hear 

“I hadn’t noticed.” ~- 

“J know, That’s just it,” she lamented. “You don’t notice 
anything anymore. I rarely see you, and when I do, your sis- 
ter’s always with us. I never get to see you alone anymore.” 
She moved toward him, putting her hand up, toying with the 
collar on the fancy buccaneer’s shirt he was wearing. “I feel 
like an intruder.” 

He laughed lightly, trying to be casual. “Why, you're jeal- 
ous of Gigi, aren’t you?” he said. 

She bit her lip, and Paul could tell she was trying to con- 
trol her emotions. He didn’t want to hurt her. He put his 
arms around her and drew her close. 

“Gigi’s my sister, Lenore,” he assured her. “You're being 
ridiculous. There’s no reason for you to be jealous.” 

“Isn’t there? You spend all yom time with her. I hardly 
even get to see you anymore.” 

His arms tightened around her. “Have I really been ne- 
glecting you that much?” he said softly. “I didn’t realize. . . 
but Father gave me the responsibility of seeing to it that 
everything goes well. I can’t let him down.” 

“And your fiancée doesn’t count? Is that it?” 

“You know that’s not true.” 

“Do I?” she asked bitterly, Her hand moved to his shirt, 
where it was open low in front, and she began to caress his 
broad chest, running her fingers through the soft curly hair 
that covered it, but for some strange reason, her caress 
seemed to be having no effect on him. His stomach tightened 
at the realization. “All I know, Paul,” she said as she contin- 
ued touching him lightly, “ig that I love you, and we're to be 
married in August, yet since your sister’s arrival we haven't 
even discussed the wedding plans, It’s as if I don’t even exist 
anymore, Everything centers about her. Why shouldn’t I be 
jealous?” 
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His mouth tightened irritably, yet he knew she was right. 
He couldn’t blame her for feeling hurt. He sighed uncomfort- 
ably. “All right, I get the message,” he said softly, controlling 
his anger at himself, “I promise I won’t neglect you any- 
more,” and he looked deep into her eyes, hoping for some- 
thing to happen, but it didn’t. Well, by God, he’d make it 
happen. 

Her lips parted, inviting him, and his mouth covered hers 
in a long, drawn-out kiss; then he held her close while she 
whispered in his ear about all the plans she was making for 
the wedding. He pretended to pay attention, but he didn’t 
hear, not really. He was remembering the dashing cavalier 
who was being so attentive toward Gigi, and as Lenore’s lips 
brushed his ear, he remembered how differently Gigi had felt 
when he’d held her close like this, and he winced. He tried to 
push the thought to the back of his mind and blot it out, but 
it Was no use. 

He inhaled sharply, interrupting Lenore’s voice with an ag- 
onized groan, and furious with himself, he kissed her again, 
savagely this time, hoping to feel something, anything, and it 
took her breath away. But for him, for Paui, there was no 
warmth, no passion in the kiss, only fury, because the whole 
while he was kissing her, he was wondering what it would be 
like to kiss Gigi like this, and he cursed to himself, an empty, 
sick feeling in the pit of his stomach, and Lenore had no idea 
that the arousal she felt pushing hard against her had nothing 
to do with his feelings for her. 

Meanwhile, Gigi and her cavalier were heading toward the 
refreshments. 

“Since you know my name, sir,” Gigi asked, “don’t you 
think it proper I know the rest of yours... André?” 

“André Diego de los Reyes, at your service,” he answered 
smiling. 

“But you’re not from New York.” 

“Si, Sefiorita. You're right. I'm from below the border. Not 
far from your own western state.” He sipped at the cup of 
punch he’d accepted from the waiter. 

“Your home’s in Mexico?” she asked. 

“Si. It’s a marvelous place to live. The weather's always 
warm, the trees like no others, and some of the mountains 
have snow on them all year round. Your home, your west, 
Texas especially, is much the same.” 
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“Tt sounds enchanting.” She sighed. “I wish I could remem- 
ber.” 

“Perhaps someday you will, sefiorita,” he said. “But some- 
one as lovely as you are needn’t worry. Men will always be at 
your command, and with someone to love you . . . that’s all 
a woman really needs.” 

“You exaggerate, Mr. de los Reyes,” she said. “As yet, no 
men are swarming after me.” 

“It’s not that they don’t want to, sefiorita, I’m sure,” he 
said, glancing about the ballroom, then back to her. “I’ve 
seen it in their eyes. They're, shall we say, conservative, 
where I... I haven’t the conventions, not the restrictions. 
Please, may I call on you, Sefiorita Gigi?” 

Gigi blushed. This was something new. He was good-look- 
ing, but for some reason something about him made her 
uneasy. She glanced across the floor as Lenore and Paul 
came in from the balcony and walked toward the refreshment 
table. They spotted her and walked over. 

“Here’s my . . .”--she hesitated a moment, as if unwilling 
to use the word—*“my brother Paul, now with his fiancée,” 
she said to André, who still stood beside her. 

“Ah, sf.” André reached his hand out as Paul walked up. 
“Sefior Paul Larrabee, may I introduce myself,” he said confi- 
dently. “I'm André Diego de los Reyes, at your service, 
sefior.” 

Paul shook his hand, then introduced Lenore. “My fiancée, 
Miss Lenore Van Der Linden.” 

Lenore smiled. “How do you do, Mr. de fos Reyes.” 

_“Por favor... please, everyone’s to call me André,” he 
insisted. “My mother was French, my father Spanish, and as 
my friends, I wish you'd call me André. ‘Sefior’ is much too 
formal.” . 

Gigi looked at Paul. “André’s from Mexice, Paul,” she 
said. 

“I was telling your sister how beautiful the western states 
are, since she doesn’t remember,” he replied. 

Paul frowned. “You know about her amnesia?” he asked. 

“Si.” André’s dark eyes smoldered beneath. his thin black 
mask, “I know a great deal about Sefiorita Gigi, Sefior Larra- 
bee,” he said. “I’ve made it my business to know as much as 
possible about her, and I’ve asked permission from her to pay 
a visit. If that’s all right with her family, of course,” he said. 
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“And if she'll spend the rest of the evening with me, I'll be 
more than happy to see her to her door.” 

Lenore smiled broadly. “Oh, Paul, isn’t that lovely,” she 
exclaimed, relieved. “Now you won't have to worry about 
Gigi.” 

But Paul took a longer look at this man who'd suddenly 
burst into their lives. He was handsome enough, and tall, 
with thick black hair, thin mustache, and dark eyes that 
flashed hungrily whenever they rested on Gigi. His dusky ol- 
ive complexion only tended to enhance the muscular frame 
beneath the silver-embroidered suit he wore. Yet, there was 
something about him... maybe the glib way he spoke such 
flattering phrases, or the fact that he was from Mexico, or 
maybe it was simply his interest in Gigi that bothered him. 

“Mr. de los Reyes,” he said slowly, “if Gigi’d like you to 
call, that’s up to her. I’m sure my father’d be agreeable, and 
if she cares, you can spend the rest of the evening with her. 
But as to escorting her home . . .” He shook his head. “I 
have to say no. My father isn’t here tonight, and she’s my re- 
sponsibility. She’ll leave with us.” 

André shrugged. “As you wish, sefior,” he replied, disap- 
pointed. “I was hoping . . .” He straightened, glancing at 
Gigi. “But at least I may be with her until the ball’s over. 
Appropriate, isn’t it,” he said to her, his eyes suddenly glis- 
tening, “that we should both be dressed in my native cos- 
tume? It’s as if we were meant for each other, don’t you 
think?” and he smiled broadly. 

Paul was annoyed with his brashness. “Tell me, Mr. de los 
Reyes,” he said, changing the subject. “How long have you 
been in New York?” 

“How long? Oh, a few days .. . long enough to learn my 
Way around the city.” 

“Then it’s your first trip here?” 

“St, sefior. Yve been to Washington, D.C., many times, but 
never New York.” : 

“You have friends here?” 

“Si.” He turned to Gigi as the music started up again. 
“Shall we dance?” he asked abruptly, and she looked at Paul, 
shrugged her shoulders lightly, then entered André’s arms 
and they glided across the room together. 

Lenore’s eyes narrowed as she and Paul stood watching. 
“Now what’s wrong?” she asked as she saw the troubled ex- 
pression on Paul’s face. 
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“There's something about that man T don’t like,” he said, 
watching the comfortable way André de los Reyes held Gigi 
in his arms. 

“Hmff, You wouldn’t like anyone who tried to romance 
Gigi, would you?” she grumbled. 

He scowled. “That's not it, and you know it,” he answered. 
“There's just something ... I can’t put my finger on 


ft. os 

She put her hand on his arm. “Why don’t you forget it for 
now, Paul, please,” she begged. “Td like to enjoy the rest of 
the evening for a change. You promised.” 

He drew his eyes reluctantly from Gigi, then looked at her, 
embarrassed. “That’s right,” he said, his hand covering hers 
where it rested on his sleeve. “I did promise not to neglect 
you, didn’t I? And here I am doing it already.” He pulled her 
around into his arms, and they glided out onto the ballroom 
floor. 

The unmasking was at midnight, and Paul made sure he 
got a good look at André’s face minus the mask before the 
ball was over, but it did little good, All it confirmed was that 
he was a ruggedly handsome Latin, as he’d known from the 
start. 

On the way home, he questioned Gigi, but she knew little 
more than what he’d told them all when they were together. 

“He embarrasses me,” said Gigi as they rode along in the 
carriage. “Always calling me ‘lovely lady,’ and being so out- 
spoken in front of others, But I guess that’s the way Span- 
iards are.” 

Lenore smiled. “He’s a Latin, Gigi,” she encouraged her. 
“T hear tell Latin men are fantastic lovers, When I was in Eu- 
rope, women clamored for their attention, and I hear they’re 
quite select with their women, so you should feel-flattered.” 
Gigi flushed. “I suppose you're right, but there’s something 
about him that makes me uneasy.” 

“You felt it too?” asked Paul. 

She nodded. 

“T think you’re both being foolish,” said Lenore disgust- 
edly. “I think it’s wonderful someone doesn’t seem to be in- 
timidated by Gigi’s background. And.I think your father’) be 
pleased that, in spite of everything, at least one gentleman 
hasn't shied away, and has been man enough to declare him- 
self, Now, if Paul doesn’t discourage him .. .” 

“Why should I do a thing like that?” he asked. 
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She looked straight at him, her eyes studying his face in- 
tently. “That’s what I’ve been asking myself,” she said, and 
was still staring at him as the carriage pulied up in front of 
the door to her elaborate home. 

Gigi waited in the carriage while Paul escorted Lenore to 
the door. Bruce and Rose had come in separate carriages 
with their companions, so after Lenore was dropped off, Gigi 
and Paul were alone. 

Paul signaled the driver on. Gigi was exceptionally quiet as 
they made their way home. It was the wee hours of the 
morning, and Paul thought perhaps she was tired. 

“What’s the matter?” he finally asked when he could hold 
back no longer, and she moved restlessly, shifting her position 
in the seat. 

“I’m afraid, Paul,” she said softly, “but I don’t know why.” 

“Of what?” 

“André de los Reyes.” 

“André... ?” 

“Yes, His eyes look at me so strangely. As if...” She 
shrugged, “Oh, I just can’t explain it.” 

Paul knew exactly what she meant. He’d seen it too. The 
man was obviously attracted to her, yet he was rather secre- 
tive and unwilling to volunteer much information about him- 
self. Maybe that’s why Paul insisted on bringing Gigi home 
himself. For all of André de los Reyes’ Latin charm, there 
was something almost phony about him, But if so, why would 
he single out Gigi? That was the puzzle. Of all the women in 
New York, why Gigi? Unless it was really Jason’s wealth that 
attracted him, or maybe Gigi had known him before. He had 
thought of that too. Sometimes André looked at her in such a 
familiar way. Was he part of the past she couldn’t remember? 
Paul’s eyes darkened as the thought crossed his mind. 

They were about three miles from home, moving along 
slowly, uneventfully, when suddenly Paul heard the driver 
start shouting, He cursed, wondering what was going on, and 
stuck his head out the window just in time to see a carriage 
coming straight for them, trying to block their path, the 
driver using a whip on the horses, and before he had a 
chance to duck his head back inside, Tuttleby, the driver, 
swerved, avoiding a sure collision. 

Their carriage hit the side of the road, bounding out across 
a ditch. Gigi screamed, hitting the side of the coach, then 
suddenly she fell hard against Paul, who was thrown. back- 
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ward, and they both landed on the fioor as the carriage hit a 
tock, came to a crashing stop, and turned on its side, the axle 
broken. They sat for a moment dazed, staring at each other. 
Then: “Are you all right?” he gasped breathlessly, reaching 
up, straightening her black lace mantilla and helping her puil 
down the skirt of her dress as he started to get up. 

She nodded, breathing heavily and trembling as Tuttleby 
stuck his head down through the window. It was so dark he 
could hardly see, because the moon was screened by a cloud. 
“Are you all right?” asked Tuttleby shakily. 

Paul nodded. “I think so,” he said. “But give me a hand, 
will you? We'll get Gigi out of here.” 

He boosted her up through the window with Tuttleby’s 
help, then climbed out after her. The other carriage was out 
of sight already, and Paul cursed as his feet hit the ground. 

“How are the horses?” he asked. 

Tuttleby shook his head, upset. “The horses are fine, Mr. 
Paul,” he said. “But the carriage isn’t much good for any- 

g.” 

Paul could barely see in the dark. Not only was the axle 
broken, but one of the wheels was shattered, and the tongue 
ripped off. “About how far are we from the house, Tuttleby?” 
he asked. 

The man answered slowly, “About three miles. Give or 
take a few steps.” 

“Good. Then since the horses seem to be all right, unhitch 
them and we'll ride the rest of the way bareback,” he said. 
“It’s better than walking,” and he tried to help Gigi straighten 
herself and make herself presentable once more. 

“Yes, sir,” Tuttleby said, and went to unhitch the horses. 
“Mr. Paul, could you come here a minute?” he said, trying to 
be nonchalant, and Paul walked over to see what he wanted, 
leaving Gigi standing by the battered carriage. 

“What is it?” he asked. 

“Look ahead about five or six feet, sir, but be careful.” 

Paul walked up slowly, then peered off into space. 

“You know where we are now, sir?” asked Tuttleby. 

Paul knew, and he breathed a sigh, his face pale. It was 
the ravine. As a boy he used to come and climb the hill, pre- 
tending he was climbing mountains, The road skirted it about 
thirty or forty feet away, then went down a sloping gradé be- 
fore going up the other side, but the ravine itself was a sheer 
drop of some two hundred feet, If the carriage hadn’t hit the 
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rock and turned over, stopping the horses, they probably 
would have ended up at the bottom of it, crushed inside the 
carriage, 

Paul shuddered. “That was close,” he said, then glanced 
back at Gigi. “Don’t mention it to Gigi. It'll only frighten her 
more, and she’s had enough of a scare for one evening,” he 
said, then glanced again quickly at Tuttleby. “Tell me, Tut- 
tleby,” he said, pondering thoughtfully. “Do you think that 
other carriage did this on purpose?” 

Tuttleby frowned, then shook his head. “TI don’t think they 
meant for us to go over the cliff, sir, no, if that’s what you 
mean,” he said. “But I do think they were hoping to stop us. 
Maybe thieves? Robbers? I think things got out of hand.” 

“Hmmm,” said Paul, then shrugged. “Well, as I said, don’t 
tell Miss Gigi,” he cautioned him again. 

Tuttleby nodded, “Yes, sir,” he said, and he unhitched the 
horses for them. 

He rode one, and Paul sat Gigi on the other, then climbed 
on behind, and they headed toward Larrabee Manor. Anyone 
who had seen them would probably have thought they were 
ghosts, what with Paul’s gleaming white shirt and sword, 
Gigi’s fluttering mantilla and Spanish clothes, and Tuttleby’s 
high hat with his flowing cape covering him like a shroud. 

“I'd hate to meet anyone tonight,” said Paul as they round- 
ed a bend in the road. “We’d probably scare the wits out of 
them,” and that’s just what happened moments later when 
Harvey Redding’s carriage came into view and the driver 
reined up abruptly, his eyes wide with fright. Harvey’d es- 
corted Rose home and was on his way back to the city. 

“Good heavens, Paul! What happened?” he exclaimed as 
he stuck his coonskin-capped head out the window and recog- 
nized them when the coach came to a stop. He was still in 
costume and had dressed as Daniel Boone, although his 
glasses and frail stature made a mockery of the man he was 
pretending to represent. 

“Some drunken bum ran us off the road,” answered Paul 
as his arm tightened about Gigi. “The carriage is back there 
torn apart.” 

“Do you know who it was?” asked Harvey. 

“Afraid not. It was too dark to see.’ 

“Well, I’m glad you’re all right,” he said. His head was 
sweating in the warm night air, and he pulled off his hat. 
“Would you like a ride back to the house? I wouldn’t mind.” 
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“No, thanks,” said Paul. “The horses’ll get us there safe 
enough.” 

“I don’t know who it might have been,” mused Harvey, 
frowning. “No one passed me on the road.” 

“That’s strange.” 

“Maybe not,” said Harvey. “I left your house only a few 
minutes ago, they might have already been ahead of me.” He 
wiped the sweat from his brow with a handkerchief and 
thrust the hat back onto his head. “Well, I’m glad everyone’s 
all right. Now I’d better get going, it’s late, take care,” he 
said, and motioned for his driver to start, then leaned back 
contfortably, and the carriage pulled away. 

Gigi watched it leave, then turned back and looked up to 
see Paul’s eyes looking directly into hers. His arm moved 
caressingly on her waist as he gently nudged the horse in the 
sides and as they moved away, down the road, her head tilted 
back, and she leaned against him, secretly enjoying his 
nearness, even though she knew it was wrong. 

When they reached the house, Jason was in the foyer wait- 
ing for them. He’d been watching for them from the 
drawing-room window and had seen the unusual trio as they 
made their way up the drive, filtering in and out among the 
tree shadows as the moon came out from behind the clouds. 

“What on earth happened?” he asked as they stepped in- 
side. 

Paul was surprised to see him. “An accident on the way 
home,” he explained, wishing his father hadn’t waited up. 

“Where’s the carriage?” 

“Down the road.” 

-““How did it happen?” 

Paul helped Gigi off with her fringed Spanish shawl. 
“Some drunk, driving like a madman,” explained Paul. “He 
ran us off the road. The carriage is ruined, but thank God 
we're safe, except for a few bumps and bruises.” 

Jason shook his head angrily. “I don’t understand, Paul. 
Who would be driving like that on these roads at this time of 
night?” 

“I told you, Father,” Paul insisted. “It was a drunk, I'm 
sure. Only a drunk would attempt going that fast after dark. 
He probably never even saw us.” ay 

“You're sure?” asked Jason, “I’ve never known of anything 
like this to happen before.” 

Paul assured him. “There’s always a first time.” 
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Jason looked at Gigi. “You’re sure you're all right, my 
dear?” he asked. 

Gigi nodded, She was still shaken, but the ride with Paul 
had calmed her considerably, at least in some ways. In other 
ways it had disturbed her even more than the accident. “Yes, 
Pm all right,” she replied. 

“Good,” he said. “Then I'll ask you about this young man 
they said you spent the evening with.” 

“They?” questioned Gigi. 

“Rose and Bruce.” 

“Oh.” She might have known they’d have brought the news 
right home. “His name is André Diego de los Reyes, and 
that’s about all any of us know about him,” she said. 

Jason frowned. “Where’s he from?” 

“Mexico.” 

“Mexico?” That took him by surprise. “What’s he doing in 
New York?” 

“He didn’t say,” she said. “But while we were dancing, he 
did mention that he was a friend of the ambassador from 
Mexico.” 

“Hmmm!” Jason seemed displeased. “I’d like to meet the 
man before you spend much more time with him,” he said. 

“I assure you, Father,” interrupted Paul, “Gigi wouldn’t 
think of entertaining him without your permission.” 

Jason nodded. “Good.” He reached out and took Gigi’s 
hand, his steely gray eyes possessive. “I wouldn't want anyone 
to sweep you off your feet just yet, my dear,” he said force- 
fully. “I want to have you around for a while. ’'m enjoying 
your company too much to have you snatched away so 
soon.” 

She smiled. “No need to worry, sir,” she said. “I'm not 
sure I even like Mr. de los Reyes.” 

“Qh?” 

“TI guess I’m not used to so much flattery and attention.” 

He smiled back. “I’m glad. Now, since it’s late, and I as- 
sume you all had a good time at the ball, I suggest we call it 
a night.” He dismissed the servants, called for Ahmed, and 
they went to their rooms. 


5 


Gigi was sore and bruised when she woke the next morning, 
and she lay on the bed, letting Bridget rub her generously _ 
with liniment. : 

“Gracious!” Bridget said as she massaged Gigi’s arms and 
legs. “You really are lucky you’re not hurt worse, you know.” 

“I know,” agreed Gigi. She’d been so stiff. all morning. 

“t heard Mr. Tuttleby telling Mrs. Sharp you were lucky 
the carriage hit that rock and turned over, or you’d have 
been at the bottom of the ravine,” said Bridget, putting pres- 
sure on the back of Gigi’s thighs as she stroked vigorously. 

“What ravine?” she asked, swiveling her head to look at 
Bridget, and Bridget hesitated with her massaging, then 
splashed some cologne over the liniment to help mask its 
strong medicinal smell. 

“There’s a ravine and a cliff, with a sheer drop right where 
the carriage was headed,” she said as she rubbed. “I hate to 
think what would have happened if you’d gone over.” 

‘Gigi frowned. “Strange . . . Paul never said a word.” She 
turned over and let Bridget splash the cologne on her knees, 
stroking it to her ankles. “He surely must have known last 
night.” 

“He probably didn’t want you any more upset than you al- 
Teady were,” said Bridget as she finished. She helped Gigi 
from the bed, helping her get into her petticoats. “Now, what 
are you doing today?” she asked. “A lawn party? Tennis 
matches?” 

Gigi shook her head. “I’m staying home today for a 
change and resting, thank God. So if you'll help me pick out 
a Gress to wear, PIl go have breakfast,” and Bridget picked 
out a beautiful soft pink embroidered muslin for her to slip 
into, then they left the room. 
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It was early afternoon; Gigi had spent most of the morning 
in the library reading. Now she was just finishing lunch on 
the terrace, when Biddy came out and told her she was 
wanted on the telephone. She followed the small maid into 
the foyer where the telephone hung between a Gainsborough 
and Titian. 

Evidently Gigi had never heard of telephones before com- 
ing to the Larrabees’, and they fascinated her. She stared at it 
for a minute, then held the receiver close to her ear, speaking 
loudly into the mouthpiece attached to the brown box on the 
wall. “Hello? Hello?” 

The voice came back louder than she’d expected, and she 
could hear the accent clearly. “Buenos dias, sefiorita. I was 
hoping you’d be home.” 

“Mr. de los Reyes?” 

“Si, si, little one. Will you be home this afternoon?” 

“Yes,” she blurted into the mouthpiece, then wished she 
hadn't. 

“Bueno,” came his enthusiastic reply. “Then may I keep 
my promise and come for a visit?” 

She hesitated. She didn’t really want to see him again, but 
knew it'd be rude to say no. Especially since she’d already 
told him she’d be home. Besides, Jason wanted to meet him, 
and Jason wasn’t going to be too busy today. 

“If you'd like,” she answered. 

“Tl be there within the hour,” he promised gaily. 

“All right. I'll see you then,” she said. “Good-bye.” 

“Hasta luego, senorita, Until then,” and she heard the 
other end of the telephone go dead. 

She gazed at the receiver rather curiously, then hung it up 
and went toward Jason’s quarters to let-him know Mr. de los 
Reyes would be there soon. 

André arrived as he said, within the hour. Well, at least he 
was prompt. She was surprised to see him in more conven- 
tional clothes. He was very good-looking, his face a bit 
broad, forehead high, but unmistakably attractive, the thin 
mustache bringing out his Latin features. He wore a plain 
dark blue velvet suit, jacket ending at the waist, with a white 
shirt, a dash of red in the thin cravat at his throat, Somehow, 
dressed like this, a flat-crowned, broad-brimmed hat in his 
hand, he lost some of the mysterious qualities he’d held for 
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her last night. She wasn’t afraid of him now, except for those 
eyes. They still seemed so intense, almost cruel at times. 

Jason received him in the drawing room. “My family told 
me about the mysterious gentleman who was so attentive 
toward my daughter last evening,” he said. “How do you do, 
Mr. de los Reyes.” 

André smiled charmingly. “At your service, sefior.” 

“Tell me,” said Jason. “Just where are you from in Mex- 
ico, sir?” 

“Just north of La Mariposa near the Sabinas River, Sefior 
Larrabee.” André’s dark eyes flashed. “My hacienda’s beauti- 
ful. We call her Flor de la Montafia, Flower of the Moun- 
tain, because she was built in the foothills of the Sierra del 
Carmen, in the north country of Coahuila.” 

“You know our American west?” 

“St. Pve been to your west many times, sefior.” 

“T see. And what brings you to New York, Mr. de los 
Reyes?” Jason asked as Gigi sat listening to them. 

“A holiday. I have friends here, and I’ve been wanting to 
visit them for some time.” He looked at Gigi. “Now I’m glad 
I came. I never expected to meet anyone as lovely as your. 
daughter, sefior.” 

Jason frowned. “I'll warn you now, Mr. de los Reyes—” 

“Por favor, please, sefior, the name is André.” 

“André, then. As I was saying, I hope you won’t become 
too serious about my daughter. I don’t intend to lose her so 
quickly after having just found her.” 

André’s face fell. “Ah, sefior, I’m disappointed naturally,” 
he said sadly. “But I can be patient for one so exquisite.” His 
eyes sought Gigi’s, and she flushed. “For her I'd wait an eter- 
nity,” he went on, and once more that hungry, yearning look 
crept into his dark eyes. “May I take her riding some after- 
noon, sefior?” he asked, “3’d enjoy seeing the countryside on 
horseback.” 

Jason nodded. “Why don’t you go now? We have a stable 
full of excellent horseflesh, and the afternoon’s sunny.” 

André’s eyes lit up. “Ah, you’re a man after my own heart, 
Sefior Larrabee. If Gigi will say yes?” 

She stared at him for a moment thoughtfully, then smiled 
apprehensively. “Y'll go change and be right down,” she said, 
and she went up the staircase to her room, leaving theri in 
the drawing room talking. 

As she reached her bedroom door, she realized that they 
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still hadn’t learned anything about the man. He’d told Yason 
as little as he’d told the rest of them. Oh, well, Jason seemed 
satisfied, and at least André was a diversion. He was the first 
man who'd seriously treated her like she was something other 
than a loose woman. And he was decidedly attractive, Per- 
haps it wouldn’t hurt to be nice to him. It was a way to keep 
her occupied so she wouldn’t think of Paul so much. That 
was something she didn’t like, Not at all. These strange 
feelings she had toward Paul. It was insane, and the worst 
part was that she knew Paul felt them too, even though both 
of them tried hard to ignore it. She could tell by his eyes 
sometimes when he looked at her, and sometimes by the 
things he said. 

She had to rid herself of these feelings once and for all, 
and maybe André was the answer. She’d play up to him, 
Maybe she’d forget how Paul’s arms had felt that day on the 
terrace, and last night when he'd held her tight as they'd rid- 
den home together on the same horse. There’d been warmth 
and desire in his eyes when she’d glanced back at him, 
Damn! She cursed herself, then flushed at her own actions, 
Well, the only way to forget one man’s arms was to let an- 
other man hold her. At least that sounded sensible. She’d have 
to wrap her thoughts around someone else, and it might as 
well be André, After all, he was handsome, and he was atten- 
tive. What more could she ask? Maybe she’d even fall in 
love. Who knows? 

Bridget helped her into a pair of black riding pants, the 
latest creation from Paris. Actually it was more of a skirt 
with a separation between the legs so she could ride astride 
instead of sidesaddle. Her boots were black, like the skirt, 
with a white long-sleeved blouse and a small black jacket and 
hat trimmed with black velvet braid. She and Paul had gone 
riding often along the riverbanks, and she always wore this 
outfit, and she remembered the approving look in Paul’s eyes 
when he looked at her. You stupid fool, she told herself now 
as she stared into the mirror, letting Bridget pull her hair 
back and tie it with a velvet ribbon, he’s your brother, get 
him out of your mind! 

She turned to Bridget when the girl had finished. “Do you 
think André will approve?” she asked, forcing her thoughts 
from Paul. 

“Oh, Miss Gigi,” said Bridget, her brown eyes resting ad- 
miringly on her young mistress, “Any man who doesn’t 
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should have his head examined. Here. . .” She reached over 
and picked up a perfume flask from the dresser and pulled 
out the stopper. “Just a dab in case he decides to come 
close,” she said, and she touched the stopper on each side, 
just below Gigi’s ear. “Now you're truly beautiful.” She 
sighed wistfully, putting the perfume flask back. 

Gigi reached out and took Bridget’s hands, squeezing them 
affectionately. “Bridget, you’ve been so kind to me,” she said. 
“You draw my bath, take care of my clothes. You do so 
much, how can I ever repay you?” 

Bridget smiled. “I'd rather do this than scurry about the 
kitchen with Mrs, Sharp at my heels,” she said, and pulled 
her hands from Gigi’s, primping her honey-blond hair. 
“Besides,” she said, “this job gives me more time to spend 
with my beau.” 

The thought of Bridget having a beau hadn’t occurred to 
Gigi, but it should have. After all, the girl was sixteen and 
nice-looking; naturally the boys would like her. “Your beau?” 
She smiled. “Have you known him long?” she asked, pleased 
Bridget shared this confidence with her. 

“Since I’ve been here,” she said, “He works in the stables 
taking care of the horses.” 

“You mean Jamie, Mr. Tuttleby’s son?” 

Bridget blushed. “How did you know?” 

“He’s the only one of the boys down there who'd have a 
right to look at you, Bridget,” said Gigi. “He’s handsome, 
that’s for sure, and he'll do well.for himself someday, I can 
tell,” and Gigi felt she was right. Jamie Tuttleby wasn’t like 
most of the lazy boys at the stables. He was always there 
when needed, and always busy doing something. And she 
hadn’t lied. He was quite nice-looking, and very masculine in 
a rather disheveled way, with his hair askew, his hands 
calloused from work, and the trace of a beard shaved from 
his once smooth cheeks. 

Bridget was so proud of him. “Do you really think he'll be 
somebody someday, Miss Gigi?” she asked. “He wants to, 
you know. He wants to have a stable of his own someday 
and rent out horses. And we plan to get married, but not un- 
til he can provide for me. We’re both young yet, so we can 
wait.” 

Gigi was so happy for her, she gave her a hug. “Why don't 
you go see him while I’m out riding?” she said, releasing her 
to grab her riding crop. “I won’t need you for a while.” 
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Bridget smiled thankfully. “Oh, thanks. Now, if J can man- 
age to sneak away from the house without being seen. Mr, 
Larrabee doesn’t like any of the girls hanging about the 
Stables,” 

“I wouldn’t want you to get in trouble, Bridget,” said Gigi, 
frowning; then: “I know,” she said. “You take a walk, and 
Til be down at the stables, I’ll tell Jamie to meet you by the 
river, at the picnic grove.” 

“Would you? Really?” asked Bridget. 

“Just don’t let Biddy or anyone else know,” cautioned Gigi. 

Bridget shook her head, “Never,” she said. “No one will 
ever know, only us.” 

They left the room and went downstairs, Bridget through 
the music room and Gigi to the drawing room. 

André was captivated by her loveliness, at least that’s what 
he kept telling her, and Jason followed them to the door, 
shaking hands with André before they left to go to the 
stables. The stables were in back and to the side of the house 
some distance, and the walk down the drive was invigorating 
in the warmth of the afternoon sun. 

While André and the groom picked out two horses, Gigi 
found Jamie and gave him Bridget’s message, then joined 
André as the groom finished tightening the cinch on her 
horse. It was a beautiful roan with a white blaze on its face. 
A horse her father’d given her when she'd first arrived. 

They rode off toward the river and the rolling hills beyond, + 
and Gigi was determined to center all her attention on 
André. To flirt and cajole him in an attempt to push her 
feelings about Paul to the back of her mind. 

The afternoon went well. But one thing was certain. Jason 
Larrabee didn’t trust André as fully as he led the man to be- 
lieve, for everywhere they rode, a red-turbaned figure on a 
big black horse accompanied them, just far enough away to 
barely be seen now and then through the trees. 

“It’s been a wonderful afternoon, querida,” said André as 
they made their way back toward the stables sometime later. 

She smiled coyly. She’d been charming: and gracious all af- 
ternoon. “Perhaps you'll stay to dinner, André,” she suggest~ 
ed. “That is, if you’ve nothing more pressing.” 

“More pressing? Vdigame Dios! What could be more 
pressing than having dinner with the most beautiful woman 
in the whole of New York?” he answered breathlessly. “I'll 
stay. Pl be delighted to stay.” 
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She smiled, not at all surprised at his answer, ; 

Rose and Bruce were the ones who were surprised to see 
André at the dinner table, and although they plied him with 
gs many questions as Jason did, his answers were always 
rather vague and they still knew little more about him when 
they left the table, except that he was charming, witty, and 
yery much smitten with Gigi. Paul was absent from the table 
this evening, having accepted a dinner invitation from the 
Van Der Lindens. 

After dinner they retired to the music room, where Rose 
played for them, and much to Gigi’s surprise, André picked 
up the guitar from its case in the corner of the room and ser- 
enaded them with a medley of Spanish love songs. 

It was sometime later, well after ten o'clock, when André 
and Gigi stood on the terrace near the fountain, alone at last. 

André’s dark eyes flashed moodily. “Fl say one thing for 
you, Gigi,” he said, sighing. “You may not have a duenna 
following you about as do the women in my country, but 
you're still the hardest person to be alone with.” 

She smiled seductively. “We're alone now,” she said. 

He reached out in the darkness and drew her to him, his 
eyes smoldering, warm with desire. 

“You're so lovely,” he whispered softly. “So very lovely,” 
and his mouth began to descend on hers, when they heard the 
French doors open and footsteps. 

“Madre de Dios!’ muttered André under his breath, as 
Paul walked toward them, and he dropped his arms from 
about her, releasing her, his eyes flashing angrily in disap- 
pointment. 

‘Paul stopped suddenly and stared at them both, only it was 
too dark for Gigi to see the fury in his eyes. “Sorry, I didn’t 
realize you were out here,” he said coolly, “I didn’t mean to 
interrupt.” Yet he made no move to go back into the house. 

André walked back toward the lawn furniture where Paul 
had seated himself in one of the wrought-iron chairs, and he 
sighed, exhaling loudly. “Perhaps it’s time for me to be leav- 
ing anyway, sefior,” he said reluctantly, realizing it looked 
like Paul was here to stay, for he’d made himself quite com- 
fortable. “It’s late” He looked over at Gigi. “I'll be back 
again,” he assured her, gazing into her blue-green eyes. ; 

She glanced at him sheepishly. “I’ll see you to the door,” 
she offered, but he raised his hand, stopping her. 

“No. It’s all right,” he said softly. “I'll let myself out, but 
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Fil be back. I'll call you.” He took her hand in his, squeezing 
her fingers lightly. “Adids, querida,” and he kissed the tips of 
her fingers. “Good night, Sefior Larrabee,” he said to Paul, 
then left the terrace, going into the foyer to retrieve his hat, 
and on to the front door. 

She watched through the French doors as he took his hat 
from the rack, opened the door, and went out. He hadn't 
even sent anyone to get his carriage, so he’d have to walk all 
the way to the stables for it. Well, maybe the walk would 
soothe him some, She knew he was irritated by Paul’s inter- 
Tuption, and in a way, so was she.. 

“You had to walk in just then, didn’t you?” she said, turn- 
ing to Paul, her eyes unsettled. 

He stood up, his jaw tightening. “Maybe it’s best I did. He 
was going to kiss you!” 

“Did it ever occur to you that maybe I wanted him to?” 

He was taken aback. “Maybe you ... 2?” He frowned. 
“You wanted him to?” 

“Maybe I wanted to see what it would be like to be kissed, 
Paul,” she said, lowering her voice so that only he could 
hear. “After all, I can’t remember anything. I don’t know if 
Pve ever been kissed or not, and how will I know if I like it, 
if no one ever kisses me?” 

His eyes blazed. “But you don’t go around kissing just any- 
one who comes along just to see if you’re going to like it!” 

“André isn’t just anyone!” 

“Oh, isn’t he?” He looked down into her upturned face, 
soft and vulnerable in the moonlight. “I'll tell you who he is,” 
he said. “He’s some Casanova who probably has a woman in 
every city from here to Mexico, that’s who he is! We know 
nothing about him except that he has his eye on you.” 

Her head tilted defiantly. “Is that so bad?” she asked bellig- 
erently. “Maybe I would’ve liked his kiss.” 

Paul’s face was one of torment as he gazed down at her. 
“Gigi, you’re not going to fall in love with him, are you?” he 
asked softly. 

She looked up into his eyes, steely gray in frustration, the 
moonlight gently dancing on his dark hair. She could clearly 
see the solid outline of his chin, his eyes searching her face 
anxiously. 

“I don’t know, Paul,” she said softly. “I don’t know if I 
can fall in love. I don’t know what love is like, I don’t even 
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know what it is.” She looked deep into his eyes. “What is 
love, Paul?” she asked breathlessly. “Tell me what love is.” 
“Love ...?” His voice was deep, husky, his face close to 
hers, his heart pounding. “Love is wanting to be with one 
person more than anything else in the world,” he whispered 
softly, his breathing erratic. His eyes bored into hers, “And 


wanting to tell that person just how you feel . . . love is 
melting inside when your eyes meet . . . wanting to take her 
in your arms and kiss her and never let her go. . . wanting 


someone so badly you ache. . .” His voice broke as he real- 
ized what'was happening. “Oh, my God, Gigi,” he groaned 
passionately. “Do I have to tell you what love is . . . don’t 
you know?” 

She saw the pain in his eyes and felt the torment in her 
own body, and she began to tremble, “Oh, Paul! she cried 
weakly, realizing what she’d done. There was no excuse. “I’m 
sorry, I'm sorry!” she cried, trying to make amends. “Please 
... forgive me!” and she whirled abruptly, running from the 
terrace, tears welling up in her eyes. 

Yes, she knew what love was, She’d been fighting it too 
long these past weeks. It was ridiculous! Insane! Women 
didn’t go around falling in love with their own brothers. The 
two of them had different mothers, true, but ... this was 
madness! She should never have come to New York. Oh, 
God! 

She reached the upstairs hall and slowed down, trying to 
compose herself. She had felt it that first day when he'd 
walked into her bedroom at Mrs, Thornapple’s. The wonder- 
ful sense of pleasure she derived just from looking at him. He 
did things to her she couldn’t explain. She had sensed it even 
then, yet tried to deny it. Well, she couldn't deny it any 
longer, and she knew it was hopeless, 

Bridget was waiting when she reached her room, yet she 
never said a word about the tears Gigi wiped away as she 
walked through the door, and later that night as Gigi lay toss- 
ing and turning in bed, she suddenly remembered Biddy’s 
words and she felt ashamed. She should have heeded the 
warning and left, she knew that now, but it was too late. 
There could only be heartbreak for both herself and Paul. 
Nothing could change the fact that he was her brother, and 
yet nothing could change the fact that she loved him with all 
her heart. That night, Gigi, tormented beyond reason, cried 
herself to sleep. 
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The next day she avoided seeing Paul all morning, but at 
lunchtime it was impossible. 

“Have you made any plans for the wedding, Paul?” asked 
Jason as they all sat around the dining-room table finishing 
their dessert. 

“No,” he answered quietly. 

“Good heavens,” Jason said. “It’s only a few weeks away. 
Surely you and Lenore have the guest list made up and the 
invitations ready to send.” 

“I don’t know.” His eyes were intent on his food. 

“You don’t . . . Pve been asking questions about the 
wedding for the past week now, and every time I. ask, you 
don’t know,” Jason said. “What the hell’s the matter with you 
anyway, Paul?” He was upset. 

Paul’s eyes shot to his father’s face. “Maybe I’m sick and 
tired of being quizzed all the time!” he snapped angrily. 
“Maybe I think it’s time everyone minded their own business! 
If you want to know about the wedding,” he said, “why don’t 
you ask Lenore? She’s making all the arrangements!” and 
they all stared as Paul stood up abruptly, leaving the table, 
his dessert half-finished. 

“Well, what’s gotten into him?” said Rose. “It isn’t like 
dear brother Paul to be so touchy.” 

Bruce snickered. ‘Maybe he’s getting cold feet. He’s been 
avoiding marriage a long time. Maybe he’s having second 
thoughts.” 

“Paul? Nonsense!” exclaimed Jason. “He and Lenore have 
always been a natural. The families expect it.” 

“Maybe that’s the trouble,” said Bruce. “Has Paul expected 
it? Maybe he wanted to choose his own wife.” 

Jason blustered. “He did choose her. Nobody told him he 
had to marry her.” 

“Not in so many words, no,” agreed Bruce. “But as you 
said, it was expected, and he knew it.” 

“Don’t be silly, son,” Jason assured him. “Paul’s always 
been in love with Lenore, since they were children.” 

“I don’t know, Father,” interrupted Rose, her pale brown 
eyes amused at her older brother’s discomfiture. “Maybe 
Bruce is right. Maybe he is having misgivings.” 

Jason’s hand slammed the table beside his plate, rattling 
the silverware, and Gigi jumped, startled. “I won’t have it!” 
he yelled furiously. “I won’t have it, do you hear! Paul asked 
Lenore to marry him, and he’s not backing out.” He calmed 
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momentarily, the fingers on the hand that attacked the table 
suddenly twitching nervously as he pondered. “I’d better have 
a talk with Paul,” he said suddenly, and he took a deep 
breath. “If he’s having doubts, he’d better forget them. I'll not 
fet anything spoil this wedding. Nothing!” 

“Well, something’s wrong with him, that’s for sure,” said 
Bruce. He turned to Gigi, who'd been listening to them, her 
face pale, dessert forgotten, “You and Paul spend a great 
deal of time together, Gigi,” he said aggressively. “Did he say 
anything to you?” — 

Her face flushed crimson as she glanced at Bruce, wishing 
she could ignore his question. She knew what was the matter. 
How well she knew. She fought back the tears. “He didn’t 
say a thing,” she said meekly. “Now, if you'll excuse me, I 
promised to help Bridget with something,” and she left the 
table while Rose stared after her, a strange expression in her 
eyes. 

Seon didn’t seem to notice it, however, and continued 
fussing and fuming over Paul’s unusual behavior. As soon as 
he was through eating, Jason went looking for Paul, and 
found him in the business library and office going over some 
work he’d been neglecting lately. 

“Ah, there you are,” said Jason as Paul looked up from the 
large mahogany desk. 

This room was different from the other library. ‘The other 
library in the other wing of the house was furnished with 
plush furniture and reading lamps, This library, along with its 
shelves of books, had filing cabinets, office furniture, and a 
business atmosphere. It was really Paul’s office, where he took 
care of the business end of Larrabee Enterprises for Jason. 

Paul laid his pen down as his father wheeled his chair over 
to the desk. 

“If you don’t mind, Paul, I'd like to have a word with 
you,” he said briskly. 

Paul toyed nervously with a paperweight. “About what?” 
he asked. He was noticeably on edge. 

“About you and Lenore.” 

“What about us?” Paul’s eyes masked his feelings. 

“Are you in love with her?” his father asked, He’d alwa’ 
been a blunt man, but now the question rankled Paul. le! 

“We're getting married, aren’t we?” he answered. 

“That’s not what I asked.” 

Paul’s jaws clenched, and he slammed his fist on the desk. 
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“Look, Father, we’re getting married, the whole thing’s been 
arranged,” he said bitterly. “Everyone will be happy. So why 
don’t we just leave it at that!” 

“You don’t look very happy, Paul.” 

He sighed. “Well, I am!” 

“And you don’t act it, either.” Jason knew his son well. 
Something was definitely wrong. Could it be possible? Could 
Rose and Bruce be right? Or maybe . . . Could there be an- 
other woman? He hadn't thought of that. Maybe Paul... 
“Paul, is there someone else?” he asked slowly, watching the 
expression on his son’s face, but it changed little, only the 
eyes darkening savagely. “You've been away from the house 
quite a bit lately. I never questioned that you weren’t with 
Lenore.” 

Paul stood up, turning his back on his father, walking over 
to the window, staring out, watching the birch trees blowing 
in the wind that had stirred up outside. Dark clouds were 
heaving about the sky, and it had been threatening rain all 
day. 

How could he answer? There wasn’t any answer. He 
couldn’t let his father know how he felt about Gigi, Ever 
since he’d first seen her sitting in that big four-poster at Mrs. 
Thornapple’s, with those soft blue-green eyes and warm 
mouth ... Oh, God! If things could only be different, but 
they couldn’t. She was Gigi Rouvier, his half-sister. A part of 
his flesh, and because of it, she was forbidden to him. 

He could never hold her in his arms and feel the warmth 
of her soft skin beneath his fingers, never kiss her mouth and 
feel her lips surrender as she gave herself to him. He could 
never make love to her as he wanted, and he began to ache 
physically as a storm broke inside him. A storm of fury 
toward the man who’d fathered his heartache. 

“Don’t worry, Father,” he said bitterly, his voice hard and 
cold as he turned to face him. “I'll marry Lenore. Ill marry 
her and we'll have children, and I'll be an ideal husband, and 
she'll never have to worry about me going astray, and we'll 
live happily ever after.” 

Jason flinched, “But you didn’t answer my question, Paul.” 

“And dammit, I won’t! I can’t!” he said acidly. “There’s 
nothing more to be said. Now, will you let the matter drop? 
For God’s sake, forget it!” and he turned his back again, 
thrusting his hands in his pockets. 
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Jason saw the set of his son’s shoulders and knew it 
wouldn’t do any good to question him further. Maybe Bruce 
and Rose were right. Maybe it was just the jitters. He’d had 
them too before he’d gotten married. Then he remembered 
something and felt a sickening, guilty feeling in the pit of his 
stomach. He hadn’t been in love with his wife. It had been a 
marriage planned for profit. Was he doing the same thing to 
Paul? He shook his head thoughtfully. No! Paul had chosen 
Lenore himself. No one had pushed him, but for the moment 
he’d better leave him alone. 

Paul heard the wheelchair move across the floor, then 
heard the door shut behind his father, and he sighed. 

When he’d asked Lenore to marry him, it had seemed the 
natural thing to do. He was almost twenty-nine now, and it 
was time he settled down. Besides, Jason had been after him 
to get married and give him grandchildren. Everyone expect- 
ed his final decision to be Lenore, he knew. She was beautiful 
and they were both of the same social standing. They were 
used to each other, from being together so much as children, 
and it never occurred to him that the fondness he felt toward 
her wasn’t love—until he met Gigi, that is: then suddenly he 
knew. Lenore was something comfortable and secure, a way 
of life his social status had become accustomed to, but love? 
Lenore had barely aroused him. He had no desire to touch 
her or fondle her, and her kisses left him empty. Love was 
far different. It throbbed through your veins like 2 horse surg- 
ing at the bridle, ready to be let free. It was moments of tor- 
ment and ecstasy rolled into one fell swoop that knocked you 
down and never bothered to set you back upright again. It 
Jeft your knees weak and your mouth dry, and your insides 
tied up in knots, and not to be able to fulfill the desires it 
brought with it was torture beyond anything he’d ever known, 
and it made him break out in a cold sweat. 

“Oh, God,” he prayed softly, “give me the strength,” and 
he closed his eyes as a clap of thunder broke the stiliness out- 
side. 

it threatened rain all afternoon, but held off. Paul left the 
house shortly before dinner to go to the Van Der Lindens’, 
and the early evening was uneventful. For once Jason had 
made no plans for them to go out. oe 

It wasn’t quite dark outside when Gigi, in a dress of frothy 
blue organza, stood on the portico off her bedroom, watching 
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the storm clouds still piling up in the sky. She had seen a 
man ride up to the door a few minutes before, and now he 
rode off again into the growing darkness, but she hadn’t given 
it a thought until a few minutes later, when Bridget entered 
the room. 

“Miss Gigi?” she asked furtively. 

“Out here on the balcony,” she called, and Bridget came 
out, holding an envelope toward her. 

“Here,” she said. “This just came, and the man said to give 
it to you personally. It’s probably from your Latin gentleman 
friend.” 

“Now, what makes you say that?” asked Gigi, taking the 
letter from her outstretched hand. 

“Just a guess,” said Bridget. 

Gigi stood staring at the envelope. 

“Well, open it, read it,” Bridget said hurriedly. 

Gigi smiled. “You're too anxious, Bridget,” but she opened 
the envelope and unfolded the note inside. Her blue-green 
eyes narrowed as she read it, and Bridget saw her expression 
change to one of perplexity. 

“What is it, Miss Gigi, bad news?” she asked. 

She shook her head slowly, hesitantly. “I don’t know,” she 
said softly, bewildered. “It’s so strange.” 

“Strange?” 

She nodded, then looked straight at Bridget, frowning. “If I 
tell you, will you promise not to tell anyone?” she asked. 

Bridget crossed her heart. “On my honor, Miss Gigi,” she 
said solemnly. “You know I wouldn’t say anything.” 

Gigi handed her the note, and Bridget shook her head, 
puzzled, as she read it. “But you can’t go to Central Park at 
this time of night,” she protested. “It’s dangerous.” 

“Isn't that where we went to see Mr. Sousa’s band?” she 
asked, “I know where it is.” 

Bridget pursed her lips. “That’s beside the point,” she pro- 
tested. “How do you know this note’s right. Who'd send such 
a thing?” 

“I don’t know, but it says if I go there at that particular 
spot, PH learn all about my past and who Gigi Rouwvier really 
is.” 

“But you’re Gigi Rouvier.” 
“I know. But what was I before I came to New York? Be- 
fore the train wreck? Don't you see, Bridget, I have to go.” 
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“How?” 

She stood for a minute thinking. “I know, we'll find Jamie 
and have his father hitch up the coach,” she said hurriedly. 
“But you mustn’t tell a soul. Mr. Tuttleby can take me, and 
no one will be the wiser.” 

She went to the closet, took out a royal-blue velvet cape 
with a huge rose beaded and embroidered on the back and 
smaller roses on the hood, and slipped it on. 

“Aren’t you going to tell anyone else you’re leaving?” 
asked Bridget. 

“No. The note says to come alone. They'll think I'm in my 
room, so we'll just leave it at that.” 

Bridget scowled unhappily, shaking her head. “I don’t 
think you should go alone,” she protested. “You should have 
Mr. Paul go with you.” 

“Paul’s at Lenore’s.” 

“They have a telephone.” 

She shook her head. “No. I'm going alone. Don’t worry, 
Pil be all right. Tuttleby will be with me.” 

Bridget didn’t like it. It was too late for Gigi to go wander- 
ing about Central Park or anywhere else alone. By the time 
she got there, it would be pitch dark, but there was no way 
she could make her change her mind. Gigi was determined. 

They left the room and managed to sneak from the house 
unnoticed. The air had cooled due to the threatening rain. 
Gigi felt a drop or two as they walked toward the stables, 
and Gigi waited while Bridget went to the door and knocked. 
Mrs. Tuttleby opened it. 

“May I see Jamie a minute?” asked Bridget, and Mrs. Tut- 
tleby opened the door wider for the girl to enter. 

A few minutes later Mr. Tuttleby came outside. He was a 
big man with white bushy sideburns and a kindly face. 
“Come in the house, miss,” he said. “No need to stand out 
here.” 

She shook her head, “There’s no time, Mr. Tuttleby,” she 
said quickly. “We have to leave at once.” 

He scratched his head. “I don’t know, miss. I shouldn't £0 
without Mr. Larrabee’s permission.” 

“If he finds out, I'll tell him it’s my fault,” she pleaded. 
“Please, Tuttleby, it means so much . . .” She lifted her 
head, determined. “If you don’t take me, Pll saddle a horse 
and go alone,” she said stubbornly, and he shrugged. 
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He couldn’t have that, and he was sure she meant it. That’s 
one thing he’d learned about the young lady since she’d come 
to Larrabee Manor, she was willfully independent. Just like 
the old man. “Ail right,” he said, sighing. ““Wait’'ll I get a 
cloak.” He went back into the house, and was followed back 
out by Bridget and Jamie. They helped hitch the coach; then 
Gigi made Jamie promise to walk Bridget back to the house, 
and they were on their way. : 

Lightning and thunder still flashed and rolled intermittently 
across the sky,. but the storm hadn’t come yet. It was some- 
time later that Tuttleby reined the horses in at Central Park 
and got down from his perch. They’d brought the closed 
carriage because of the impending rain, and he opened the 
door for her. 

“Do you know where to go?” he asked, helping her down. 

She nodded. “I’m to go to where the bandstand is set up 
and wait. They'll contact me.” 

“I should go with you,” he said, but she shook her head. 

“No. It said alone.” She put her hand on his arm. “Don’t 
worry, I'll be only a short distance away. I can see the outline 
“of the bandstand over there,” and she motioned off into the 
darkness toward the vague outline of frame and wood that 
could be seen through the windswept trees and shrubs. 

As he watched her closely, she moved off in that direction, 
toward the bandstand, being careful to watch where she was 
walking. There was no moon tonight because of the storm, 
only the streetlights to see by, and the wind whipped about, 
blowing the trees, making a dreadful noise, the branches cast- 
ing eerie shadows about. 

She reached the bandstand and looked around. No one was 
about. She stood for about five minutes, then suddenly heard 
a noise behind her. As she whirled around, two men reached 
out and grabbed her arms. She Jet out a shriek and started 
struggling, but they were too strong. A hand covered her 
mouth, and she started to kick. Then, just as she heard Tut- 
tleby join the ruckus, she wrenched free, only to fall and hit 
her head against a corner of the bandstand, and everything 
around her went black as she drifted into unconsciousness. 
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Bridget and Jamie were in a stew. They both had misgivings 
as they watched the coach disappear down the drive. 

“She shouldn’t have gone alone,” said Bridget, and Jamie 
agreed, 

They talked of it apprehensively as they headed slowly 
toward the house, then finally Bridget made up her mind. It 
took some time to reach Paul at the Van Der Lindens’ and 
get him to the telephone. Their maid had strict orders not to 
disturb the family, because an important guest was being en- 
tertained. The Duke of something-or-other. Some pompous 
English-sounding place. It wasn’t until Bridget told her it was 
a matter of life and death that she relented and finally went 
to get Paul. 

“Mr. Paul, it’s Bridget,” she blurted anxiously into the 
mouthpiece, then took a deep breath. “It’s awful important.” 

“What is it, Bridget?” His voice deepened fearfully. “Has 
something happened? Is Gigi all right?” 

She held the receiver tightly, her hand sweaty, as Jamie 
kept his eye on all the halls to make sure they weren’t over- 
heard. She didn’t want Jason Larrabee to know. 

“As far as I know, Mr. Paul,” she said cautiously. “But I 
think she’s in danger.” She explained the note and told him 
exactly where Gigi had gone, and for a moment there was 
only silence on the other end of the line. 

“I shouldn’t have let her go, should I, Mr. Paul?” she said, 
breaking the silence. r 

“Never mind that,” he said anxiously. “It couldn’t be 
helped. She’d have gone regardless. Don’t worry, Bridget,” 
he assured her. “If I leave right away, I can get there about 
the same time she does. Thanks for letting me know. And 
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... Oh, yes,” he added hurriedly, “don’t tell my father. Do 
you understand?” 

“Yes, Mr. Paul. I won't,” she said. 

“Good girl. And don’t worry, I'll take care of everything.” 
He hung up, turning from the telephone, only to discover 
Lenore staring at him, 

She was wearing a dress of mauve silk embroidered with 
plum-colored flowers about the skirt, and yards of mauve 
gauze shirred and draped about the bodice and sleeves, giving 
her blond beauty a fragile look. But her pale blue eyes were 
far from echoing the same fragility. “Now what?” she asked 
coldly. 

“I have to leave, Lenore,” he said. “It’s quite urgent.” 

“That sister of yours, no doubt,” she said disgustedly, 
“Honestly, Paul,” she exhaled angrily. “What’s she done 
now?” 

“It isn’t anything she’s done, Lenore, it’s ... You 
wouldn’t understand, and it'd take too long to explain. Pll tell 
you about it tomorrow,” and he headed toward the front 
door. 

“Don’t I even deserve a good-bye kiss?” she asked, then 
glanced up at his head. “And you're forgetting your hat.” She 
took it from the hat rack, holding it out to him. 

He took the hat from her and kissed her lightly, then went 
out the door, 

“I wonder what it is someone isn’t to let his father know 
about Gigi,” she asked herself curiously, and she walked to 
the telephone, lifting the receiver. It might be interesting to 
find out, and she waited for the operator to come on the line. 


Paul rode as fast as he could. The night was pitch dark, 
threatening rain momentarily, and the streets were deserted, 
so he made good time. He was almost there when the rain fi- 
nally hit. At first there were only a few drops at a time, but 
big ones, splattering him in the face. He wiped the rain from 
his face and spotted the coach, heading toward it just as he 
heard Gigi’s screams, 

She was over by the bandstand, and he spurred his horse 
faster, off the road, onto the park grass, reaching the band- 
stand as he heard Tuttleby shouting and saw him grappling 
with two men by the steps. But Tuttleby was in trouble. 

Paul lunged from the saddle and charged into the men 
whom Tuttleby was trying to keep from dragging Gigi away. 
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His fists connected, startling them, and they dropped their 
burden, letting her collapse against the bandstand as they 
tried to defend themselves, but Paul’s assault was vicious as 
he waded in. 

The two men broke free, stumbling and diving into the 
bushes, then they took off running deeper into the park. 

Tuttleby stopped, straightening, gasping, catching his 
breath, breathing deeply as he recognized Paul in the 
darkness. “Good Lord, sir,” he gulped, winded. “Where’d you 
come from?” 

Paul wiped a trickle of blood from the side of his mouth. 
“Where's Gigi?” he asked abruptly, and both men looked 
about, searching in the dark, 

“Here, over here,” said Tuttleby, kneeling by the steps of 
the platform as the rain started coming down harder. “She 
must have hit her head when they dropped her. She’s out 
cold.” 

Paul knelt down beside her still form and felt her pulse to 
make suré, then breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank God,” he 
said, and picked her up in his arms. “Bring my horse and tie 
it to the back of the carriage, Tuttleby,” he said. “Fil ride 
inside with her. We’re going home.” 

They hurried to. the coach, and Tuttleby opened the door. 
Paul climbed in, holding her tenderly in his arms, and the 
carriage moved slowly forward as rain started falling more 
heavily, drowning out the beat of the horses’ hooves on the 
road. 

Paul tried to lean her head back gently against the side of 
the carriage, and she started to stir, her body twisting back 
and forth violently. 

“No! No!” she cried hysterically. “No, Gigi! The train... 
we're falling! Look out! The train! The train! No!” 

Paul shook her gently, and she opened her eyes wide. Only 
one small lantern was lit inside the carriage, its flickering 
flame casting faint shadows, and she could just barely see. 
“Gigi, it’s all right,” Paul said, looking at her anxiously. “It’s 
all right.” 

Then suddenly she saw he was there, and she clung to‘him 
desperately, sobbing, her hands clutching at his coat as she 
stared at him in the faint light from the lantern. 

“The train wreck, Paul, I remember the train wreck. I 
remember falling and seeing another girl falling, and I tried 
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to stop it. I tried to help her, but I couldn’t. Oh, Paul, it was 
horrible.” 

“It’s over now, Gigi. Everything is all right,” he soothed, 
brushing her dark hair away from her face. “It’s all over.” 

After a few minutes her sobbing slowly subsided. She 
stared at him apprehensively, her blue-green eyes misty; then 
suddenly, self-consciously, she moved away and leaned her 
head back against the side of the carriage again. For a long 
time they rode along, neither one saying anything, yet each 
very aware of the other’s presence in the dimly lit coach. 

“How did you know to come?” she finally asked softly, 
glancing at him. 

His eyes sifted over her. “That’s my secret.” 

She sighed. “I know,” she said breathlessly. “Bridget told 
you.” She lowered her eyes momentarily, then glanced back 
up at him sheepishly. “I'm glad she did now,” she confessed. 
“Only, I'm sorry.” 

“For what?” 

“I dragged you away from Lenore’s.” 

“I was having a boring time.” 

“Oh ...” There was silence again except for the sound of 
the rain hitting the carriage; then: “Paul,” she said softly, 
“who am I really?” 

His voice was strained. “You know the answer to that, 
Gigi,” he said. 

“Do 1?” She looked directly into his warm gray eyes, a sob 
in her voice. “Oh, my God, Paul,” she pleaded shamelessly. 
“You know the way I feel about you! I know you do. A 
woman, doesn’t feel that way about her brother, and you 
know it. You can’t be my brother, Paul... please. You 
can’t be.” Her breath caught passionately. “Please, Paul. Tell 
me you’re not.my brother!” 

She moved on the seat, the movement sensuous, inviting, 
and he couldn’t fight it anymore. 

He reached out hesitantly and touched her face, his hand 
shaking, then slowly swept her into his arms, drawing her 
close against him, holding her as he gazed into her eyes. 

“Tell me, Paul,” she whispered breathlessly, her body trem- 
bling. “Tell me who I really am, please!” and her eyes 
searched his, questioning. 

He stared at her, unwavering, his eyes devouring her, then 
slowly his quivering lips covered hers, and all the passion 
he’d been restraining surged wildly to the surface. He kissed 
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her deeply, sensuously, over and over again, his head spin- 
ning, the blood in his veins pulsing like liquid fire. 

Gigi moaned beneath his smoldering lips, her body yield- 
ing, her loins throbbing, and each kiss became more pas- 
sionate than the last, until they were both intoxicated, their 
bodies begging for release. 

She eased her lips reluctantly from his, her eyes wild with 
desire. “Paul,” she moaned breathlessly, her mouth against 
his. “Oh, Paul...” 

His mouth touched hers again, closing over it, and he 
groaned deep in his throat as hot flames shot through his 
Joins. He kissed her deeply, then drew his lips from hers, 
burying his face against her neck, his lips nibbling her ear, 
sending chills down her spine, and Gigi felt sweet, savage 
sensations bursting deep within her. She never dreamed it 
would be like this. 

“Oh, my God,” he moaned hoarsely, his eyes caressing her, 
his hands beginning to move across her soft, firm breasts, 
bringing her body to life. He wanted her more than he 
wanted life itself, 

She melted against him eagerly, responding to his pas- 
sionate lovemaking as the carriage moved along in the 
darkness. His hands claimed her, arousing the passion he’d 
always known was hidden just beneath the surface. 

Then suddenly he straightened, his hands reluctantly easing 
their burning caresses, his lips searing a last kiss across her 
quivering mouth. “Gigi, it’s no good,” he whispered softly, 
unsteadily, as his lips left hers, and she let out a sob, clinging 
to him desperately. 

“Paul, no... .” she begged, but his eyes hardened. 

“It has to be, Gigi. You know I’m right.” He moved her 
head over, resting it back against the seat, and stared at her, 
hot wanting to let it end, but knowing it had to, “I’m your 
brother, Gigi,” he whispered softly. 

She shook her head. “No!” 

“Yes! We have to accept it.” His jaw tightened savagely. 
“We have no choice!” 

Tears sprang to her eyes, and she gulped back deep sobs, 

“It has to be, Gigi,” he whispered, his hand touching her 
face lovingly. “There's nothing for us.” ia ari 

“Why?” she cried in despair. “Why did this happen to us, 
Paul?” 

He shook his head. “I don’t know. I only know it’s wrong, 
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all wrong.” He wiped a tear from her cheek with his finger, 
then cupped her face in his hand. “Gigi, we can’t ever let 
anyone know this happened,” he said passionately. “If anyone 
found out...” 

She nodded, sniffing in, her eyes clouded. “I know,” she re- 
plied bitterly. “I know.” She reached up and touched his 
cheek, then shuddered. “T’m alt right, Paul,” she said finally, 
composing herself, “Don’t worry. I'm all right.” 

He reached up to slide back the little window that sep- 
arated them from Tuttleby. He pulled the panel back, then 
glanced at her one last time as she straightened her clothes 
and moved away from him on the seat. 

“When we get to the house, Tuttleby, pull around to the 
kitchen and we'll try to get in without being seen,” he said, 
masking the turmoil he felt. “The less Father knows about 
our little venture tonight, the better,” and Tuttleby ac- 
knowledged. 

Paul slid the panel back into place, then reached over, 
pulling the cloak about her, trying to ease some of her 
misery. “We'll go through the kitchen and try fo get upstairs 
without being seen,” he said patiently. “I don’t want Father 
to know about your little escapade if I can help it.” 

“But what if someone does see us?” 

“Then let me handle it.’ He touched her face lovingly. 
‘Tm sorry, Gigi,” he said passionately. “I love you, but I 
have to let you go. You know that.” He whispered softly, 
“There’s no future for us. There never was,” and she stared 
at him, on the verge of tears, knowing he was right and curs- 
ing because she didn’t want to accept it. 

“What if I'm not your sister, Paul?” she said suddenly. 
“What if we find out we’ve been wrong?” 

“Don’t make it worse for us, Gigi,” he said. He shook his 
head. “We both know it’s only wishful thinking. ['m your 
half-brother, and there’s no way we can change it, no matter 
how hard we try.” 

Gigi flinched, gazing into his eyes, knowing he was right, 
and she leaned back against the seat, listening to the rain hit- 
ting hard against the sides of the carriage as Tuttleby turned 
into the long drive at the front of the house. 

A few minutes later there was a knock on the panel just 
above Paul’s head. He slid it back. 

“We're home, Mr. Paul,” said Tuttleby. “But you'll have to 
hurry, it’s really a downpour.” 
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“You open the door for me, Tuttleby,” Paul said, “and I'll 
carry Miss Gigi in.” While Tuttleby was climbing down to 
open the door, Paul met Gigi’s eyes once more. “You're sure 
you're all right?” he asked. 

‘She nodded, unable to speak, her heart in her throat. 

He tried to smile, but it was useless, so instead he frowned 
angrily, his blood simmering at the thought of what his fa- 
ther’d done to them. The door opened and he stepped out 
into the drenching rain, then reached up, sweeping her into 
his arms, heading for the kitchen door. 

They were soaked by the time they reached the house, and 
Paul hurried into the warmth of the spicy kitchen, running 
smack into Mrs. Sharp. 

“Land sakes! Where have you been?” she exclaimed as he 
stood just inside the door, water dripping from them both, 
and Paul stared at her guiltily. 

“We were out for a ride,” he said, and saw the disbelief in 
her eyes. 

“On a night like this?” She laughed. 

“On a night like this,” he said. “At least that’s what you're 
to tell anyone who might happen to ask, understand?” 

She shrugged. “If that’s the way you want it, Mr. Paul,” 
she answered, 

His eyes darkened. “That’s the way I want it.” 

He was about to start for the hall door to take Gigi up- 
stairs, when it opened wide and Jason came wheeling in with 
Ahmed in tow. They were the last people he’d wanted to see. 
His eyes narrowed irritably. 

“Well, where the hell have you been, and what’s going 
on?” Jason asked as he stopped just inside the room, staring 
at them. “I’ve been worried sick!” 

Paul took a deep breath. He hadn’t expected this. He was 
hoping to sneak in quietly. “Now, don’t get excited, Fa- 
ther—” he began, but Jason interrupted. 

“What’s this Lenore says about something happening to 
Gigi?” he asked. 

Paul clenched his teeth angrily. Lenore! It would have to 
be Lenore. He might have known. “If you don’t mind, , Fa- 
ther,” he said, trying to keep control of himself, “there’s been 
an accident and Gigi had a pretty bad bump on the head. Td 
like to get her upstairs before she gets sick. She’s wet and 
cold.” 

Jason looked at Gigi anxiously, eyes alert, “All right, 
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hurry, get her upstairs, then come down to my quarters. I 
want an explanation. I'll be waiting for you.” He moved aside 
so Paul could get through, his eyes on Gigi’s wet, disheveled 
appearance as Paul swept past him and on out of the room. 

Bridget was waiting for them in Gigi’s room, and as Paul’ 
reached down and turned the knob, swinging the door open, 
she jumped from the chair to greet them. 

“I didn’t tell them anything, Mr. Paul,” she blurted as he 
stepped inside. “Honest. He asked, but I never said a word.” 

Paul smiled wearily as he kicked the door shut behind him, 
“I know,” he said, and walked to the chaise longue, setting 
Gigi down gently. 

“But, Paul, ’'m soaked,” she cried as her wet clothes began 
to seep onto the velvet cover. 

He sat beside her, oblivious of his own wet clothes, “It'll 
dry out,” he said. “Now, I forgot to ask in the carriage. 
How’s your head?” 

She touched it lightly. “It smarts, but I have the strangest 
feeling, Paul. I suddenly remember a large room, and a lot of 
people dressed in strange clothes.” 

He frowned, “Can you remember anything else? When you 
remembered the train wreck, you said you could see another 
woman. Do you know who it was?” 

She shook her head. “No... my mind’s a blank.” 

“It must have been the blow on the head. You may start 
remembering everything now.” His eyes were intent on her 
face. 

She took his hand and squeezed it. “Oh, Paul, I'm 
frightened.” 

He squeezed her hand back, then turned to Bridget. “Fill a 
tub with hot water so she can soak,” he ordered. “She’s going 
to need warming up and drying out.” 

Bridget nodded, disappearing into the dressing room, and 
Paul’s hand tightened on hers. 

“You're going to have to forget what happened in the car- 
Triage tonight, Gigi. You know that, don’t you?” he whispered. 

She sighed. “Can you?” she asked softly. 

His eyes turned a stormy gray, his generous lips drawing 
into a thin line. “Yes.” He released her hand. 

“T don’t believe you.” 

He shrugged. “That’s up to you, but right now I have to go 
down and try to soothe Father, and we'd better have our sto- 
ries straight.” 
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“What will you tell him?” 

“You were out for a ride. Some robbers jumped the car- 
riage. Tuttleby fought them off, but you were hurt in the 
struggle.” 

“Why don’t you tell him the truth?” 

“Can you imagine what he’d do if he knew somebody had 
purposely set a trap for you?” 

She frowned. “That’s what puzzles me, Paul,” she said, 
studying his face. “Why did they do it? Were they trying to 
abduct me? If so, what was their reason?” 

He shook his head. “I wish I knew.” He stood up and 
walked to the French doors, staring out at the rain, wonder- 


ing. 

Was she right? Were they trying to kidnap her? If so, what 
did they want with her? What was the reason for it ail? It 
didn’t make sense. 

Suddenly Bridget came in and shooed Paul out so she 
could get Gigi into the hot tub, and Paul went reluctantly 
downstairs, still wondering. 

Jason was waiting for him in his quarters. The main room 
in his wing was overly large, but contained few chairs or so- 
fas, making it easier for him to move about in his wheelchair, 
The plush surroundings were typical of his expensive and 
somewhat flamboyant taste, including a concealed liquor 
cabinet in one corner, and plush red carpeting. 

Ahmed was nowhere in sight, and Paul assumed he was in 
the bedroom preparing things for the night. 

“Would you care for a drink, Paul?” asked Jason, glancing 
at Paul’s drenched clothes. “You look cold.” 

Paul nodded. He did need a drink, in more ways than one. 
“A small one,” he said. Maybe it would help. “Make it 
brandy.” 

“Now, what’s this all about and where has Gigi been?” 
Jason asked anxiously, as he poured the drinks and handed 
Paul his. 

Paul straightened. “She said she just felt like getting out of 
the house for a ride,” explained Paul, trying to be casual. “So 
instead of disturbing anyone, she talked Tuttleby into taking 
her.” He held up his hand as Jason made a move to protest. 
“Don’t worry, I’ve reprimanded Tuttleby for it already, »so 
you don’t have to do it again.” He tried to soothe him. “Evi- 
dently someone spotted the carriage as belonging to the Lar- 
rabees and figured it’d be easy pickings, To make a long story 
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short, when they discovered Gigi was alone, they started 
roughing her up, but Tuttleby wouldn’t stand for it. In the 
ruckus, he managed to scare them off, but Gigi suffered a 
blow to the head that rendered her unconscious, Tuttleby put 
her in the coach, drove to the nearest house with a telephone, 
and called me for help. He didn’t want to drive her all the 
way home alone. That’s all there was to it.” 

Jason eyed his son skeptically. “You're sure that’s all that 
happened?” 

Paul gestured irritably. “You saw for yourself.” 

' “Lenore said she heard you talking on the telephone, and 
whoever you were talking to, you persuaded them not to tell 
me.” He scowled, disturbed. “You were going to keep it from 
me?” 

Paul’s lips tightened. “Why have you worry? The danger 
Was over.” 

He shook his head. “I don’t like it, Paul,” he said. “I’m go- 
ing to have to caution Gigi about going out alone. We can’t 
have things like this happening.” 

“I’m sure she knows better now,” Paul said as he finished 
the drink and set the empty glass down. “By the way, Fa- 
ther,” he continued, “I'll be gone all day tomorrow. I’m leav- 
ing at daybreak and may not be back until late afternoon. If 
I'm not, make my excuses, will you?” 

Jason eyed him curiously. “May I ask where you're off 
to?” he asked. 

Paul frowned. “It’s personal business. I'd rather not say, if 
you don’t mind.” 

Jason’s eyebrows arched, surprised. “I do mind, Paul.” His 
eyes narrowed shrewdly. “But then, you’re a grown man now. 
I guess I have no right to demand an accounting of your 
time.” He hesitated a moment; then: “Does it have anything 
to do with what we spoke of earlier today?” he asked suspi- 
ciously. 

Paul saw the meaning in his father’s words. “In a way,” he 
said as he turned to leave. “Good night, Father.” 

Jason called to him as he reached the door, “Paul?” 

Paul turned. 

“Break it off gently, Paul,” he said. “Don’t leave any re- 
minders about like I did. Don’t leave any Gigi Rovuviers to 
haunt you and Lenore in later years, all right, son?” 

Paul frowned as he looked at his father’s face. He'd 
guessed right, His father thought he was going to say one last 
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good-bye to his ladylove. The woman he thought Paul was 
seeing on the sly. If he only knew that the woman Paul loved 
was under this very roof, and that he loved her far more than 
his father had loved the first Gigi Rouvier, and it was killing 
him inside... 

“Good night, Father,” he said again bitterly, and closed the 
door behind him, leaving Jason wondering. 

The next morning was July 4, Paul rose before daybreak, 
ate breakfast in the kitchen while Mrs. Sharp was baking the 
day’s bread, then took off on horseback before the sun came 
up over the river. It was a long ride to Mrs. Thornapple’s, 
only he’d make it faster than he and Gigi had done in the 
carriage. As he rode along, oblivious of the people who 
passed him, he thought of all that was happening. 

He remembered now, when he’d first met Gigi, she said 
she felt strange being called Gigi, That she didn’t feel like a 
Gigi Rouvier, and his own feelings had made him wonder 
too. From the very first he’d been attracted to her. It was a 
: body chemistry he couldn’t explain. It was something that 


didn’t happen between sister and brother, at least it shouldn’t. 

Then, last night, when she was coming to, she had called out 

her own name. She had done it just once, but it had been 

enough to start him thinking. Maybe there had been another 
/ young woman on the train. Gigi said she’d seen one when she 
| remembered the train wreck, Maybe she really wasn’t Gigi 

Rouvier. Yet, if she was someone else, why did she look ex- 

actly like ‘the first Gigi Rouvier? His father had found a small 

picture of the original Gigi and had showed it to them, and 

the resemblance was uncanny. If she wasn’t Gigi Rouvier, 
| then who was she, and why was she wearing the brooch, and 

why was the letter found in her handbag? He had to know 
the answers for certain. 

He spurred his horse harder the more he thought, and the 
more he thought, the more nothing made sense. One thing 
was a fact, however: someone was after Gigi. Whether to kiil 
her or not, he didn’t know. But it had to be someone who 
knew about her past. He didn’t like leaving Gigi alone. He’d 
have to try to get back as soon as possible, and he spurred his 
horse even faster, 

He arrived at Mrs. Thornapple’s shortly before lunch, ctt- 
ting the time it had taken them in the carriage in half. When 
Mrs. Thornapple opened the door, she was surprised, and 
didn’t recognize him for a minute in his riding clothes. 
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“Good gracious,” she finally said, admiring the handsome 
figure he made, “yes, I remember you. It was some months 
ago, You're the young gentleman who came after the young 
lady from the train wreck, The one who couldn’t remember 
who she was.” 

Paul nodded. “May I have a few words with you, Mrs. 
Thornapple?” he asked. “It’s quite important.” 

“I do have a visitor,” she said, taking the straight pins 
from her mouth. “But come in, We can talk anyway, if it’s all 
right with you. I’m working on her costume for the parade 
this afternoon.” 

She led him to her parlour, where a woman stood waiting, 
the hem in her red-white-and-blue dress only partly pinned 
up. 
“This is Mrs. Fair, the former Miss Warren, whose 
wedding dress you confiscated that evening,” she said as she 
introduced them. 

“Mrs, Fair?” he said. “’'m glad to see it didn’t deter the 
wedding, and I’m much obliged for the use of the dress.” He 
was sure now, after seeing Mrs. Fair, that the dre&s was far 
more becoming on Gigi than on this thin, hawk-faced woman 
in front of him. 

“What is it you wanted to know?” asked Mrs. Thornapple 
as she got down on her knees and began to work on the 
hem again. 

Paul cleared his throat. “I’m hoping you can tell me if 
there were any other young women in the train wreck. One 
who might have been killed, perhaps, and not identified.” 

“Don’t tell me you made a mistake about the young lady,” 
she exclaimed, looking up at him apprehensively. “Oh, sir, 
that would be dreadful. And her so young and pretty.” 

“No,” he said briskly. “But we think perhaps she may have 
had a traveling companion,” explained Paul. “If there was 
some way to find out...” 

“I sent the other gentleman to Constable Cagan,” Mrs. 
Thornapple said as she looked back again at the hem. “Why 
don’t you try him? He should know.” 

Paul stared at her, perplexed. “What other gentleman?” he 
asked abruptly. 

She kept working on the dress as she talked, the pins shift- 
ing between her lips. “Oh, there was a foreign gentleman who 
stopped by, asking about lady passengers from the train 
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wreck,” she said, sticking pins in the hem. “He asked about 
someone matching Miss Rouvier’s description.” 

“Did you tell him about her?” asked Paul. 

“Why, yes, sir. He even wanted your name, Said he’d stop 
by and pay you a visit.” 
| “You explained about Miss Rovuvier’s amnesia?” asked 

aul. 

“Yes, sir, But he didn’t seem to care.” 

Paul frowned. “You said he was foreign?” 

“Oh, yes,” she said definitely. “He had a terrible accent. 
And he kept calling me ‘sefiora.’ And when he left he said 
‘adids’. Isn’t that Spanish, sir?” she asked. 

It certainly is, thought Paul. He nodded. “Can you give me 
a description of the man?” 

Her eyes narrowed, “Let’s see.” She rested back on her 
heels. “He was shorter than you,” she said thoughtfully. “But 
husky, thick through the middle, and going bald. Had a huge 
mustache and bushy eyebrows, yet strutted around as if he 
was somebody.” She concentrated on her sewing again. 
“Scared me a bit, he did, with his deep, booming voice.” 

Paul sighed. He’d thought she was going to describe André 
de los Reyes, but the description she just gave was decidedly 
not his. He thanked her, then asked for the directions to the 
constable’s office, and left, headed toward the center of town. 
The constable was right where she’d said he’d be, not in his 
office, but helping get ready for the holiday parade scheduled 

_ for late afternoon. 

Paul watched for a few minutes as the constable helped 
put the finishing touches of crepe paper on a horse-drawn 
beer wagon, then Paul sauntered forward, leading his horse. 

“Constable Cagan?” he asked, and the man swiveled 
ground, 

He was heavy-jowled, red-faced, and robust. “At your serv- 
ice, sir,” he said, stuffing what was left of a roll of crepe pa- 
per into the hands of a young lad, who promptly scooted off 
with it to the other side of the wagon. He squinted in the 
late-morning sun. “Something I can do for you?” he asked. 

Paul’s eyes rested momentarily on the shiny badge pinnéd 

_ to the man’s shirt pocket. “I’d like some information, if you 
don’t mind,” he said, and the constable eyed him curiously. 
| “Might be able to help,” he said. “What’s the problem?” 
“It’s about the train wreck back in the spring. I was won- 
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dering if there’s any way I can guarantee a positive identifica- 
tion of one of the survivors.” 

Constable Cagan rubbed his chin, then exhaled noisily. 
“You wouldn’t be referrin’ to that young lady who couldn’t 
remember who she was, would you, sir?” he asked. 

Paul nodded. “She still can’t remember,” he explained, 
“And at times, well... there are times when she says she’s 
certain there has to be some mistake.” 

The constable sighed, then shook his head. “Don’t see 
how,” he said firmly. “’Course, there’s no way to know who 
else was in that coach, except for the charred bodies we 
found, and there were, I think, three unidentified young 
women tangled in the mess. But your young lady was holding 
that little pink handbag so tight we had to practically pry her 
fingers loose. They were wound around the straps, and that 
pretty pin with the jewels on it was pinned to her shawl. 
Now, why would she have them if they weren’t hers?” 

“What of the other women who weren’t identified?” Paul 
asked. “Did they have any personal effects? Any belongings 
that weren’t burned?” 

“Til tell you what,” Cagan said, making sure they didn’t 
need him anymore for parade preparations. “I'll take you 
over to the office and you can look through what we got. If 
itil help any .. . I don’t know.” 

Paul thanked him, then followed him across town to his of- 
fice, tethering his horse at the hitching post out front. 

It took almost an hour to sort through the assorted rem- 
nants, and Paul felt an odd sense of the macabre as he 
studied each piece. There was a partially burned jeweled 
metal hair comb, assorted lockets, watches, and other jewelry, 
with names and initials engraved on some, all blackened from 
the heat. Bits and pieces of charred clothing, shoes and boots, 
but nothing to link anyone to Gigi Rouvier. 

“I’m sorry,” said the constable as he saw the disappointed 
look on Paul’s face. “But it’s like I told that Mexican fella. 
The lady who was at Mrs, Thornapple’s had to be Gigi Rou- 
vier.” 

Paul looked up from the items scattered about the con- 
stable’s desk. “Mrs. Thornapple told me about the Mexican,” 
he said anxiously. “Did he tell you who he was and why he 
was looking for Miss Rouvier?” 

“Well, he wasn’t exactly looking for Miss Rouvier,” the 
constable explained. “He said he was looking for a young 
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Jady, and the description he gave me matched Miss Rouvier.” 

“fer name?” 

He shrugged. “He never gave me her name, only the de- 
scription. Said he was a colonel in the Mexican Army. 
Colone! Alvarez, or something like that. Said the lady he was 
looking for may have been on the train. I told him about 
Miss Rouvier, since the description he gave me fit, and he 
took down your address in New York.” 

Now Paul was really baffled. Why would a colonel from 

) the Mexican Army be looking for Gigi, and why hadn’t he 
contacted them? It didn’t make sense. 

He put all the things back in their small leather bags, 
thanked Constable Cagan, then left, heading back for New 
York City. He didn’t like it. Not at all. Especially after what 
had happened to Gigi last night. 

Last night! He thought back to last night, and his heart 
was heavy as he rode along. He’d hoped to find something, 
anything, to ease his conscience. What happened last night 
between himself and Gigi should never have happened. Yet 

| he had to face the truth. He’d wanted it to happen ever since 
the first moment he’d gazed into those beautiful blue-green 

| eyes of hers, There was something about her that he’d never 
found in any other woman. She had the power to turn his in- 
sides to jelly with just one look from those smoldering eyes. 

If there had just been something, even the slightest indica- 
tion that she wasn’t the real Gigi Rouvier, but he had to face 
that fact too. His morning’s ride, instead of relieving the situ- 
ation, had only made it worse. The proof had been even 
more binding, and there was no way he could try to deny it. 

| He cursed, digging his horse in the ribs, the bright holiday 
suddenly weighing heavily on him, darkening his mood. 


Gigi stretched and sat up in bed, staring at Bridget, who 
had woken her only a few minutes before. 

“How’s your head?” asked Bridget as she set out the 
clothes for her, then went into the bathroom, leaving the door 
open so she could talk as she filled the tub. 

Gigi felt her head. It was sore and tender, but the ache was 
gone, “I’d almost forgotten about it,” she said. And she had. 
Her thoughts had been about Paul, and so had her dreains, 

| but she couldn’t let Bridget suspect. 

She slipped from the covers and hurried through her bath, 
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then let Bridget help her into a gold dress with puffed sleeves, 
draped bodice, and a neckline edged in Irish lace. 

“What are.your plans fer today?” asked Bridget a short 
time later as she began to fix Gigi’s hair. 

Gigi frowned. What were her plans? Then she remem- 
bered, It was the Fourth of July. She’d promised to go riding 
with André in the afternoon, then she, Jason, and Paul were 
to meet Rose and Bruce and their companions at Lenore’s for 
a formal party that evening with fireworks, This morning 
held nothing special. 

She told Bridget her plans, then ended with a casual re- 
mark, wondering what Paul was doing this morning, and was 
surprised to learn from Bridget that Paul had left the house 
on horseback barely at daybreak, and no one seemed to know 
where he’d gone. 

She frowned, watching Bridget as she pinned up her hair. 

“Miss Gigi,” asked Bridget, setting the curls in place, se- 
curing them, “I know it’s not my place, but you did show me 
that note . .. what do you think those men were trying to do 
last night?” 

Gigi saw her worried look, and tried to smile. “Oh... 
who knows?” she said softly. ““There’s been so much publicity 
in the papers lately. They probably figured Mr. Larrabee has 
a great deal of money. It wouldn’t be the first time someone 
was kidnapped and held for ransom.” 

Bridget shivered, then set the last curl in place. “It’s 
frightening,” she said, watching Gigi in the mirror. 

“Then again,” said Gigi, contemplating thoughtfully, “it 
might have something to do with my past.” She turned to 
face Bridget as the girl finished. “After all, Bridget,” she re- 
minded her, “I have no idea what Gigi Rouvier was. She 
could have robbed banks for all I know.” 

Bridget’s eyes sparked. “Miss Gigi, don’t say such things,” 
she said. “It’s nothing to make light of. You could have been 
burt bad.” 

Gigi nodded as she stood up and walked over to the 
French doors, breathing in the warm clean air that filled the 
room, feeling the sun on her face. “Well, I wasn’t hurt,” she 
said. Then felt the bruise on her forehead, “Well, not badly 
anyway,” she corrected herself, then turned back toward 
Bridget. “Did my cape dry out yet?” she asked. 

Bridget shook her head. “I doubt it. I took it outside this 
morning to dry in the sunshine, but I hope it’s not ruined. It’s 
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such a beautiful cape, and cold rainwater isn’t exactly the 
best thing for velvet.” 

Gigi hesitated. She hadn’t thought of that. She’d watched 
Bridget’s eyes last night while she helped her on with the 
cape. It seemed to fascinate her, with its delicate beading and 
embroidered rose design. “You like that particular cape, don’t 
you, Bridget?” she said. 

Bridget blushed. “I think it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve 
ever seen.” She sighed, and her eyes softened as she thought 
of it. 

“Then it’s yours,” Gigi said suddenly. 

Bridget gasped. “Mine?” 

Gigi took a quick last glance at herself in the mirror. 
“Why not?” she said firmly. “Why shouldn’t you have some- 
thing pretty to wear too? And here,” she said, turning to her 
closet, pulling the door open, reaching inside. “You're about 
the same size I am.” She shuffled through the rack of dresses 
and pulled out a blue one with lace and frilis, holding it out 
toward the girl, “And take this,” she said anxiously. “You 
have to have something fancy to wear with the cape.” 

Bridget’s eyes widened. “I... I can’t take that,” she stam- 
mered, but Gigi insisted, 

She walked over and shoved the dress into the girl’s arms. 
“T insist,” she said stubbornly. “They’re my things, and I can 
give them to you if I want. Besides, every girl deserves some- 
thing frilly and frivolous.” 

Bridget shook her head, speechless, as she stared at Gigi, 
the dress clutched hesitantly in her hands. 

“And I won’t take no for an answer,” said Gigi as she 
watched the girl, “Now, why don’t you try it on to make sure 
it fits, while I go downstairs and have breakfast.” 

Bridget didn’t know what to say as Gigi walked up to her 
and helped her hold the dress in front of her to see how it - 
would look. 

“Go ahead, try it on,” coaxed Gigi, then gave Bridget a 
hug. “I want you to have it.” 

Bridget sighed. “I don’t know what to say,” she said, fin- 
gering the delicate, filmy material. She shook her head. “I just 
don’t know what to say.” > 

Gigi smiled. “Then don’t say anything.” She was pleas 
with herself. “Just make sure you wear it, and don’t just hide 
it away to look at.” She was still smiling as she left the room. 

Bridget stood for a long time staring at the dress in her 
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hands, knowing she shouldn’t accept it, yet wanting to so 
badly. Then: “Why not?” she whispered softly to herself, and 
held the dress close against her body as she sauntered slowly 
toward the full-length mirror on the closet door. “Yes, why 
not!” and suddenly she laid the dress down on the bed and 
began to unfasten the front of her plain gray work dress. 

When she reached the dining room, Gigi was surprised to 
find Jason and Rose still at the breakfast table, and she 
couldn’t help but overhear the last of their conversation as 
she crossed the hall from the music room and entered. 

“And J’m sure we won’t have to worry about any more 
nonsense as far as he and Lenore are concerned,” Jason was 
saying. : 

Rose glanced up and saw Gigi, then looked at her father. 
“TI wouldn’t be too sure about that, Father,” she said, eyeing 
Gigi curiously, and Gigi frowned as Jason sensed her 
presence and turned. 

“Well, Gigi,” he said happily. “Come in, come in.” He mo- 
tioned for her to join them. “I was hoping you’d come down 
before I finished. It always brightens my day to visit with you 
at the breakfast table.” , 

Gigi glided into the room and Iet Ahmed emerge silently 
from the shadows to pull the chair out for her, thanking him 
as she sat down. She was used to his presence now, and 
thought little of it, as he often assisted her when the other 
servants weren't about. In fact, it was almost becoming a 
habit to rely on him for little things like helping her into the 
carriage and pulling out her chair at the table. She glanced at 
Jason. “I didn’t mean to sleep so late,” she apologized. “But I 
was so exhausted.” 

Jason reached over, taking her hand, squeezing it affec- 
tionately. “No need to apologize, my dear,” he said, then 
glanced at her forehead. “How’s your head this morning?” 

She extricated her hand from his and reached up, touching 
the bruise. “I hardly know it’s there.” 

Jason motioned to Ahmed, who reached out and pulled the 
bell cord so she could order breakfast, then he went on talk- 
ing. 
“Well, I’m glad you're all right,” he said solicitously. “T 
only hope you'll remember from now on not to go out alone. 
By the way,” he changed the subject readily, “your Mr. de los 
Reyes called already this morning to make sure you hadn't 
forgotten that you were to go riding with him this afternoon.” 
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She sighed. He was the last person in the world she wanted 
to see today, especially after last night, but she had promised. 
“I haven't forgotten,” she said unemotionally. The thought of 
listening to him trying to charm her was irritating. She had to 
admit he seemed nice enough, but he did absolutely nothing 
for her emotionally. 

“He said he’d be here shortly after lunch,” said Jason, then 
motioned for Ahmed. “Now, if my two lovely daughters will 
excuse me,” he went on, “I have some things to do in my 
quarters. Holiday or no, the business still goes on.” ; 

Gigi watched him leave, noting the animated way his face 
moved as he talked to Ahmed about some merger he was 
planning, and she realized once again how much Paul 
resembled him. 

- Rose glanced at Gigi with disdain. “Father seems to think 
things are all right between Lenore and Paul,” she said qui- 
etly, then suddenly added, “What do you think, Gigi?” 

Gigi shrugged as she looked at Rose. Rose was wearing a 
white piqué tennis dress with a sailor’s collar, huge bouffant 
sleeves, snug at the wrist with red and blue satin braiding, 
and the hem of the skirt was trimmed with the same braiding. 
Large white pearl buttons held the low-cut bodice together, 
and streamers of red-white-and-blue ribbon were woven 
through the light brown curls on top her head, ending in 
bows above her right ear. 

“I never thought one way or the other about Paul and 
Lenore,” Gigi said, studying her half-sister. “I think what 
they do is their business.” 

Rose smirked. “Oh, come now, Gigi,” she said, wiping her 
mouth on the napkin as she finished eating. “You and Paul 
spend so much time together. Surely he’s confided in you.” 

Gigi glanced over as the maid came in carrying a tray with 
bowls and platters of fresh food on it, holding them so Gigi 
could choose what she wanted, and she was grateful for the 
distraction. She was unable to look at Rose right now, afraid 
her face would give away her feelings. 

“What's the matter, Gigi?” teased Rose, noticing the slight 
flush to her cheeks. “Does talking about Lenore and Paul 
bother you?” A 

Gigi straightened as she finished filling her plate and set it 
in front of her, then swallowed hard and faced Rose, trying 
to keep her voice calm. “Bother me?" She laughed lightly. 
“Why should it bother me?” she asked, beginning to eat. 
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Rose’s eyes narrowed. “That’s what I'd like to know,” she 
said, then rested her elbow on the table, her chin in her hand, 
leaning on it as she studied Gigi, watching her beginning to 
pick at her food. “Biddy’s been telling me ever so many 
things lately, Gigi,” she said coyly, trying to read the look on 
Gigi’s face. Her eyes were intent on her. “She sees a lot more 
than the rest of us, you know... . Why, she said you were 
in Paul’s arms the day after you got here.” 

The food caught in Gigi’s throat, and she reached for the 
water glass, washing it down the rest of the way as she tried 
to stop her heart from pounding. She set the glass down care- 
fully. “If you mean that day on the terrace when he tried to 
comfort me,...” 

“Oh ... is that what you call it?’ Rose’s. brown eyes 
danced wickedly. “Why, I bet he comforts you a lot lately, 
doesn’t he, dear sister!’ she said sarcastically. 

The color drained from Gigi’s face as she set her fork 
down, staring angrily at Rose, seeing the hatred in her eyes. 
“Just what are you insinuating, Rose? What ate you trying to 
say?” 

“Say? I'll tell you what I’m trying to say,” she said furi- 
ously, unable to hold her tongue any longer. “It’s been obvi- 
ous ever since you came here. I’ve seen the way he looks at 
you when he doesn’t know anyone’s watching. Biddy warned 
us when you first came that you’d be just like your mother. 
She said there’d be trouble, and she was right!” 

Gigi stared. at her, her face pale. “I don’t know what 
you're talking about,” she said. 

Rose took a deep breath, then went on unhindered. “You 
don’t know? Little Miss Innocent, I suppose,” she purred 
viciously, her gold-flecked brown eyes sifting over Gigi con- 
temptuously. “Even Father’s noticed the change in Paul,” she 
went on angrily. “Only, he has no idea it has anything to do 
with you.” 

“Me?” Her voice broke. 

“Yes, you. You think I haven’t seen it? Whenever you're in 
the room, Paul can’t keep his eyes off you, and J’ve seen the 
‘way you look back at him. I’ve watched the two of you for a 
long time now. Don’t you know what you're doing, Gigi?” 
Her eyes blazed, voice lowering ominously. “You're destroy- 
ing Paul,” she cried, trying to keep her voice low. “No matter 
how much you want him, you can’t have him, and he can’t 
have you. Don’t you understand? Don’t you know it’s against 
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the law? It’s against everything holy. It’s sacrilegious.” Her 
yoice trembled. “He’s your brother, Gigi. Your brother! It's 
degenerate and perverted. They have a word for it.” Her lip 
curled viciously. “A nasty word.” 

“Stop it!” cried Gigi, her face livid. “Stop it! You don’t 
know—” 

“Don’t 17? continued Rose venomously. “What's the mat- 
ter, don’t you like the word, Gigi? Does it catch in your 
throat and choke you? Or maybe you've never heard it. Poor, 
innocent girl who's lost her memory,” she cooed, Then her 
yoice became sharp, brittle again. “Didn’t you ever hear of 
incest, Gigi?” she asked heatedly. “Because that’s what it'll be 
if you succeed in what you're doing. Keep on with Paul and 
see Where it'll lead you. You can’t marry him! You're his sis- 
ter, remember? You’re only dragging Paul into the gutter 
with you. You'll destroy him!” 

Gigi stared at Rose, her face ashen, eyes haunted. Oh, 
God! She couldn’t listen. Rose’s words cut her heart like a 
sword thrust, gouging deep into her, ringing in her ears. How 
could she fight back? She couldn't. 

Slowly, as if in a daze, she pushed back her chair and 
stood up, biting her lip, her eyes hollow and empty. She was 
determined not to break down. Setting her napkin down 
mechanically, she turned and walked from the room without 
saying another word, head held high, without even trying to 
retaliate. Any words she might have hurled at her half-sister 
were caught in her throat and would have done little good if 
she’d released them. 

It wasn’t until she was across the hall, into the music room, 
that a sob wrenched its way from deep inside her, and she 
grabbed her skirts, beginning to run, and she didn’t stop run- 
ning until she reached her bedroom, hurling the door open, 
leaning back against it once she was inside. 

Gigi had forgotten about Bridget, and as she stood now 
leaning against the closed door, trying to hold back the sobs, 
she stared at Bridget, who was still parading in front of the 
mirror in the frothy blue dress she’d been trying on. 

“Miss Gigi!” exclaimed Bridget as she whirled around, 
~ aghast at the sight of her. Gigi’s face was white and drawn, 
filled with agonizing torment. “What is it?” the girl asked. 
“What's the matter?” : 

Gigi shook her head, trying to stil! the nausea that fluttered 
in her stomach, wiping the tears away with her fingers, trying 
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to make her heart stop racing. “It’s... it’s nothing, really,” 
she murmured quickly. “I . . . I just never realized Rose 
hated me so much, that’s all!’ she said breathlessly. 

Bridget shook her head as she walked over to the bed and 
slipped hurriedly from the blue dress, putting her plain gray 
cotton back on, then trying to comfort her. “Oh, shucks. If 
that’s all that’s bothering you . . . good gracious, Miss Rose 
doesn’t like much of anybody,” she said matter-of-factly, try- 
ing to make Gigi feel better. “I wouldn’t go letting anything 
she said bother me, if I was you.” Bridget went to the dresser 
and took a handkerchief from the top drawer. “Here, dry 
your eyes,” she ordered affectionately, handing it to her 
mistress. “And remember one thing when Miss Rose starts 
her nasty ways. She’s jealous, Miss Gigi, just plain jealous. 
Why, before you came, she had everything all to herself, in- 
cluding her father and brothers, and she set great store in 
being known as the only daughter of Jason Larrabee, Now 
she has to share the prestige and she don’t like it. No, ma’am, 
not one little bit does she like it.” 

“Prestige?” Gigi gulped back a sob. “What prestige is there 
for someone like me?” she asked, sinking down on the edge 
of the bed, twisting the lace-edged handkerchief in her hands, 
“Prestige!” She said it bitterly. “Ob, yes, I’m Jason Larrabee’s 
daughter, all right. But if it weren’t for his money and influ- 
ence ... You can’t imagine the torture I’ve been through 
since I came here, Bridget,” she said softly. “I didn’t want to 
be Jason Larrabee’s daughter. I don’t want to be now. Oh, 
God! I wish that I could change it all!” 

Bridget knelt beside Gigi and put her hands over her 
mistress’s, Gigi’s hands were as cold as ice. “Please, Miss 
Gigi,” she whispered, trying to warm Gigi’s hands. “Please, 
don’t let her get to you. You're the best thing that’s ever hap- 
pened to this family, and you know it,” she said. “Don't let 
Miss Rose’s jealousy rob you of what’s rightfully yours. Don’t 
pay no attention to her ravings, because that’s all they are.” 
She squeezed Gigi’s hands, then pulled her to her feet. “Now, 
dry your eyes and don’t let it worry you no more. I know 
what you've been through and what you're going to keep go- 
ing through. Remember, I was born out of wedlock too. I 
know what people think.” 

Gigi blew her nose, then stared at Bridget. “Do you know 
what the sons and husbands of these wealthy socialites talk 
about when they get me alone at parties and gatherings?” she 
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asked, sniffing in angrily. “I’ve never told anyone else, but 
T’ve had men make such embarrassing advances to me. Not 
only the eligible men in New York, but some not so eligible. 
That’s the kind of prestige I enjoy.” 

Bridget nodded, “I know,” she said. “And it’s not right. 
And it’s not right for Miss Rose to make you feel miserable 
like this either. She shouldn’t be allowed to insult you like she 
does.’ 

Gigi studied Bridget, then felt a tug at her heart. If only 
she could tell her what Rose’s accusations had been, and why 
they’d hurt her so. But there were things Gigi could never tell 
Bridget, things she could confide to no one, She shuddered, 
remembering Rose’s vindictiveness. That’s one thing Bridget 
had never been accused of, being in love with her brother. 
And the worst part of it was that it wasn’t a lie. It was true. 
God in heaven, it was true! She was in love with Paul, and 
she hated herself for it. 

Slowly she dried her eyes, walking over to look in the mir- 
ror, hoping her eyes would Jose some of their redness. 

Bridget watched her. “You just hold your head up with the 
best of them, Miss Gigi,” she said, watching her try to cover 
the redness with a little face powder. “That’s what my Jamie 
told me.” Her face flushed. “He knows all about me. I felt it 
only right to tell him, and he says it don’t matter where you 
come from, but what you are that counts.” 

Gigi turned to look at her rather wistfully. “It matters 
where you come from too, Bridget,” she said. “At least it 
does where I’m concerned, But then . . . you wouldn’t under- 
stand.” She tried to put Rose’s ‘heated words from her 
thoughts. “You didn’t say,” she said, sniffing in, changing the 
subject, afraid she’d start crying again if she didn’t, “how do 
you like the dress?” 

Bridget gazed at it where she’d set it on the lounge. “Oh, I 
love it,” she said enthusiastically. 

Gigi forced a smile. “Will you promise me to wear it 
tonight when you meet Jamie down by the river?” she asked. 

Bridget smiled back. “I promise,” she said hopefully. “That 
is, if I get to sneak away.” 

“You will,” said Gigi. “The Van Der Lindens are having a 
party, and I won’t be needing you, once I’m dressed.” 

Bridget was pleased, yet she frowned. “Are you sure evtry: 
thing’s all right now?” she asked skeptically. 

“Everything will never really be all right,” Gigi answered 
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dejectedly, her eyes soulfully wistful. “But please, Bridget, 
don’t worry.” 

Bridget was stubborn. “Well, I don’t want you crying any- 
more, especially over Miss Rose. That Biddy has a wild imag- 
ination and a wilder tongue. I imagine she’s been filling Miss 
Rose’s head with all sorts of ravings. I should tell Mr. Paul 
when he gets back. That’s what I should do,” she said. 

“Oh, no!” cried Gigi, grabbing Bridget’s arm as she headed 
for the door with her dress. “Please! Don’t say anything to 
Paul, Bridget,” she said. “I'll make. sure I tell him myself,” 
she assured her. “Please.” 

Bridget nodded. “Well, all right, but you make sure you 
tell him. It isn’t right for Miss Rose to get you upset like 
this.” 

She assured her once more that she’d tell Paul, and Bridget 
left. Gigi sighed, staring at herself in the mirror of the vanity, 
brushing a stray strand of hair back from her forehead. 

“You're a fool, you know that, don’t you, Gigi Rouvier?” 
she said to herself as she stared into the mirror, tears once 
more welling up in her eyes. “A stupid fool!” and she could 
hold back no longer, letting the tears fall free, her heart bro- 
ken in little pieces. What a holiday! She threw the hairbrush, 
stood up, and flung herself on the bed and cried until there 
were no more tears left. 


7 


André was on time again, as usual, which frustrated Gigi, be- 
cause Jason frequently remarked that people who were on 
time were usually responsible and trustworthy, and she didn’t 
want André to be responsible and trustworthy. She wanted 
him to be hateful and mean so she could despise him. But ex- 
cept for the way his dark eyes studied her with an intensity 
that was sometimes frightening, he was the epitome of what a 
man should be. Thoughtful, charming, handsome, loving. 
Then why couldn’t she love him? Why did his claims of un- 
dying devotion and declarations of love leave her unmoved 
and empty inside? 

She’d cried herself out shortly before lunch, but ate in her 
room alone. Now, wearing a new fancy riding suit of deep 
turquoise to match the color of her eyes, which had finally 
lost their redness, she descended the stairs in the drawing 
room to meet him, 

André’s dark eyes pored over her as she approached, Sun- 
light, streaming through the windows behind her, caught her 
dark hair, turning it iridescent, like the feathers of a raven, 
and her face, the blue-green eyes hauntingly brilliant, remind- 
ed him of a painting he had once seen of the Madonna. He 
was sure he’d never seen anyone more beautiful, and told her 
so, watching her blush. ; 

He kissed her hand, then straightened, studying her, 
remembering regretfully how irritated he’d been when they’d 
first ordered him on this assignment. If he’d known she was 
going to be so sensuously beautiful, so warm and vivacieus, 
he would have accepted the orders cheerfully, instead of 
grudgingly. He’d never dreamed the compensations would be 
80 rewarding. His fingers caressed her hand sensuously as he 
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tucked it in the crook of his elbow, and they turned toward 
Jason, taking their leave. 

As they left the house, Gigi squinted, the bright afternoon 
sun hurting her eyes in spite of the wide crown on the softly 
feminine hat she’d been carrying in her hand and now set on 
her head, She felt little like riding, but had to forget some- 
how. The memory of last night was still too vivid in her 
mind, and Rose’s accusing words still echoed loudly in her 
ears. 

She turned to André, forcing a smile to her full lips, won- 
dering if he was really the answer to her dilemma, and some- 
where in the distance, a firecracker exploded. “What do you 
think of our Fourth of July?” she asked, trying to make con- 
versation as they walked toward the stables. 

He smiled, white teeth flashing beneath the dark mustache. 
“It reminds me of home,” he said. “The parades, fireworks, 
crowds, like one of our fiestas.” 

Gigi frowned, suddenly realizing that the day before, when 
her father had been talking about the Fourth of July celebra- 
tion, and about going to the Van Der Lindens’ for a party 
and their private exhibition of fireworks, she had had no idea 
what it was all about and had to ask Bridget to tell her about 
it, She had found out that July 4 was a holiday, a day for 
celebration, but she couldn’t ever remember celebrating it. 
Why? She remembered other things. It was like that day at 
Coney Island when she and Paul had seen the couple swim- 
ming. It had been a shock. Somehow she knew she’d never 
seen or worn a bathing suit before. In fact, the idea of a 
woman baring herself that way in public seemed disgraceful. 
It was the same way now. Somehow she just knew she’d 
never celebrated the Fourth of July before, but why? 

“What's the matter, mi querida?”? André asked softly, 
seeing her frown. “Don’t you enjoy fiestas?” 

“J. | .” Her frown deepened, and she flushed. “I don’t 
ever remember celebrating the Fourth of July before,” she 
said slowly. 

His eyes softened. “Is that so strange?” he asked. “After 
all, there are many things you can’t remember.” 

“But I should think I’d remember this. It’s supposed to be 
the biggest holiday of the year, next to Christmas.” 

“But you have amnesia.” 

“J remember Christmas, though.” 

“You do?” His eyebrows raised, and she paled, kicking a 
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pebble from the dusty drive as they walked, her eyes sud- 
denly fixed on the stable door some yards in the distance. 

“T do,” she said, but didn’t elaborate. “I . . . I remember a 
few things.” She left it at that, reluctant to tell him for some 
reason. And that was strange too. Why didn’t she want to tell 
him? It didn’t make sense. 

But she did remember. Suddenly she remembered guitar 
music, and glowing candles, and a Nativity scene glistening 
like gold, and most of all the piflata. She remembered 
watching it burst open, the presents inside flying in all direc- 
tions. She closed her eyes abruptly, then opened them just as 
quickly again as they reached the stable doors, shaking the 
image from her mind as she greeted Jamie, who was waiting 
for them with her horse already saddled. 

André helped her into the saddle, then mounted his own 
horse, which he’d ridden out from the city and left with 
Jamie on his arrival; then they headed toward the path that 
wound along the riverbank, riding side by side, enjoying the 
warm afternoon sun. 

Bridget stepped from the harness room of the stables and 
joined Jamie by the stable door and watched them ride off. 

“Did you saddle Ahmed’s horse too?” she asked as she held 
her hand above her eyes to shield them from the sun as she 
watched. 

Jamie nodded. “Just like Mr. Larrabee ordered,” and they 
both turned as Ahmed emerged from one of the stalls, lead- 
ing a sleek black stallion. He wore dark pants tucked into 
black boots, and a dark shirt, yet the ever-present red turban 
still covered his head. He led the horse outside, then mounted 
easily, without even looking at them, his eyes riveted toward 
the river; then he headed stealthily after the disappearing 
couple. . 

Gigi and André had been riding for quite some time. The 
ground was wet and soggy, and in some places closer to the 
Yiverbank, it oozed with mud, and they steered their horses 
away from it, 

André had noticed from the start that she’d been moody. 
Usually she was animated and lively, her conversation quick 
and witty, but today something was on her mind. She was 
restless, irritable, even though she tried hard to hide it.,He 
glanced back toward the trees they’d emerged from a few 
minutes before and caught a glimpse of red through the 
leaves and cursed to himself. Ahmed. He was like a leech. He 
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turned back to Gigi, trying to ignore the silent servant. “You 
enjoy the river, don’t you?” he said. 

She nodded. “I often walk to the picnic grove near the 
edge of the river in the evenings,” she remarked. “The air’s 
so fresh and clean.” And Paul’s usually with me when he’s 
home, she thought to herself, then frowned. This was ridicu- 
lous. She had to forget Paul, put him out of her thoughts 
once and for all. Her jaw tightened stubbornly as she glanced 
ahead and caught a glimpse of a tumbledown barn way up 
ahead some distance from the riverbank. At one time it had 
been used to store hay. Now it was abandoned, the roof 
falling in, the door off. 

“Tl race you to the barn!” she cried suddenly, her eyes 
coming alive, and André was taken by surprise as she threw 
her head back reckJessly and dug her heels in her horse’s ribs, 
shooting forward, throwing clumps of mud as she galloped 
across the field. 

He hesitated, but only a second; then his eyes too took on 
a new depth, and he reined his horse after her, leaning low in 
the saddle, catching up to her, and they raced side by side. 

They reined up at the barn together, horses prancing ex- 
citedly, and Gigi leaned back in the saddle, breathing hard. 
“Nothing like getting the cobwebs out, is there?” she gasped 
breathlessly, and he grinned broadly as he leaped from his 
horse and held his hands out for her. 

She laughed to keep from crying, and leaned over, falling 
toward him. 

André watched the light in her eyes warily. It was too 
quick, too vibrant. She was upset, and he wished to God he 
knew why. Had she discovered who he really was? Had she 
begun to remember? What then? 

But no! Her eyes weren’t accusing, or even afraid, they 
were sensuously alive, inviting, yet passionately intense. He 
caught her, letting her fall against him, and he held her there, 
his body tense, alert. He could feel the stirring inside as 
usual, only deeper this time, gnawing and twisting in his 
loins. God, she was lovely. 

“You should have let me win!” she whispered breathlessly, 
looking up at him, and his dark eyes caressed her. 

“I did,” he whispered softly. “Your prize, querida,” and he 
leaned forward, pulling her closer in his arms, his mouth cov- 
ering hers. 

Gigi tried to respond, She wanted to respond. Oh, how she 
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wanted it, but although her lips moved beneath his, there was 
no fire, no warmth, no strange tingling deep in her loins, only 
a slight flush of warmth that crept over her. 

She pressed closer to him, praying to feel something, any- 
thing other than this weak response, but there was nothing. 

André felt the solid warmth of her slight body against him, 
as his lips took hers; then he drew his head back slowly. “Mi 
querida, tus besos son como yino dulce,” he whispered pas- 
sionately, and she answered him, protesting weakly, in his 
own language. 

“No, por favor, no podrds,” she said without thinking, then 
suddenly opened her eyes wide and stared at him dumb- 
founded while he still held her against him. 

She frowned, staring hard into his dark eyes, a weird 
feeling down deep inside, and he spoke to her softly again in 
Spanish, and strangely she understood him, but didn’t answer. 

“Gigi?” he said again, this time in English. “Please, you're 
so lovely. Don’t look so shocked. You know I’ve wanted to 
kiss you since the first night we met.” 

She shook her head slightly, her eyes bewildered, a frown 
creasing her forehead. “I . . . it isn’t that. It isn’t the kiss.” 
Her frown deepened. “I understood you,” she said slowly, her 
eyes intent on his, all remembrance of his kiss pushed to the 
back of her senses. “Don’t you understand? You spoke Span- 
ish, and I understood you.” 

He returned her frown. “So?” 

“Don’t you see?” she said, pushing herself back farther to 
Jook full into his face, yet still letting him hold her. “I know 
what you said. You said my kisses were like sweet wine.” 

“And I meant it,” he replied softly, trying once more to 
kiss her, but she pulled back, wrenching clear of his arms. 

“André,” she said, irritated, “Be serious, please.” Her eyes 
were intense, troubled. “How did I know?” she asked. 

He sighed, gazing at her. “It’s simple, querida,” he said 
slowly. “Your father told me you came from a small convent 
close to the Mexican border. It’s only natural you’d under- 
stand and be able to speak some Spanish. Almost everyone in 
Texas, New Mexico, and Arizona does. It’s no surprise to 
me.” : 
She stared at him, listening to every word of his heavily aC 
cented English, then slowly nodded. “You're right, I sup- 
pose,” she said hesitantly. “I'd forgotten. They said I’d lived 
at... I believe they called it Las Hermanas del Sagrado 
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Corazon de Jesus—the Sisters of the Sacred Heart of Jesus or 
some such name.” 

“si” he answered. “And it’s about thirty miles or so from 
the border of Mexico.” ; 

Suddenly she felt foolish for making such a fuss. But at the 
time .. . Since she’d first met him, André had said a few 
words here and there, and it never occurred to her that she'd 
understood that “S?” meant “yes,” and “querida” meant 
“sweetheart.” It wasn’t until he’d begun to make love to her 
in Spanish that the truth suddenly dawned on her, but 
now... 

“I feel ridiculous,” she said, blushing, but he smiled, and 
she realized how tall and muscular he was. 

His body was like a fine sculpture, well-disciplined and 
taut, His hips slim, shoulders broad, the clothes he usually 
wore—tight pants, silk shirts, and embroidered jackets com- 
mon to his country—accentuating them. He had the same 
forceful, self-assured stride Paul possessed, but his walk was 
brisk, alert, not as casual as Paul’s, and every movement was 
well-calculated, even when he tried to appear at ease. It was 
as if he were playing a part. But then, maybe he was. After 
all, it must be hard to try to make your way in a strange 
country. Especially one so different from his own. 

Gigi reached over and patted her horse’s soft, velvet nose. 
“André, just what are you really doing in New York?” she 
asked suddenly, tired of guessing. 

The corner of his mouth twitched as his eyes held hers. “I 
was wondering how long it'd be before you came right out 
and demanded to know,” he said, then answered, “I work at 
the Mexican consulate here. I’m what you’d call a courier 
perhaps, or an aide to Presidente Diaz. I'm on a special as- 
signment for my government.” He shrugged. “I wish I could 
tell you more, querida, but Ym sorry, I’m not at liberty to 
discuss my work.” 

“Qh.” She smiled saucily, continuing to play the temptress, 
forcing her thoughts away from Paul. “Shall we ride far- 
ther?” she said, reaching for her horse’s reins, and André 
stepped to her side as if to help her mount. 

She reached a hand out for him to steady her while her 
foot moved toward the stirrups, but instead of helping her 
onto the horse, he swung her abruptly into his arms once 
more, his husky laughter falling gently on her ears. 
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“You didn’t really want to ride more, did you, querida?” 
he asked intimately as he gazed into her eyes. 

Gigi sighed. “Not really,” she said, lying to herself, forcing 
herself to play along with his banter, and once more his lips 
found hers. 

This time the kiss was even more sensuous than before, 
and although it took Gigi’s breath away, and brought a re- 
sponse that surprised her, she felt empty inside when it was 
over, and she looked into his dark eyes, “We'd better go.” 
She sighed, disappointed, but André didn’t seem to notice her 
disappointment. 

Pleased with himself, he cupped her chin in his hand and 
kissed her again quickly, full on the lips, then released her 
and helped her to her horse, watching out of the corner of his 
eye to where Ahmed hung back in the shadows of the trees, 
keeping an eye on them. 

André’s hand covered hers as she held the reins, and he 
gazed up at her attentively. “Tonight, Gigi?” he said, his long 
tapered fingers caressing hers. “Do you have plans?” , 

She nodded. “Father made plans some weeks ago, André, 
Pm sorry,” she said. “Perhaps another time.” 

“Tomorrow night?” 

She hesitated, then smiled. “All right. Tomorrow night.” 

“The theater?” 

“The theater will be fine.” 

“Good.” He squeezed her hand, then released it and 
mounted his horse, and by the time they returned to the 
stables, he’d made plans not only for tomorrow night. but also 
for the night after, and the night after that. He was playing 
right into her hands. 


Later that evening as Gigi sat in front of her dressing table 
and let Bridget fix her hair, she thought over the afternoon 
ride and her promise to spend more time with André, It was 
the only way. If she was to forget Rose’s accusations and her 
feelings toward Paul that had kindled the accusations, André 
Was as good a man as any to use. 

Bridget finished Gigi’s hair, and Gigi stood up, appraising 
herself in the mirror. Her dress of red velvet had a hedrt- 
Shaped neckline, cut rather low in front, pushing her full 
young breasts up, making them seem even more voluptuous. 
The girdled waist pulled her in tight and small. She studied 
herself critically for a moment, then reached into the jewelry 
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box on the dresser and took out the diamond-and-ruby 
brooch that spelled her name and fastened it on the front of 
the dress between the soft curves of her breasts. There, that 
looked better; then she inserted small diamond-and-ruby 
teardrops in her earlobes to make her toilet complete. Satis- 
fied, she dismissed Bridget, then started downstairs. 

Paul had returned quietly that afternoon, shortly after she 
and André had returned from their ride, but she hadn’t seen 
him as yet, and he’d mentioned to no one where he’d been. 

They were all seated at the dinner table when she entered 
the dining room. Jason, Bruce, and Paul were in white tie 
and tails, and Rose was in a frothy concoction of sapphire- 
blue chiffon, accented by sapphires in her earlobes and grac- 
ing her long neck. Rose and Bruce were invited to the Van 
Der Lindens’ too. However, Bruce would leave himself to 
pick up Natalie, and Harvey Redding was to pick up Rose. 

Jason smiled, “Well,” he said, his eyes devouring Gigi, 
“you look exceptionally lovely tonight, my dear.” 

Gigi blushed as she sat down. “Thank you.” 

_ “And how was your ride with Mr. de los Reyes?” 

“Fine,” she said; then, for the first time since entering the 
dining room, she glanced directly at Paul. He wasn’t looking 
at her. His eyes held a rather troubled stare, and he was 
studying the floral centerpiece on the table. She glanced back 
to Jason. “We rode along the river most of the way,” she 
went on. “Then stopped for a while by the old abandoned 
barn.” 

Jason’s eyes sparked. “I know,” he said testily. “Ahmed in- 
formed me.” : 

Gigi flushed a deep crimson. Good old Ahmed. She 
glanced back behind Jason’s chair to where Ahmed stood sto- 
ically watching them eat. “I figured he would,” she said qui- 
éetly. 

Now suddenly she did feel Paul’s eyes on her, and when 
she glanced his way, into them, the pain was so intense, it 
was like a knife being forced into her breastbone. It was an 
actual physical pain that made her wince, and she quickly 
looked back to Jason. 

“1 don’t know as I like him kissing you like that,” said 
Jason angrily, not seeing the perturbed look’ that crossed 
Paul’s face as he spoke. “If he’s made any improper ad- 
vances, or forced himself on you, Til see he never comes 
again!” . 
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Gigi’s blush deepened even more, and she shook her head. 
“Oh, no... please. It was just a little kiss. I didn’t mind, 
really,” she said, embarrassed. Her face was as scarlet now as 
her dress. “I... I guess he likes me.” 

“But whom do you like?” asked Rose abruptly, and Gigi’s 
eyes faltered hesitantly as she turned to Rose, wishing she 
were dead, 

“Why, I-—?” Ns 

“Don’t be silly,” Jason interrupted, making it unnecessary 
for Gigi to continue trying to answer. “Gigi hasn’t been here 
long enough to become attached to any one man yet, Rose. 
Have you, my dear?” he said, patting Gigi’s hand. “Give her 
time.” He looked directly at Gigi, noting the high color in her 
face and unusual brilliance of her blue-green eyes. “Besides,” 
he went on, “I want her to take her time before falling in 
love, because I'm going to be very particular about the man 
she finally chooses.” 

Rose looked straight at Gigi, her eyes hard and cold, then 
back to her father. “Perhaps you won’t approve of the man 
Gigi falls in love with, Father,” she said. “Has that ever oc- 
curred to you?” 

Jason shook his head. “Nonsense. Gigi has good taste. 
She'll pick a real man.” He glanced about the table. “Some- 
one like her brother Paul, here!” he said boisterously, and. 
Rose choked, sputtering uncontrollably as the white wine she 
was sipping suddenly went down the wrong way. 

Paul’s eyes met Gigi’s, and he gave her a questioning look 
that wasn’t lost on Bruce as Jason tried to help Rose. , 

_ “Are you all right?” asked Jason, and Rose finally com- 
posed herself, swallowing unhindered. 

“Tm fine,” she gasped, breathing heavily, making sure no 
wine had spilled on her gown, and they were all distracted, 
the conversation forgotten, as the servants began bringing in 
the food. The conversation at the table for the rest of the 
evening was meaningless and trite. 

They were just finishing dessert when Jason suddenly 
turned to Paul. He’d been picking at his food during most of 
the meal, and once Paul had even asked him if he was feeling 
all right, but he’d assured him he felt fine. P 

“Paul?” he said now, resting his spoon easily against sis 
dessert dish, his hand shaking slightly. “I’m afraid you were 
Tight.” His eyes had lost much of their luster, and his mouth 
looked drawn and pale. “My stomach’s a little upset,” he 
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said. “And J don’t feel quite up to it.” He set down his nap- 
kin. “Would you mind too much giving my best to Katrin 
and Nets?” he asked. “Tell them I just can’t make the festivi- 
ties tonight.” 

“Are you sure it’s not serious?” asked Bruce, watching his 
father closely. “You look pale, Father.” 

Jason shook his head. “It’s nothing, really. I think I’ve just 
been going too much lately and eating too much good food. 
I'm not as young as I used to be, you know.” 

“Are you sure this whole business hasn’t been too much for 
you, Father?” asked Rose snidely. “It has been a bit much.” 

He continued to shake his head stubbornly. “Nonsense! 
I've been enjoying every minute.” He smiled at Gigi. ‘Tm 
just tired.” He rubbed his brow. “And I've eaten too much, 
that’s all.” He gestured, and Ahmed was with him immedi- 
ately, pulling the wheelchair from the table. 

“See that he gets to bed right away, Ahmed,” said Paul as 
the red-turbaned servant turned the wheelchair around. 
Ahmed nodded. 

“Don't be silly,” protested Jason as Ahmed headed for the 
door. “I'll just rest a little.” He looked back over his shoulder 
at Ahmed. “Paul’s just being fussy, Ahmed. I’m all right,” he 
assured him. “Just a little under the weather, that’s all,” and 
he smiled as he bid them all good-bye while Ahmed maneu- 
vered the wheelchair through the door into the hall. 

They finished eating quickly, with little conversation, most 
of it centering around Jason’s health; then Paul pulled the 
bell cord and one of the young girls came in from the 
kitchen. 

“Tell Mrs. Sharp to have Tuttleby meet us around front 
with the carriage, and send up for Miss Gigi’s wrap,” he in- 
structed as the girl stood waiting. “We'll be leaving shortly.” 

She nodded, then left. 

He stood up and came around, helping Gigi with her chair, 
trying to keep himself composed. They had weathered the 
meal fine, addressing each other as little as possible, only 
their eyes communicating, and all evening Gigi sensed anger 
in Paul. Now her heart stood still in her breast as she realized 
they’d be riding to the Van Der Lindens’ in the carriage 
alone. 

“If you'll excuse the two of us,” Paul said to Rose and 
Bruce as he took Gigi’s arm. “Lenore asked if I'd get there 
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early. We'll see the two of you there later, at about eight- 
thirty?” 7 

They both nodded, muttering in agreement to his question, 
and Rose gave Gigi a penetrating, forceful look that Paul 
couldn’t fathom. It wasn’t a look of hatred or anger, but a 
smug look that seemed to say: I told you so. 

He shrugged, frowning as he escorted Gigi from the dining 
room to the foyer, where they met Bridget at the front door. 
She helped Gigi on with her black velvet cape, and they left 
the house. 

Usually July evenings were hot and humid, but for some 
reason the past few days had been stormy and exceptionally 
cool, Now, tonight, a chill still clung to the air. Tuttleby ar- 
rived in front with the closed-in carriage as they descended 
the steps. It was dark out, and Paul held Gigi’s arm, helping 
her into the coach, The fiesh on her bare elbow where his fin- 
gers rested tingled at his touch. 

He turned to Tuttleby. “The Van Der Lindens’,” he said, - 
then climbed inside and sat down beside her, closing the car- 
riage door behind him. 

They sat quietly side by side, neither one talking, yet very 
aware of each other as the carriage began to move down the 
drive; then suddenly Paul straightened angrily, his jaw 
tightening. 

“You let him kiss you?” he asked furiously, and Gigi held 
her breath momentarily, not knowing what to say. 

So that’s why he was upset. “Does it matter?” she said 
slowly, wanting to hate him. “Does anything really matter 
anymore, Paul?” she cried. 

“You know it does!” 

“Tt shouldn’t!” 

“Don’t you think I don’t know that?” He turned to her re- 
luctantly, knowing that when he looked into her eyes like this 
the battle to keep from kissing her was all the harder to fight, 
yet he couldn’t help himself. He had to know what she felt. 
“Just the thought of him holding you .. .” He looked away 
again hurriedly, not trusting himself. “I went to Mrs. Thorn- 
apple’s this morning,” he said, 

“Why?” : 

“Why?” He shrugged. “I don’t really know.” He frowned, 
looking back into her eyes, his face revealing the fight he was 
close to losing. “I guess I had some crazy notion that maybe 
you were someone else... at least I was hoping.” 
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“And?” 

He looked away again. “Nothing. Everything there only 
confirms it, One thing, though,” he said, and this time when 
he looked at her, his eyes were puzzled, “Do you happen to 
remember a Colonel Alvarez?” he asked curiously. “Rather 
fat, big mustache, deep voice?” 

She shook her head slowly. “No.” Her voice lowered. 
“Only, I did learn something today, Paul,” she offered hesi- 
tantly, glad to talk about something less hurtful’ “I can un- 
derstand and speak Spanish fluently. At first it frightened me, 
but André said it’s because the convent I was in is near Mex- 
ico. What do you think?” 

He thought for a minute. Could it be? Or was there some 
connection with Alvarez and André? Had they both known 
her before? He didn’t want to scare her needlessly, yet they 
had to find the answers somewhere. In her memory? Perhaps. 

“He’s probably right,” he said, and the lines in his forehead 
creased into a deeper frown. “But it does seem strange, be- 
cause the colonel I mentioned was at Mrs. Thornapple’s look- 
ing for a woman of your description, and he’s a member of 
the Mexican Army.” 

“The Mexican Army?” She shook her head, baffled. “What 
would I have to do with the Mexican Army?” 

He sighed. “I don’t know, but I’m certainly going to try to 
find out.” 

They rode along in silence again for a short time, once 
more aware of the tension between them, and this time it was 
Gigi who spoke first. 

“I’m sorry,” she said softly, in answer to the first words 
Paul had spoken earlier. “I thought if I let him kiss me and 
make fove to me, I’d be able to forget what happened last 
night, like you told me to,” she said. 

Paul didn’t answer. There was no lantern lit in the coach 
tonight, but Gigi could see his profile framed in the window. 
His lips were tight, jaw firm, head erect, staring straight 
ahead. 

“You did say to forget, didn’t you?” she asked. 

“Yes!” 

“Have you?” 

He sighed, then suddenly turned toward her, and all his 
resolve was forgotten. He couldn’t help it. She was like a 
breath of air to him, and he was drowning in her nearness, 
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his whole body vibrating with emotion. He reached out 
slowly and pulled her to him. 

“You knew last night that I could never forget, didn’t 
you?” he whispered huskily, and she sighed, melting against 
him. 

His lips found hers in the darkness, and once more they 
clung to each other, afraid to let go. It was madness, insanity, 
and they both knew it, yet he kissed her passionately, his 
hands caressing her soft warm body, the sweet heady 
fragrance of her perfume making his head reel. 

He smothered her with kisses, his lips caressing her eyes, 
her throat, tingling against her ears .as he whispered her 
name, bringing her body to life, and she responded to him 
fervently, offering in return the passion and ecstasy he 
pleaded for. 

Suddenly he stopped kissing her, his lips only inches from 
her ear. “I can’t go,” he whispered huskily as he held her 
close. “I can’t. Not tonight. I can’t take you to Lenore’s.” 

She gasped, drawing back to look into his face. “We... 
we have to go. They’re expecting us,” she murmured breath- 
lessly. 

“No!” His answer was vehement, filled with the passionate 
storm that raged within him. “I won't be in the same room 
with you and not be able to touch you,” he said. “Not 
tonight.” His voice was deep, husky. “I know it’s wrong, but I 
want to be alone with you, just the two of us. I can’t bear the 
thought of trying to be nice to Lenore when what I really 
want is to be with you. I’ve put in enough evenings watching 
_ men making passes at you. I couldn’t stand that, not now. I 
have to have one night to remember for the rest of my life. 
Let’s forget who we are and what we are, only for tonight, 
Gigi. Let’s go where we can be alone, just the two of us.” 

She sighed, knowing it was wrong, but unable to help her- 
self. “Yes ... oh, yes,” she whispered. 

He reached up and slid back the panel above his head. . 
“Tuttleby?” 

The voice came back loud and clear as Tuttleby stuck his 
mouth close to the panel. “Yes, Mr. Paul?” 

“Take us to Central Park, Tuttleby,” he said. { 

Tuttleby was taken aback. “Yes, sir,” he said hesitantly, 
then added, “But, sir, the Van Der Lindens’?” 

“To hell with the Van Der Lindens tonight, Tuttleby,” 
Paul yelled up to him, his face flushed with excitement. “Gigi 
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and I are going to Central Park. We have our own way of 
celebrating the Fourth of July,” and his voice had a ring to it 
Tuttleby had never heard before. “Now, on to the park.” 

Tuttleby shrugged, shaking his head. He didn’t like it. No, 
sir, he didn’t like it at all. “Yes, sir,” he said reluctantly, 
straightening in his seat. 

Paul closed the panel, then reached out and cupped Gigi’s 
face in his hand. He could barely make out the soft, warm, 
blue-green eyes and voluptuous mouth. 

“What will you tell them?” she asked suddenly, and he 
stared at her as if mesmerized. 

“Til think of something.” He kissed her lightly, his lips 
barely brushing hers. “Right now I don’t care,” he whispered 
against her mouth. “Right now all I want is to be with you,” 
and he kissed her deeply this time, with all the urgency the 
moment demanded, and Gigi felt the glow spread through 
her, making her body throb.. 

The ride tonight took longer than Paul thought it would, 
but they didn’t care, Even when crowds blocked the streets 
and children threw firecrackers at the horses, spooking them, 
making Tuttleby curse, neither Paul nor Gigi seemed to 
mind. 

Everyone in New York City was out tonight, and there 
were numerous neighborhood festivals, parties, and street 
dances. In spite of the coolness of the evening, spirits were 
high and the general air of celebration seemed to reach ev- 
eryone. 

At the crowded entrance to the park, Paul gave instruc- 
tions to Tuttleby that he could do as he wished, only pick 
them up back here after the fireworks display. Then he and 
Gigi melted into the crowd. 

The night air was warmer here away from the windswept 
river, and the milling crowd radiated its own heat. They 
moved along slowly with the crowd, holding hands, making 
their way along one of the paths, stopping occasionally to 
watch something interesting, moving haphazardly past trees, 
shrubs, and benches until they finally came to an open area 
where people were dancing on a special platform built just 
for tonight. There was a railing built around the platform, 
draped with red-white-and-blue bunting, and a small orches- 
tra sat in one corner of the platform. The music was loud 
and exuberant, and the people even louder as they whirled 
around the floor to a rousing polka. 
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They leaned against the railing for a long time watching 
the dancers; then Paul caught Gigi’s hand in his as the musi- 
cians started playing a slow waltz. “Shall we?” he asked, mo- 
tioning toward the dancers, his gray eyes intense, and she 
nodded. 

They left the railing and joined the others on the low plat- 
form. Some of the couples looked at them rather curiously as 
Paul took Gigi in his arms, and she felt self-conscious. 

“They’re staring at us,” she said furtively. 

He smiled. “I don’t imagine they see many men in white 
tie and tails,” he said. 

Gigi frowned. “What if they recognize us?” 

Paul glanced about quickly, then looked back at Gigi. “I 
don’t suppose any of them read the society pages, so we 
should be safe.” 

She watched the other dancers furtively for a few minutes. 
Paul was right. No one was paying the least bit of attention 
to them anymore. They were too busy enjoying themselves. 

The waltz should have been light and gay, with violins and 
piano so they could lose themselves in its strains, but instead, 
it was brassy, the band composed of horns, accordion, and 
drums, ruining the tempo with its harshness, They tried, but 
it just wasn’t the same, and the music lost some of its magic 
in the process. 

Paul’s jaw tightened irritably as he held her close in his 
arms. Something wasn’t right. It was as if the brash music 
was mocking them, revealing to the whole world the sordid 
taint that haunted them. He inhaled suddenly as the music 
_ ended. “Let’s get out of here,” he whispered hoarsely, his lips 
brushing her hair, and she pulled back, gazing up at him. 

She saw the pain in his eyes as his hand found hers and he 
led her through the bustling crowd. They stepped off the plat- 
form and walked away as the band began another rousing 
polka and the dancers again started stomping the floor. 

“T’m sorry,” he said as they strolled side by side, moving 
out among the grass and trees, beginning to lose the strains of 
the music behind them as the other sounds of the almost car- 
nival-like atmosphere mingled with the polka. “I didn’t know 
it'd be this noisy.” , - 

She kicked at a blade of grass at the side of the trail with 
the toes of her red satin slipper. “It’s not noisy here,” she 
said, and he looked around. 

She was right, They’d reached a quiet area of the park, 


122 June Lund Shiplett 


dark and secluded, where the noise of the crowd and band 
music were only a jumble of distant cacophony on the night 
breeze. Even the trails were almost deserted. 

“So I see,” he said, and smiled. “(Come on.” 

He took her hand, pulling her off the main trail, and she 
followed silently for some time, stumbling erratically between 
the trees and bushes, trying to keep up with his long stride. 
Then suddenly, as she realized they were in a deserted spot 
deep in the park, he stopped. 

“Where are we?” she asked breathlessly, looking up at him. 

He pulled her into his arms, his lips nuzzling her neck. 
“Who cares?” He sighed huskily, ““What’s important is that 
we're alone at last,” and his mouth covered hers in a long, 
searing kiss that fused her nerves together into an explosive 
charge tucked deep in her loins. 

“Oh, God, Paul,” she whispered as he drew his mouth 
from hers. “I love you so much!” 

His fingers touched her cheek, brushing a stray strand of 
hair from her lips as he looked down at her, and he kissed 
them, lightly this time, teasingly, and she trembled. 

“You're cold?” he asked. 

She shook her head. “No.” 

“Frightened?” 

“A little.” 

“Of me?” 

She sighed. “Of myself. I don’t think I’ve ever felt so 
strongly about anything before as I feel about you,” she said. 
“T couldn’t have, and it scares me.” 

“TI know.” She was so small, so fragile. Almost lost in his 
arms. He cupped her head in his broad hand, his fingers 
buried in her hair. 

“Paul?” Her eyes grew misty. “What do we do tomorrow, 
Paul?” she asked, “And the day after that, and the day after 
that?” but he kissed her lips, stopping her. 

“We don’t talk about tomorrow,” he said, his mouth 
against hers. “Dammit, Gigi, I'm only human!” He drew his 
lips away and looked deep into her blue-green eyes, watching 
the moonlight begin to dance in them as it rose above the 
trees behind him. “We made a promise, remember?” he said. 
“Tonight’s ours. It may be the only night we'll ever have, but 
it’s ours, and no one or nothing will ever take it from us. 
Remember?” 

She stared up at him, her eyes caressing his ruggedly hand- 


HOLD BACK THE SUN 123 


some face, looking into his warm gray eyes, moving over his 
Sensuous mouth. Yes, she’d promised him. Tonight would be 
theirs. Something to have for always, even though they could 
never truly have each other. She sighed, accepting the fact 
that when morning came it would never be again, Not for 
them. 

“I remember,” she said through tears. “Only, I wish I could 
hold back the sun, because I don’t know if I'll be strong 
enough when tomorrow comes.” 

A long agonized groan wrenched itself from deep inside 
Paul, and he held her even closer, “] love you, Gigi,” he 
whispered softly, almost angrily. “It’s wrong, and indecent, 
and immoral, and I know it, and I’ve cursed myself a thou- 
sand times for it, and yet I can’t help myself. I love you!” 
and with this cry he pulled her with him onto the soft, cool 
ground, nestling her back against a small clump of grass, 
where they were unseen by anyone who might happen to 
wander by. 

He took the cloak from her shoulders, rolled it into a pil- 
low, and tucked it beneath her head, watching the moon- 
beams play in her dark hair and about her face. 

“You're so lovely,” he said softly as he settled on his stom- 
ach beside her, leaning on one elbow, looking down, and she 
reached up, running her finger down his prominent 
cheekbone and across his firm chin. 

ahaa are you going to tell them back at the house?” she 
asked. 

He shrugged. “The truth.” 

Her eyes widened. “The truth?” 

_ “After we left the house, I decided to take you to see what 
it’s like to be in Central Park on the Fourth of July. Father 
knows they always have a big celebration here, with dancing 
and fireworks.” 

“How about the Van Der Lindens? We didn’t let them 
know we weren’t coming,” 

“It’s simple,” he said. “There were too many crowds, and I 
couldn’t get to a telephone.” - 

“You think they'll believe it?” ; 

“Father will. After all, you're my half-sister.” _" 

“But what of the rest of the family?” She suddenly remem- 
bered Rose. Her voice lowered. “What will they think?” 

He smiled wickedly. “Who cares?” He leaned over and 
kissed her. 
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Oh, God, she thought, letting his kiss flow through her like 
liquid fire. She was so ashamed. She should tell him about 
Rose, about Rose’s suspicions and accusations. She should 
push him away and put an end to this whole affair, but she 
couldn’t. Here in his arms, with his mouth on hers, his hand 
caressing her, moving deftly to release her breasts from the 
confines of her bodice, she was lost. There was nothing to do 
but surrender. 

She gulped back tears as his mouth left her lips and trailed 
its way down her throat to her breast, his tongue tracing the 
outline of her nipple as it hardened, and a sigh escaped her 
lips. “Please, Paul,” she whispered softly. “We mustn’t!” 

His breath was warm on her skin, his heart pounding as his 
lips traced the path of his tongue back up, then moved once 
more to her mouth. 

“Don’t worry, I’m not,” he whispered gently, after kissing 
her once more. “I’m not that crazy, not yet. I only wanted a 
little, A taste of what might’ve been, if circumstances were 
different.” His eyes grew stormy and passionate as they 
looked into hers, and somehow she knew no man had ever 
looked at her like this, or aroused her like this. “I wish to 
God I could give you more, Gigi,” he said softly. “I wish I 
could give you the love you should have. To feel the warmth 
of your body next to mine, and the ecstasy I know we could 
give each other. But I won't. Pil ache like the devil, I know, 
but I still have some sanity left.” 

“Oh, Paul! My darling Paul!” she moaned softly, reaching 
up, sinking her hands in his dark hair, ruffling it, pulling his 
head down so his face was buried in the cleft between her 
full breasts, and he kissed them passionately, then once more 
sought the comfort of her mouth, his tongue parting her lips, 
exploring its sweetness as an owl hooted somewhere out in 
the park, and overhead the moonlit sky suddenly erupted into 
a myriad of sparkling colors. 


Bridget waited until Jason retired to his quarters, Bruce left 
to pick up Natalie, and Harvey Redding arrived to escort 
Rose to the Van Der Lindens’; then she grabbed a pitcher of 
warm water and hurried to her room in the servants’ quarters 
above the kitchen. All day she’d been thinking of the dress 
and cloak Gigi had given her. She’d never had anything so 
beautiful to wear before in her life. 

She closed the door to her small room hurriedly, and 
sighed, setting the pitcher on the water closet, then slowly 
moved to the armoire in the far corner and took the dress 
and cloak out, laying them neatly across the bed, She stared 
at them for some time, hardly able to believe that they were 
really hers, then slowly began to undress. Tossing her gray 
uniform at the foot of the bed, she let out a furtive giggle, 
then poured the water in the basin and started washing. 

This finished, she slipped on two more petticoats, then 
carefully lifted the dress and pulled it on over her head, fas- 
tening the pearl buttons up the front as she stared at herself 
in the mirror above the dresser. The material felt sensuous 
against her fingers, soft and sheer, and suddenly she felt so 
different. She was no longer a clumsy girl or an inexperienced 
young lady’s maid, she was a grown woman. The dress 
seemed to change her. She stared at herself studiously, tilting 
her head this way, then that, noting the graceful curve of her 
cheekbone. Yes, the dress definitely made a difference. 

Even her skin took on a gtow, as did her smile. And her 
eyes. She leaned closer to the mirror. She never realized’ how 
brown they were. The pale blue of the dress made them look 
like pools of dark coffee. And her hair! She straightened 
again, lifting it gracefully from her neck, holding it atop her 
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head, and the transformation was astounding. Why, dressed 
like this, she was even prettier than Miss Rose. 

She picked up the hairbrush, brushed her hair to.a glowing 
sheen, then twisted it, fastening the heavy coil atop her head 
with hairpins. The effect was much better than just plopping 
it up any old way, She made sure it wouldn’t fall, then went 
back to the bed and picked up the cape, fingering the bead- 
ing, running her hand across the rich blue velvet. 

She twirled it around, nestling it onto her shoulders care- 
fully, then fastened it at the neck. Now the transformation 
was complete. She liked it. She glanced quickly at the uni- 
form crumpled on the bed, then back to the mirror, and 
sighed, pulling the cloak tighter about herself, feeling its lux- 
urious satin lining against her flesh where it was fastened. 

Satisfied that there was nothing more to be done to make 
herself look any lovelier, she turned the lamp down low and 
left the room, closing the door softly behind her. 

The stairs from the servants’ quarters came down into the 
kitchen next to one of the huge fireplaces, and she crept 
down them cautiously, hoping on hope that no one would be 
about, All the way down, she’d smelled the aroma of cinna- 
mon buns baking and coffee perking, but when she stepped 
into the kitchen, not even Mrs. Sharp was in sight. She 
straightened, listening, afraid, but hearing nothing except the 
bubbling sound of the coffee as it brewed on the stove. 

Gingerly she made her way across the room to the back 
door, opening it easily so it wouldn’t click, then quickly 
slipped outside. It was pitch dark, the moon still hidden be- 
hind trees on the horizon. She had promised to meet Jamie at 
a quarter to nine down by the river at the old picnic grove 
some distance from the house, and she was late. 

Moving swiftly, she hurried down the sloping lawn, holding 
up her skirts so as not to trip, her eyes squinting into the 
darkness. She reached the edge of the lawn in minutes and 
skirted it, finally finding the path that led through the small 
grove of trees and bushes that separated the picnic grounds 
from the house. 

As she stepped off the lawn onto the path, she stopped 
abruptly and hesitated, dropping her skirt, straightening it, 
then readjusted the cloak on her shoulders, She had to look 
just right. Just like a lady, because that’s how she felt tonight, 
like a lady. A real honest-to-goodness lady, Jamie would be 
so proud, 
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Her head went up, nose thrust into the air sedately, and af- 
ter taking a deep breath, determined to look as womanly as 
she felt, she began walking carefully down the dark path, 

Usually she and Jamie met behind the stables, but tonight 
she knew she'd be late so she’d told him to go on ahead and 
she’d meet him at the river. Now, suddenly, as she moved 
farther along the path, she began to wonder. if it had been 
such a good idea. Not only was it exceptionally dark, but the 
moon that was rising couldn’t reach in here among all the 
trees, and it made it even darker, She could barely see her 
hand in front of her face, 

A chill ran through her, and she stopped hesitantly, 
reaching up, pulling the hood of the cloak up over her head. 
She hadn’t realized when she’d left the house that the night 
air was so cool. It must be because she was closer to the river 
now. She stood quietly for a minute, listening to the night 
sounds, then took a deep breath and started out again. A few 
steps farther, she stopped again. This time her ears pricked 
up and she held her breath. 

What was that? The usual sounds seemed to be magnified 
all around her. Suddenly a twig snapped somewhere close by, 
and she inhaled sharply, every nerve alert, straining her ears, 
her eyes trying to pierce the darkness. She stood motionless, 
listening, but heard nothing more, Only the constant chorus 
of crickets and tree frogs. 

Swallowing hard, she tried to admonish herself for being so 
foolish, Telling herself it was probably just a rabbit, or field 
mouse, or even one of the cats from the stables prowling 
about, she moved again, beginning to walk once more, slowly 
this time, and with far less abandon than when she'd left the 
house, She’d gone only a few steps when suddenly her heart 
fell to her stomach, and this time she knew it had been no 
mistake, She stopped, whirling around, listening, her mouth 
dry. Behind her on the path she could hear footfalls, Not 
loud, but soft, as if someone was trying not to be heard. 

“Who’s there?” she gasped breathlessly, hoping to hear 
Jamie’s welcoming voice, but instead the footsteps stopped, 
and only the night sounds went on. “Who's there?” she re- 
peated again, louder, Still nothing. at 

She bit her lips, wondering what to do. Her knees were 
shaking now, her eyes misting, If it had been Jamie, he’d 
have answered. He’d never frighten her like this. But since it 
wasn’t Jamie, then who? It was so terribly dark. 
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She turned again and moved a few feet further, listening 
apprehensively. Once more the footsteps moved with her. 

Oh, God! Who was out there? Her heart was pounding as 
fear gripped her, and her feet suddenly began to move faster 
along the path. She no longer thought of the dress and cloak 
she wore, or of being a lady, or anything else. Her only 
thought was to reach the picnic grounds and Jamie. 

Suddenly, as she stumbled along in the darkness, she real- 
ized whoever it was was no longer trying to be quiet, and 
that her pursuer was quickly closing the distance between 
them. She broke into a run as the footsteps grew louder. 

Her cloak caught on bushes, and the uneven ground 
slowed her down, but she plunged forward anyway, the 
steady beat of her racing heart thudding in her ears. along 
with the crashing, pounding footsteps that echoed behind her. 

She was almost there. Just a little farther. If only... 
Quickly she glanced back. The footsteps seemed to be on top 
of her now, and as she continued to run, anxiously watching 
the path behind her, a huge figure loomed out of the darkness 
so quickly she had barely enough time for a strangled sob to 
escape her lips, then strong arms imprisoned her, one arm 
working like a vise across her throat, and she felt the air 
being cut off. 

She gasped, choking, pulling and clawing at the arm that 
was cutting off her wind, trying to get air in her lungs as a 
voice close to her ear whispered hoarsely, “Well, sefiorita, so 
we meet again, eh?” She could feel his hot breath on her ear, 
the faint smell of garlic filling her nostrils. “There’s no use 
struggling, you know,” he went on. “You're going with us this 
time whether you want to or not,” but before he could get 
her fully subdued, she began to kick and flail at him, trying 
to break his hold. 

His arm tightened, pressing harder against her windpipe, 
and Bridget felt the world begin to reel. She tried to keep on 
fighting, tried to breathe again, but it was useless, and her 
lungs felt like they'd explode, as a cold blackness engulfed 
her, carrying her into oblivion. 


Jamie sat on top of the picnic table waiting. He’d already 
been waiting for quite some time, and was getting impatient. 
He tugged at the sleeves of his good suit coat and smiled to 
himself, pleased. Bridget was sure in for a surprise, She had 
no idea he had the buggy waiting by the stables and was 
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planning to take her for a ride. Maybe they'd even get to see 
fireworks somewhere. He smoothed a callused hand through 
unruly brown hair and glanced toward the path again, sigh- 
ing. 

She said she’d be late, but this late? It wasn’t like Bridget. 
Not at all. She was up to something. He leaned forward, 
looking out over the river, where the moon had just cleared 
the trees. It was light enough here at the picnic grove, but 
terribly dark in the woods. Frowning, he glanced once more 
toward the path, eyes straining. Maybe he ought to go meet 
her. After all, it'd be the gentlemanly thing to do, and it 
wouldn’t hurt. She might be afraid in the dark. 

Shrugging, he slid his lanky frame from the table and 
straightened, then suddenly tensed. What the hell! A strangled 
cry broke the stillness, and the hair on his neck prickled. He 
swallowed cautiously, a lump in his throat. Bridget! 

His heart dropped to his stomach, and he raced across the 
Picnic grounds to the path, plunging into the woods, lanky 
legs adjusting quickly to the uneven ground as he ran. He 
could hear struggling now, and mufiled sounds as the 
darkness seemed to swallow him up. His eyes were just get- 
ting used to the dark when he saw them up ahead. There 
were two men, vague, dark shadows on the path. One was 
holding Bridget in what looked like a headlock, and the other 
was doing something at her feet. 

He saw her body suddenly slump, and he let out an en- 
raged bellow that echoed through the woods, startling them 
as he lunged forward, grabbing the man who was holding 
Bridget. The man was paunchy and fat, his breathing 1a- 
bored. One of Jamie’s hands landed across his face, fingers 
digging into his flabby jowls, while Jamie’s other hand 
reached around, pulling the man’s arm from Bridget’s throat, 
twisting it around to meet his back. 

The man grimaced, grunting something unintelligible, and 
released his hold. Her support gone, Bridget slid forward, 
landing directly on the other man, who'd been trying to tie 
her feet together with a rope. The man’s hands clenched on 
the rope harder when she knocked into him. He tried to,keep 
his balance, but couldn’t, and sprawled on the ground, 
Bridget’s unconscious body a deadweight on top of him. * 

He gasped, heaving air into his lungs, then shoved hard, 
pushing her still form off, while Jamie and the other man 
continued struggling. Regaining his feet, the thinner of the 


130 June Lund Shiplett 


two men sized up the situation quickly. The intruder was 
younger and taller than his partner, with less flesh to hamper 
him, the strength in his arms reinforced by anger. His partner 
didn’t have a chance. The rope still in his hands, the thinner 
man rushed in to help, trying to swing it over Jamie’s head, 
to catch it around his throat, but Jamie was too quick. © 

He released the fat man, shoving him to the ground, 
grabbed the rope as it tried to snake about his neck, and spun 
the man with the rope around, slamming him into a nearby 
tree. 

The man let out a yelp and slid down the trunk, the wind 
partially knocked out of him, as his partner stared from the 
ground in disbelief. Cursing, spluttering like a madman, the 
man with the rope gained his knees, then straightened all the 
way again, breathing heavily as he stared at the intruder, who 
was like a young bull. Long, wiry, and all muscle, There 
wasn’t a chance in a million. 

Hating to admit defeat, but hating more the idea of getting 
caught, the man motioned for his partner to stay put, then 
dropped the rope and reached down, pulling a knife from its 
sheath, waiting. 

Tears filled Jamie’s eyes. He hated to fight, hated it with a 
passion, but these men bad hurt Bridget. They had to pay. He 
felt a new surge of strength flow through him. 

The fat man was still on the ground, but the man he’d 
slammed against the tree was coming at him again, this time 
slowly, gauging his moves. It was so dark Jamie could barely 
see him. He stood his ground, wincing, wishing the man 
would just turn and run, wishing they’d both leave so he 
could find out if Bridget was all right. She lay so quiet and 
still. He glanced quickly at his feet, at Bridget’s motionless 
body, and it was then the other man made his move. 

He sensed Jamie’s concern for the girl lying on the ground, 
and saw the faint movement of his head as he inclined it 
downward, A quick lunge brought him in close enough, and 
he swung his arm upward. 

Jamie didn’t see the knife, but he felt it as he grabbed, try- 
ing to fend the man off. The knife tore into his shoulder, rip- 
ping deep into the flesh, spilling blood all over his good suit, 
burying itself to the hilt, and the realization of what was hap- . 
pening was a shock. He gasped, astounded, feeling the pain 
as the knife sank deeper and deeper; then his bewilderment 
and pain turned into violent fury. 
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With no thought to how much he was hurting, he lifted the 
man into the air bodily, and flung him at the fat man, who 
was moving toward them now, intent on helping his partner. 
The man crashed into his partner hard, and the impact 
hurled them both into the underbrush, where they rolled onto 
the ground, broken branches from the bushes scraping their 
skin 


Jamie stood for a minute dazed, then his hand went to his 
shoulder, and he felt sticky blood oozing between his fingers. 
My God, he’d been stabbed! Still in shock, he pulled the 
knife out, tossing it aside as he inhaled sharply and stared in 
the direction he’d thrown the man, his breath coming in deep 
sobs. Damn, it hurt! He’d never felt pain like this before. It 
weakened his knees and made his head spin. 

The fat man moved cautiously, staring at the young man 
before them, then reached out, shaking his partner to make 
sure he was conscious. “Ramén!” he whispered breathlessly. 

“Si, mi coronel!” 

“Let’s get out of here,” he said. : 

_ . Ram6n clenched his teeth as he started to get up. “But the: 
girl?” 

“Forget her. Vdmonos!” He reached out, helping him, and 
quickly, covered by the darkness, they moved cautiously 
away through the woods, keeping close to the edge of the 
path, leaving Jamie-standing alone. 

Jamie squinted, straining his eyes, His shoulder hurt like 
hell, but they were going to come at him again, he knew. He 
had to stay up. He had to protect Bridget. Instinctively he 
. straightened, trying to get his eyes to focus in the darkness, 
but everything looked the same. Fuzzy. Now, where had they 
gone? They had to be around somewhere. 

His head moved from side to side, searching. It was sud- 
denly so quiet. Too quiet. He stood motionless, listening. 
Even the crickets and tree toads weren’t chirping anymore. 
All he could hear was the faint rustling of the leaves over- 
head and his own breathing. He inhaled, trying to keep his 
head from spinning, but it wasn’t any use. The pain in his 
shoulder was suddenly overpowering, filling his whole body 
with a strange warmth that made him feel sick. He couldn't 
pass out. Not now. But as he hit the ground, the last thing he 
saw before darkness replaced the pain was Bridget beside 
him, still as death. 

How long Jamie lay there, he didn’t know, but his head 
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was pounding and his shoulder throbbed. Even his arm and 
leg muscles ached as he stirred, trying to remember where he 
was and what had happened, Dried blood was encrusted on 
his upper lip. He was surprised. He hadn’t even felt the blow. 
It must have happened when he was struggling with the fat 
man. He licked it with his tongue, feeling the swelling, then 
forgot about it quickly as his eyes fell on Bridget’s still form 
only inches from him. 

Only, it wasn’t Bridget. Or was it? The dress wasn’t 
Bridget’s. He leaned closer, trying to see better. The dress 
looked like Gigi’s. One she’d had on just last week. He 
reached out and felt the material. Silk. Bridget never had a 
silk dress in her life. He reached up, touching her hair. It was 
soft and long, piled atop her head. His hand touched her 
face, and she stirred, strange gurgling sounds coming from 
her throat. , 

“Jamie?” she moaned. “Jamie?” 

It was Bridget! 

“Bridget!” he cried, his hand stroking her cheek, fingers 
caressing her, and she let out a raspy cry. 

“Oh, God, Jamie!” 

His head fell to her shoulder as tears flooded his eyes, and 
he swallowed hard. “Bridget, are you all right, honey?” 

She gasped for air, Her throat was on fire, and she could 
hardly swallow. “He choked me,” she gasped, her voice raspy 
and breathless. 

“But you’re all right? Otherwise you're all right?” 

Her hand moved to his head where it was cradled on her 
shoulder. “Yes, I’m all right.” 

“Thank God.” 

He still lay against her, unable to move, and suddenly she 
tensed. 

“Jamie? Jamie, are you all right?” she asked. 

He didn’t answer. 

“Jamie? I asked you, are you all right?” 

He didn’t want to tell her. He felt so damn useless, “It’s 
my shoulder,” he finally said, his breath warm on her cheek. 
“Tt was dark, and I couldn’t see. One of them had a knife.” 

She inhaled, moving quickly, sliding out from under him as 
best she could, helping him to sit up. “I’ve got to get you 
back to the house,” she said, her voice barely above a whis- 
per. “Has it stopped bleeding?” ; 

She reached out, touching his ‘shoulder, feeling for the 
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wound. It was still bleeding, and she winced. Putting his 
other arm over her shoulder, she helped him to his feet. 

“Come on,” she said stubbornly. “We've got to get help.” 

He stood for a minute, his knees weak, insides tied in 
knots. “I’m gonna be sick,” he said suddenly, and let go of 
her, leaning against the nearest tree, and lost his supper. The 
force of the vomiting made his head hurt worse. 

Bridget wouldn’t give up. When Jamie at last straightened 
up, she placed his arm about her shoulder again, and once 
more they staggered along the path toward the house. Step- 
ping out onto the open lawn, they stopped momentarily and 
gazed across it. The moon was up full now, the sky clear, 
and the house looked miles away. 


At the Van Der Linden estate, Lenore stood in a corner of 
the huge parlor of her gracious home, blue eyes glistening 
furiously as she noted the time on the gold-faced clock that 
graced the marble mantel over the fireplace. It was almost 
nine-thirty already, and still no sign of Paul. Where on earth 
was he? This was ridiculous. It wasn’t bad enough he’d called 
last night and canceled the picnic she’d planned for earlier to- 
day. Now this! Ever since Gigi’d arrived on the scene, it 
seemed he was always busy with one thing. or another, and 
his explanation was always that his father counted on him. 
Well, so did she. 3 

She straightened, adjusting the stiffened white lace that 
framed her bare shoulders, smoothing the sheer chiffon that 
draped across the bodice and white silk skirt of her evening 
dress, ending in layers of froth that floated to the floor. Ex- 
cept for a small sprig of lily of the valley placed at the deep 
neckline, her only other hint of coloring to offset the stark 
white of the dress was more lily of the valley twined amid the 
curls atop her head, Even her jewelry was heirloom pearls, 
and she reached up, fingering them nervously as she once 
more looked across the room in expectation. 

She’d made sure she looked extra special tonight. A little 
reminder to Paul of how lovely she was going to look in her 
wedding dress. She could hardly wait for him to see it. It was 
an original Doucet. Nothing but the best. She sighed, letting 
her thoughts concentrate fully on Paul, and what it was going 
to be like to be Mrs. Paul Larrabee. She said the name over 
slowly to herself. Mrs. Paul Larrabee. 

He was the best-looking man in New York society, and its 
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most eligible bachelor, and already, as his fiancée, she was 
the envy of all the other women. She’d often seen the envious 
looks shot her way when she was with him, and she’d over- 
heard more than one woman lament the fact that he was no 
longer available. That was their misfortune. Her chin tilted 
stubbornly. 

If they’d only known how long she’d prayed that someday 
she’d be Mrs. Paul Larrabee, From the first time she'd set 
eyes on Paul, it was what she’d wanted. He was ten and she 
was five, and besides being handsome and rich, he was the 
only boy she’d ever met who didn’t make fun of her because 
she was so tall, her skin so fair, and her hair so light that her 
eyebrows didn’t show. Even then all the other girls made eyes 
at him. She watched quietly, biding her time. For years she 
watched while he got older, and taller, and handsomer, and 
she got older, taller, and filled out in the right places, and 
during those years their families became closer and closer 
friends. 

Their families spent summers together at Newport, holi- 
days at each other’s homes, and growing up together had 
given her an edge the other girls hadn’t had. Yet it hadn’t 
been easy to snare Paul. He’d been elusive for a long time, 
never seeming to be interested in any one woman, yet spend- 
ing time with them all, until after her return from Europe. 
When her father had first sent her, she’d died a thousand 
deaths, afraid she’d lost him for sure. But he’d stili managed 
to avoid the altar. 

Maybe it was her absence those two years that helped him 
make up his mind, or maybe he finally realized she’d grown 
up. Whatever it was, her return to New York brought about 
the results she’d been waiting for so long. He began spending 
more and more time with her, and then suddenly they were 
talking about marriage, and before he could even think of 
changing his mind, she’d picked out the ring and set the date. 
She wasn’t about to let him get away. Not now. Not with 
what she wanted so close. Mrs. Paul Larrabee! She sighed 
again, glancing once more at the clock, then tensed with agi- 
tation. 

It was nine-thirty, and still no sign of him. She glanced 
about, catching sight of Rose across the room. Reaching 
down, she lifted her skirts gracefully and made her way 
through the crowd, nodding politely to people here and there, 
asking if they were enjoying themselves, and making hurried 
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excuses for Paul’s absence when asked, although every time 
she had to, her irritation grew. 

Finally, her face flushed, she stopped in front of Rose. 
Rose was alone, having left Harvey talking politics with some 
of the men. 

“I thought you said Paul and Gigi left-half an hour before 
Harvey picked you up?” Lenore said as she gazed at her fu- 
ture sister-in-law. 

Rose shrugged. “They did. And his last words were, and I 
quote, ‘Lenore wants me to get there early, so we'll see you 
there about eight-thirty, all right?’ Bruce and I agreed, and 
they left.” 

“Well, it’s after nine. Where are they?” 

Rose tossed her head haughtily, the sapphires dangling 
from her ears glistening in the light from the crystal chande- 
fiers overhead. “How should I know?” she said, “But then, 
Gigi’s with him. What can you expect?” 

Lenore stared at her curiously. “Just what do you mean by 
that?” 

Rose was amazed. “You mean you don’t know? You hon- 
estly don’t know?” Surely Lenore wasn’t serious. After all, it 
was the little remarks Lenore had made from time to time 
that had gotten her to wondering and caused her to start 
watching Paul more closely. “Oh, come on, Lenore.” She 
looked amused. “You're not that naive.” 

Lenore held her breath as she stared at Rose, at the young 
woman who'd someday be her sister-in-law: then her ‘eyes 
narrowed shrewdly. She was insinuating that ... Paul and 
Gigi? He’d spent a good deal of time with her, true. But... 
Paul and Gigi? God, no, she was his sister! Even Paul 
wouldn’t stoop to something like that, Yet . . . there were 
the looks. Sometimes she’d caught them staring at each other 
so strangely. And Paul was overly protective of her. But... 
Oh, it was insane. It was only that his father insisted he take 
care of her. Gigi and Paul? No, never! She breathed deeply, 
trying to keep her voice subdued. 

“If you're hinting at what I think you're hinting at, Rose, I 
think you’d better forget it,” she said solemnly, disliking the 
thought of the scandal that could be caused if anyone over- 
heard Rose. “Paul’s got more sense than that.” 

Rose’s mouth twisted cynically. “Does he really?” Her 
brown eyes grew intense, gold fiecks sifting through them. 
“He’s a man, Lenore, and a virile one at that. If he were my 
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future husband, I certainly wouldn’t want him spending so 
much time with another woman, even if she was his sister.” 

She saw the doubt begin to creep into Lenore’s eyes again. 
Oh, this was fun. Wouldn’t Paul have ten fits. What a won- 
derful way to get even with him. “What's the matter, 
Lenore?” she asked calmly. “Did I say something wrong?” 

Lenore wrung her hands together, trying not to Jose con- 
tro]. She couldn’t lose control. Lenore Amelia Van Der Lin- 
den never lost control of her emotions, and she wasn’t about 
to start now. She stared intently at Rose, her mouth dry, 
Stomach tightening. In the first place, Paul was too level- 
headed and in control of himself and his life to do anything 
like Rose was accusing him of. She said he was a man, a vir- 
ile one, but Rose didn’t know Paul, not the way she knew 
him, True, he was a bit of a rebel as far as society was con- 
cerned, but he never got carried away like some men who 
were unable to control themselves. No. Paul was always 
calm, cool, and collected. Even when he kissed her, he knew 
just when to stop. He never got carried away. A frown 
creased her forehead. Of course, there was that night on the 
terrace. The night of the masquerade ball. But then, that was’ 
the only time he’d ever lost control the least little bit. The 
frown disappeared. That’s one of the things she liked about 
Paul. He wasn’t ali hands and never tried to take liberties, 
No. Paul and Gigi? Never! , 

Why, in the first place, Gigi had no class, no breeding. She 
was outspoken, unsophisticated, and earthy. Even with 
Jason’s money to back her, she’d proved herself beneath them. 
socially. Paul knew better than to even consider such a thing. 
She studied Rose. She knew Rose hated Gigi. So did she, but 
this was uncalled-for. 

“I think you’re overstepping yourself this time, Rose,” she 
finally said, the doubt once more pushed aside. “Oh, I agree, 
Paul seems to dote on Gigi’s every whim. Even I'd like to 
claw her eyes out at times. But what you're intimating .. . 
no, Rose, not Paul. It’s a novelty for him, having another sis- 
ter, that’s all. Believe me, Paul has more sense than to let a 
stupid thing like that happen.” ; 

Rose smirked. She hadn’t expected to be successful, but 
then, she wondered if Lenore even cared. Sometimes she was 
sure that Lenore was more obsessed with the idea of being 
Mrs. Paul Larrabee than she was with Paul himself, and if 
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this were so, she’d never admit to anything that might jeop- 
ardize her dreams. 

“Well, all I know is, if he were my fiancé,” she said slowly, 
“I think I'd keep a better eye on him.” 

Lenore started to answer, but at that moment one of the 
maids interrupted. “Excuse me, Miss Lenore,” she said, 
touching Lenore’s arm to get her attention. “But Mr. Larra- 
bee’s on the telephone asking for Mr. Paul. Says it’s an 
emergency, and I don’t know what to tell him. I haven’t been 
able to find Mr. Paul.” 

Lenore glared at her. “Mr. Paul isn’t here yet,” she 
snapped irritably, then turned to Rose. 

“Maybe I'd better talk to Father,” suggested Rose, “I hope 
he isn’t worse. He looked so pale earlier at dinner.” 

Lenore agreed, and both women picked up their skirts, fol- 
lowing the maid from the room. 

The Van Der Lindens’ house was large and ostentatious, 
with marble floors in most of the downstairs, a circular stair- 
case in the entrance hall, and gilded pictures pracing the 
walls. Silks and velvets in rich deep tones of gold and bur- 
gundy were overly abundant, and the furniture was carved: 
and ornate. The plain wood telephone box and black tele« 
phone iooked out-of-place on the wall in the foyer. 

Rose lifted the receiver as she leaned close to the speaker, 
“Father, it’s me, Rose,” she said loudly, her voice echoing in 
the room. The foyer was deserted now except for herself and 
Lenore, Everyone else was at the other end of the house in 
the huge parlor. “What’s wrong?” 

She heard a muffled grunt on the other end. 

“Father?” 

“Where’s Paul?” Her father’s voice was anything but weak, 
He was booming into the mouthpiece. 

She had no answer. “He’s not here.” 

“Not there? What do you mean, he’s not there? Where'd he 
go?” 

She glanced quickly at Lenore. “He didn’t go anyplace, Fa- 
ther,” she said. “He and Gigi never got here. I was just about 
to call and see if you knew where they were.” There was 
silence; then: “Father, what’s the matter?” she asked again, - 

This time his voice was tense. “Tuttleby’s son, Jamie, has 
been hurt,” he said quickly. “It seems he and that .. . that 
young girl who took over as Gigi’s maid have been having 
clandestine meetings behind our backs. They were down by 
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the river tonight at the picnic grove having an assignation, 
when some men attacked them. One of them had a knife.” 

“Oh, no!” 

“Jamie’s alive, but we've had to get a doctor and send for 
the police, and I don’t like the sound of the whole thing. The 
young woman’s throat was injured some, and she’s been hav- 
ing a hard time talking, but from what she says, the men evi- 
dently thought she was Gigi.” 

“Gigi? Why would they think. that?” 

“Because she was wearing Gigi’s clothes.” There was a 
slight pause; then Jason continued, disgruntled. “She said 
Gigi gave them to her.” 

“Why would she do that?” 

He cleared his throat. “Well, now, how should I know?” he 
retorted, “Really, Rose, you can ask the dumbest questions 
sometimes.” She could tell he was more than a little upset. 
“You say Paul never got there?” 

“That’s right, Father,” she answered, and heard him exhale 
disgustedly. 

“Let me talk to Lenore,” he said. 

She handed the telephone to Lenore, shrugging her shoul- 
ders as she did so. Jason told Lenore the same thing he’d told 
Rose, then asked if she had any idea at all where Paul was. 

“No, Mr. Larrabee,” she said, her voice tinged with rage. 
“TI don’t know any more than you do.” 

“But he left hours ago.” 

“So Rose said.” 

“Well, if he shows up or calls, tell him to come home right 
away, will you?” he asked. 

She was the epitome of sweetness, her voice warm and co- 
operative, yet her eyes were cold and hard. “I certainly will,” 
she said, then asked, “Did you want to talk to Rose again?” 

“No,” he answered. “Just tell her to come home right 
away. Both Rose and Bruce. I want them here!” 

“All right,” she said, then said good-bye and hung up. 
“Your father wants you and Bruce to go home right away,” 
she said, and saw Rose’s eyes darken. 

“Oh, jolly,” Rose complained loudly. “Just because some 
servant’s gotten himself stabbed, I have to miss out on the 
rest of the party. And what do I do with Harvey?” 

“Why don’t you have Harvey take Natalie home?” suggest- 
ed Lenore. “It’d save Bruce having to escort her home first. 
Besides, why should Harvey and Natalie have their evening 
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ruined. That way they can both stay and see the fireworks 
display.” 

Rose tucked a stray strand of hair that had fallen onto her 
neck back into place, trying not to dislodge the rest of her 
curls in the process. “How about-helping me find Bruce?” she 
said heatedly as they started toward the back of the house 
again, where the party was in full swing. “Maybe it'll help 
keep your mind off Paul.” 

Lenore frowned. Right now nothing could take her mind 
off Paul, and after talking to his father, she didn’t know 
whether to worry or get mad. One thing for sure."He was go- 
ing to have some tall explaining to do, and she set her jaw 
firmly as she joined her guests once more, trying to look calm 
and unshaken. 


Jason sat in the drawing room, his hands clasped tightly on 
the arms of his wheelchair, the knuckles white as he stared 
hard at Rose and Bruce. They looked every inch the typical 
well-bred young society couple, yet the words Rose had just 
uttered had left him momentarily speechless. 

It was after ten. They’d been home less than fifteen 
minutes, and during that time they’d managed to shatter ev- 
ery vestige of control he possessed. 

He finally found his voice again, and this time it exploded 
across the room. “How dare you!” he shouted at Rose, the 
veins in his neck standing out like ropes. “How dare you ac- 
cuse your brother of such a lecherous thing? I won’t hear of 
it, do you hear? I won’t hear of it!” 

Rose stood her ground. She swallowed hard, praying to 
make him understand. She and Bruce had arrived home only 
minutes ago to find the whole house in an uproar. Not only 
had Jamie been stabbed and Bridget burt, but Paul and Gigi 
were still missing and Jason had been unable to track them 
down. It had taken Rose only minutes to realize this was the 
opportunity she’d been waiting for. However, she hadn’t 
counted on so much opposition, and Bruce’s silence wasn’t 
helping any. 

“Oh, yes, you will listen, Father,” she said. “You'll listen 
because it’s the truth,” she threw at him. “Where da you 
think they are now, Father, your precious son and daughter? 
They’re together somewhere making love, that’s where they 
are, Probably in some secluded place where they won't be 
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disturbed.” She shook her head. “Are you that blind, Father? 
Haven’t you seen it? Why, it’s so obvious it’s sickening!” 

See it? See it? My Ged, he’d never even looked for such a 
thing. How could he see it? Paul and Gigi? My God, she was 
his sister! Dammit! Rose and Bruce had let their jealousy and 
spite go too far this time. He’d have no more of their accusa- 
tions. No moref 

He turned on them viciously. “Stop it!” he cried. “I said I 
won't hear of it!” His voice lowered, but. his face was livid. 
“You'll go up to your room, Rose, you and Bruce both,” he 
said furiously, “and you'll think over what you’ve just said, 
and you'll see you've been wrong. Do you understand?” He 
paused, then went on more calmly. “Because if you don’t, if I 
ever hear either one of you utter one more word on the sub- 
ject, one more accusation, this night or at any other time, I'll 
disown you both. Do I make myself clear?” 

Rose stared at him in disbelief. He wasn’t listening, not to 
a word. He was shutting the truth out! She wanted to cry. To 
scream, To show him how wrong he was, but she knew it was 
hopeless when he was like this. Paul had always been his pet. 
His favorite, Paul could do no wrong. And Gigi. . . well, 
the sun rose and set on Gigi. She should have known he 
wouldn’t believe them. What was the use? 

She glanced quickly at Bruce standing beside her. His face 
was white. Even if she stood up to her father, Bruce would 
never back her up. He didn’t have the backbone. Well, fine. 
She sneered, Let Gigi and Paul have their little clandestine 
meetings. Let them get themselves in deeper until it was too 
late, then she’d throw it in her father’s face and see who had 
the last laugh. He wouldn’t believe them—fine, then let him 
try to pick up the pieces. 

She looked at her father, biting her lip nervously, trying 
not to enrage him further, then took a deep breath, “All 
right, Father,” she finally said, her voice subdued. “I'll go to 
my room like a good little girl, so will Bruce,” she said, and 
glanced at her brother, then back to Jason. “And I won't say 
one more word on the subject, I promise, not one more word. 
But just remember one thing. Someday, Father, we're going 
to be able to say, ‘I told you so,’ and when that day comes, 
both Bruce and I expect an apology from you. Good night!” 
and she turned to Bruce and grabbed his arm, pulling him 
toward the door. ; 

“You'll get no apology from me, young lady,” he shouted 
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as they walked away. “Never!” and he shook his fist at their 
retreating figures as they left the drawing room; then he 
slowly lowered his fist, staring after them. 

He hadn’t wanted to hurt them. He never wanted to hurt 
Rose and Bruce. He loved them. But they were so much like 
their mother, So ready to see faults in others, while they ig- 
nored their own. He’d put up with their coolness toward Gigi 
these past months, even let them beg off going places and do- 
ing things with her, but he couldn’t ignore what had just hap- 
pened. It was one thing to resent someone, but another to 
make accusations of such base behavior, such degradation. 

Paul and Gigi in love? He shook his head, his gray eyes 
darkening as he motioned for Ahmed, who’d been standing 
silently, blending into the shadows of the room, and asked 
him to go fix him a drink; then he wheeled himself to the 
front window, staring out. 

Paul and Gigi? Again the names rang in his head, sifting 
through his thoughts, and he remembered the look on Rose’s 
face and her accusing words. “They’re in love, Father. Don’t 
you understand?” she’d said calmly as she stood in front of 
him only moments ago. “They’re in love. Paul and Gigi are 
lovers.” 

In love . . . in love! The words kept tinging in his ears, 
and he shut his eyes, trying to keep them from finding a 
resting place, but it was useless. He opened his eyes again 
and stared out at the night, remembering the talk he’d had 
only yesterday with Paul. Could it be? Was Rose right? He 
remembered the look on Paul’s face when he’d asked him if 
he loved Lenore, and then later when he'd brought Gigi 
home wet and hurt. There’d been something about the way 
he’d looked at her as he’d stood in the kitchen holding her in 
his arms, Something about the way her arms were fastened 
about his neck while she gazed up at him. He couldn’t quite 
put his finger on it; yet, Rose had said it was obvious. Could 
it be true? Had he been blind? After all, he’d thrown them 
together perhaps more than he should, Oh, my God, what if 
she was right? 5 

He tried to dismiss the thoughts that crowded in on him, 
tried to brush them aside and pretend they didn’t exist, but it 
Was no use. The more he tried to rationalize everything, the 
mote confused he became, and by the time Ahmed handed 
him his brandy, he'd already made up his mind to wait up 
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and have a long talk with Paul and Gigi when they returned. 
If they returned. There was a feeling of dread inside him as 
he realized there was a great number of things that needed 


answering. 


9 


André was restless. He sat in the overstuffed chair in front of 
the huge window, watching the city below as it celebrated the 
Fourth of July. His rooms were on the top floor of the Mex- 
ican consulate, giving him a full view of the street, and he 
leaned forward, trying to get a better look at the celebrants. 
Gas lights gleamed everywhere, and occasionally a firecracker 
sent sparks flying, scattering people on the sidewalks, He 
squinted into the crowd intently, hoping perhaps to recognize 
two familiar faces, but nothing. 

The colonel and Ramén had left before he’d arrived back 
at the consulate. That was hours ago, long before dinner, and 
they'd left no message as to where they were going. If they’d 
gotten into trouble... 

He stood up, jamming his hands into the pockets of his 
tight-fitting blue velvet pants, then turned away from the win- 
dow and began to pace the room, gauging his steps along the 
edge of the Persian rug that covered the floor. 

Bumblers, that’s what they were. Why Rubio had sent 
them to back him up, he had no idea. The plan was to get 
the young woman back to Mexico any way they could, but 
preferably peaceably. Both the colonel and Ramén seemed to 
have forgotten that last word, “peaceably,” and were deter- 
mined to get her there by any means, fair or foul. They'd al- 
ready bungled two attempts at kidnapping. The fools! 

He'd told them there was only one way to get her there. 
Even Rubio agreed his plan was the best. It took longer, yes, 
but involved no danger, no suspicions. And besides, he 
thought to himself, straightening arrogantly, he enjoyed the 
prospect. 

At first he’d been apprehensive. After all, it wasn’t easy to 
make love to a woman who was unattractive, and he’d had 
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no idea what she looked like beforehand. But one look at her 
and he knew he had nothing to worry about. She was beauti- 
ful, sensuous. There was an earthy quality about her that 
made him tingle deep down in his loins every time he looked 
at her. And she liked him, he could tell. Not love yet, pet- 
haps, but with time . .. After all, there was no big hurry. 
They had until the Christmas holidays to stop El Verdugo. 
Rubio said he wanted it done right. That’s why he'd been 
chosen, The young woman had been raised in a cloistered 
convent and had had no contact with men since she was a 
child. So it would take the right sort of man to woo her. A 
man who knew about women, yet one that few women could 
resist. 

He stopped for a minute and gazed across the room imto 
the mirror on the wall above the sofa, studying himself. 
Straightening crisply, he tugged at the tails of the biue velvet 
suit jacket he wore, its short bolero length making his shoul- 
ders seem broader. As he raised his eyes, resting them on the 
face that stared back at him from the mirror, he was pleased. 
Si, he was as good-looking as any man. His smile had even 
been called disarming, and what was it that one woman had 
told him? That his dark eyes had depths in them she longed 
to explore, that they were wickedly alive? He smiled, amused. 
Ah, yes, more than one woman had found him attractive. 
Why not this one? 

He licked his lips, remembering earlier in the day when 
he’d held her in his arms and kissed her. Yes, she was aware 
of his virility, very much aware, and he was sure that it 
wouldn’t be long before his conquest was complete. It just 
took a little time, a little charm, and a lot of planning. 

He smiled knowingly, then turned from the mirror, 
startled, as the door suddenly burst open and the colonel and 
Ramon hurried in. 

They looked tired and bedraggled as they half-stumbled 
into the room, cursing to each other over their misfortune; 
then both of them stopped short as their eyes fell on André. 

“Madre de Dios?” exclaimed André, his hands moving to 
rest arrogantly on his hips as he watched them. “Where the 
devil have you two been?” 

Colonel Alvarez, in dress uniform, hefted his gunbelt 
higher onto his hips, sucking his stomach in the best he’ could 
as he answered, “We have been trying to do what you refuse 
to do, Major,” he said angrily, trying to ignore the shabby ap- 
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pearance he was making with his uniform scuffed and soiled. 
“We have been here for weeks already, and all you can do is 
kiss the lady’s hand, send her flowers, and take her riding. 
You accomplish nothing.” 

“And you're accomplishing more?” he asked, his dark eyes 
flashing. He gestured at their disheveled appearance, and the 
colonel’s face reddened behind the huge mustache and va 
brows. 

“At least we're trying,” he boomed back. 

“Ah, sf, you're trying,” André continued, this time in 
Spanish. “And the next time it’s apt to be you who’s caught 
and not she. Then what will you do? Sefior Larrabee holds 
much weight in this city, his word is powerful. You two 
could find yourselves cooling your heels in jail for a long 
time if you keep this up.” 

The colonel snorted disagreeably as he strolled over to a 
liquor cabinet on the inside wall and helped himself to a glass 
of Madeira, trying to ease some of the pain from the 
scratches on his face and hands and the bruises on his shins. 

He downed the wine hurriedly, then sighed, turning to 
André, “Major de los Reyes, it seems to me that you have 
forgotten momentarily who holds the rank here,” he said, his 
voice a Jow growl. “I am the colonel, not you, and it is I who 
give the orders around here, not you. Is that understood?” 

André half-smiled, only his eyes showed no amusement. 
They were dark, threatening. “Ah, but no, mi coronel, no, no, 
no, You misunderstand,” he reprimanded, watching the ex- 
pression on the colonel’s face change. “When you and your 
aide, Lieutenant Chavez here, were chosen to escort me to 
New York, there was no mention made whatsoever that you 
were in charge. Don’t you remember? You, sir, are part of 
the regular army. You were sent along merely as an extra 
protection, an extra precaution. I. . .”—he put his hand on 
his chest—“I am one of the Bravi.” He emphasized the words 
slowly, meticulously. “One of Sefior Romero Rubio’s elite. 
Therefore, my rank, although, as you reminded me, is only 
that of a major, it takes preference over yours, and always 
will, because I am one of the Bravi. It is I who was given the 
order to take the lady back to Mexico with your help, not 
you with my help. And there is only one way the young “lady 
will go, and that’s willingly, and I’m the only one who can 
accomplish that, understood? We are in the United States, not 
Mexico, and this must be done with finesse.” 
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The colonel’s eyes narrowed. He didn’t like this young 
hidalgo. He was too arrogant, too sure of himself. He stared 
at Major de los Reyes. The man was too handsome, too 
charming, too expert with the ladies, and he resented the 
muscular body that filled out the suit he wore. He had 
money, charm-—everything Alvarez lacked-—and André 
seemed to enjoy lording it over them. 

André watched the colonel’s eyes come to grips with the 
envy inside him and he interrupted his thoughts. “All right, 
what happened?” he finally asked as his gaze moved to 
Ramén Chavez’s thin frame. He stared into his pinched face. 
Ramén’s nose was thin, his chin pointed, and his lips a nar- 
row line, making him look sinister even though he tried not to. 

Ramén took a step toward the colonel, wincing, one hand 
moving up, rubbing his back as the colonel handed him a 
drink; then the colonel answered André, “The Santo Do- 
mingo sails tomorrow, Major,” he said slowly, “Or had you 
forgotten?” 

“No, I hadn’t forgotten, Colonel.” 

“Then you remember that Sefior Rubio suggested perhaps 
it would be easier to sail than go overland when he discov- 
ered the woman had left Texas for New York?” 

André studied him intently. “I remember,” he said. 

“Good, then you will agree that if we had been able to 
capture the young lady tonight and put her aboard the Santo 
Domingo, our job would have been completed. She would 
have sailed to Mexico with no one the wiser. The mission 
would have been accomplished with time to spare, and we 
could have headed home.” 

“But you didn’t capture her, did you?” he taunted,.and the 
colonel reddened, “I asked you what happened, Colonel,” he 
said more firmly, and this time the colonel downed another 
glass of wine before turning to face the younger man. 

His face was distorted with anger and frustration, “It 
would have worked if it hadn’t been for that young giant who 
showed up.” 

“What are you talking about? Start at the beginning.” 

Colonel Alvarez sighed, then walked toward the window, 
Watching the crowds below. “We saw her leave the house 
shortly after dark, wearing the same blue cape she wore last 
night,” he explained slowly. “She headed for the woods down 
by the river, so we followed.” He paused momentarily, then 
went on. “There was no one about. It was perfect.” He 
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turned back to face André. “Our horses were in the woods 
down the road a piece, and all we had to do was grab her, tie 
her up, wrap her in a serape, and take her to the harbor 
where the ship waited. It was all very simple.” 

André studied him intently as he talked. “If it was so 
simple, then what went wrong?” he asked again. 

The colonel swallowed hard, his large bloodshot eyes dark- 
ening. “We caught up with her and were in the process of 
tying her up, when suddenly some wild man tore into us 
from out of nowhere. Madre de Diost He was taller than 
both Ramon and fF. I don’t even know where he came from, 
but he was all over us, There was nothing we could do. Noth- 
ing.” He shook his head as his eyes lowered from André’s 
face, and he continued reluctantly. “We dropped the girl and 
tried to defend ourselves, but it didn’t do much good. He was 
as strong as an ox.” 

André stared at him hard now, his body tense, eyes alert. 
“But you're here?” he questioned suddenly, a feeling of dread 
in the pit of his stomach. 

Colonel Alvarez’ eyes met André’s once more, and he 
straightened stubbornly. “We're here because Ramén can still 
use a knife,” he answered, and saw André’s eyes darken. 

“A knife!” He threw up his hands. “A knife! You fools!” 
he cried, staring at them in disbelief. “You blundering idiots! 
Of all the stupidity!” He shook his head, running one hand 
through his dark hair, his jaw tightening. “That’s just what 
Sefior Rubio was afraid of. That’s the very reason he said 
peaceably, if at all possible.” He confronted them angrily. 
_ “Don’t you think I could have tried the same thing?” he 
asked as the two men stared at him belligerently. “Violence 
was to be used only as a last resort, because there’s too much 
chance of something going wrong, like tonight, and ending up 
not only without the girl, but maybe dead, or sitting in an 
American jail somewhere. If they trace you to the consulate 
...” He exhaled disgustedly, then closed his eyes momentar- 
ily, trying to control his temper. He opened his eyes, 
Straightening again as he stared at them. “Is the girl all 
Tight?” he asked anxiously, and both men glanced quickly at 
each other, then back to André, their faces chagrined. : 

The colonel shrugged. “We have no idea,” he said heéi- 
tantly. “Ramén used his knife on the man, and the girl fainted, 
I think. At least she feil to the ground when he attacked 
me and I lost my hoid on her. I assume she fainted.” 


148 Jane Lund Shiplett 


André’s dark eyes snapped. “Then you have no idea 
whether the man is dead, the girl all right, or anything?” he 
asked. 

Colonel Alvarez set the wineglass down and tried to suck 
in his stomach, straightening, trying to look as impressive as 
André. “Major de los Reyes,” he answered, “I realize Ramén 
and I are peons as far as you are concerned. That we have 
not had the good fortune to have a rich father and an aristo- 
cratic mother as have you, but we are not stupid idiots, as 
you are so fond of calling us, and I resent the accusation. I 
did not become a colonel because of my good looks and 
charm.” He sneered as he said it, knowing it was a deliberate 
insult to the major. “I became a colonel because of my abili- 
ties. I have been in enough battles and led enough campaigns 
in my lifetime to know that when the objective is as valuable 
as the young woman in question, that nothing is done to 
harm her in any way. We merely tried to kidnap her, not kill 
her. The young lady, I’m sure, is probably at home now, 
shaken perhaps, and telling everyone about her narrow es- 
cape. But as to her condition, I think I can safely say that no 
harm has been done.” 

André stared at the colonel, wishing fervently that Sefior 
Rubio had let him come alone. “I certainly hope so,” he of- 
fered, then sighed. “Well, we won’t really know until tomor- 
row, will we?” He walked to the cabinet and poured himself 
a drink, holding the glass up after setting back the decanter, 
watching the clear deep burgundy liquid through the side of 
the delicately carved goblet. He inhaled, lowering his hand 
briskly, and took a quick sip, then turned to the colonel. 
“Perhaps, Colonel, now, since you’ve discovered that it 
doesn’t pay to risk our mission on chance, you'll be content to 
leave the young woman alone and let me continue to do this 
in my own way. As Sefior Rubio said, we have until the 
holidays.” He eyed them warily. “Do I have your assurance 
that you'll make no more foolhardy attempts at taking her 
captive? No more harebrained schemes?” 

Colonel Alvarez glanced quickly at Ramén, then back to 
André, He hated to admit it, but perhaps the major was right 
this time. Perhaps it was best to leave the whole thing in his 
hands. After all, things hadn’t been going well for them, like 
tonight. But letting André have his own way didn’t sit well 
with him. He frowned, staring at the younger man, then 
sighed. “All right, Major, for now the young lady will be 
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solely in your hands. Ramén and I will merely wait, in case 
you fail. As you say, we have until the holidays.” 

André nodded as he watched the other man’s eyes. 
“Good,” he said more cheerfully. “And I promise you that if 
I fail to win her heart with a promise of marriage within 
three months, I'll not only give my consent to transporting 
her to Mexico forcibly, but I will help you both. Is it ’a bar- 
gain?” He stared at the colonel, his eyes glistening greedily. 

The colonel smiled, pleased. “Done,” he agreed heartily, 
pouring himself another drink, and they sealed their bargain 
in a toast to Mexico and the completion of their mission. 


Gigi stirred in Paul’s arms, her body warm and weak from 
his kisses. She wished the evening didn’t have to come to an 
end. She stared up into his eyes, letting his hands caress her 
breasts. It seemed such a natural thing to let him do, and 
each caress filled her with tingling sensations that exploded 
deep inside her. 

“Paul,” she whispered softly, her lips still burning from his 
last kiss. “Paul, what’s wrong with me?” she asked suddenly. 

His eyes shifted uneasily as they continued to devour her, 
‘What do you mean?” . 

Her- face reddened faintly and she hesitated momentarily 
before going on. “Well,” she finally murmured, “when you 
kissed me . . . I thought your lips would still the ache inside 
that I always felt when you’re near, but instead, it’s gotten 
worse. I hurt so inside. Oh, Paul, I’m so dumb. I’ve heard of 
men lusting for women, and I know that when a man makes 
complete love to a woman he possesses her body by joining 
her to him somehow, some way, and I think I know what 
that way is, and I know it must be a sinful act because it’s al- 
ways whispered about so secretively, but I’m not sure what it 
really is, and yet I feel as though it wouldn’t be a sin and 
that I'd want it with you. To be a part of you... is it 
wrong?” 

His hand moved from her breast to caress her neck, and 
suddenly he frowned. How foolish he’d been. His father said 
she’d been raised in a convent, where she probably had never 
heard anything about making love except what the girls whis- 
pered about when the sisters weren’t around. He should have 
tealized what was happening to her. She knew just enough to 
know something was missing, but she could only guess at 
what it was. 
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He cupped her chin in his hand, kissed her mouth tenderly, 
then explained it to her, letting the words sink in and find 
meaning now, when her body could understand because of its 
torment. 

“So you see, my love, there’s nothing wrong with you,” he 
said huskily as he finished. “Or with love. It’s the most 
natural thing in the world. Your body is only crying to be 
fulfilled. And, oh, God, how I wish I could do that for you.” 

A tear made its way to the corner of her eye, then rolled 
down the side of her face. “If you did, would it be called 
incest?” she asked hesitantly, and he stiffened, watching her 
intently, his eyes suddenly darkening. 

“Where did you hear that word?” he asked. 

Another tear fell from the corner of her eyes. She didn’t 

want to tell him. She stared at him apprehensively. “This. 
morning,” she finally said. “Rose accused me of being in love 
with you. She said it was incest. I looked the word up in the 
dictionary in the library, but I still couldn’t understand what 
it meant. I do now. I don’t think anyone has ever spoken to 
me of the things you told me, and I didn’t know. I had no 
idea.” She shook her head. “Oh, Paul, what are we to do?” 
_ His fingers touched her lips, stilling her as a physical pain 
tore through his breast. What. was there for them to do? 
Nothing. Absolutely nothing! They couldn’t go on like this, 
and he knew it. They had tonight, but tonight couldn't last 
forever. 

He swallowed hard, his heart twisting inside him. “Rose is 
right, Gigi. For me just to love you isn’t incest, but if I were 
to make love to you and let you become a part of me, then it 
would be incest.” 

“And incest is the lowest form of degradation a man can 
fall into, isn’t it?” she said. “At least I think I heard someone 
say that once, a long time ago. Now I know what they 
meant.” 

Paul reached down slowly and gently lifted the bodice of 
her dress so that it once more covered her breasts, then let his 
fingers slowly fasten the hooks as another cannonade of fire- 
works exploded overhead. This time longer and louder than 
any that had filled the sky so far. 

“It’s over, darling,” he said huskily, his fingers fumbling as 
he replaced the brooch between her breasts, and Gigi 
shivered, letting even more tears roll quickly onto the cloak 
that was rolled up and tucked beneath her head. 
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_ “Everything’s over, isn’t it?” she said bitterly, trying to hold 
back the tears, and he sighed, looking down at her. She 
looked so beautiful, her blue-green eyes glistening with tears. 

“Not everything, my love,” he whispered. “No matter what 
happens to us, I want you to know that I'll love you always.” 

“And I love you.” 

He stared at her a minute longer, drinking in the fragrance 
of her perfume, and the remembrance of the love they 
shared; then he looked away quickly and stood up, reaching 
his hand out for her to take, helping her to her feet. 

She stood beside him, so small and fragile, yet so alive and 
vibrant. Just once more. He had to feel her in his arms just 
once more, with no restraints, and he pulled her to him, hold- 
ing her close. 

By the time they walked back to the park entrance where 
Tuttleby waited, the glow had left their eyes and a sad mel- 
ancholy filled them both. They tried to smile and laugh for 
Tuttleby’s sake, so he wouldn’t be suspicious, but the smiles 
were forced, the laughter false, and all the way home in the 
carriage, although his arm was about her and her head rested 
on his shoulder, there was no joy for them. 

Only as the carriage made its way up the drive did they fi- 
nally give themselves up once more to the carefree abandon 
that had filled their hours together, and the kiss was filled 
with all the love they shared, ending for them both with a 
half-strangled sob of despair. 

Paul was solemn as he reached up, taking her hand, help- 
ing her from the carriage, and his eyes scanned the house 
quickly as they started up the steps. There was a light on in 
the drawing room as well as the foyer, and when Ahmed 
silently met them in the foyer, nodding knowingly toward the 
drawing room, Paul tensed. 

Jason’s mood was black as he waited for them. He’d been 
unable to forget Rose’s accusation, and the thought had sick- 
ened him physically. He’d watched the carriage come slowly 
up the drive, and now as he waited for Ahmed to bring them 
to him, his hands were wet with perspiration, his heart 
pounding. of 

Paul was well-composed as he came through the door,’ ush- 
ering Gigi ahead of him, and Jason stared at them fiercely. 

“Father,” said Paul easily, “what... why on earth are 
‘you still up?” 
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“Why... ? Paul, where the devil have you two been?” 
Jason exploded. 

Paul stopped, staring at him, then forced a disarming smile 
to his lips. “Now, before you get all worked up and end up 
making yourself sick again, you could let me explain,” he 
said. 

Jason frowned, straightening stubbornly in his wheelchair. 
“Explain, then.” 

Paul avoided looking at Gigi, keeping his eyes on his fa- 
ther. “When we left here, we got to talking, and one thing led 
to another. I decided Gigi’d seen enough of fancy parties and 
balls. I wanted to show her something different.” He 
shrugged. “So I took her to Central Park.” 

“Central Park!” 

Paul looked chagrined at his father’s surprise. “What's 
‘wrong with that? She’d been there for the band concert, but 
the Fourth of July’s different. The dancing, the whole atmo- 
sphere. You know yourself what it’s like there on the 
Fourth.” 

Jason glanced at Gigi. She flushed and looked uncomfort- 
able. He confronted Paul again, “There are no telephones be- 
tween here and Central Park?” he asked. 

“None that were free.” Paul tried to be. nonchalant. “The 
crowds were thick,” he explained. “I couldn’t get within ten 
feet of a telephone.” 

Jason studied him intently. It was logical, and he could un- 
derstand Paul’s motives, Paul was forever looking for enter- 
tainment outside his social realm, and so had he at Paul’s 
age. That's how he’d met Gigi’s mother. He turned to Gigi. 
“Did you enjoy yourself, my dear?” he asked. 

Her eyes lowered self-consciously. “Yes,” she answered 
hesitantly. “It was much different than I expected.” She 
glanced briefly at Paul, then back to her father. “There was 
so much noise, but the fireworks were.beautiful.” 

Jason inhaled, glancing quickly from one to the other. 
There was something ... He brushed the thought aside mo- 
mentarily, then addressed Paul again. “We've had some trou- 
ble tonight,” he said quickly. 

Paul, who’d begun to feel uncomfortable too beneath his 
father’s scrutiny, frowned. “What kind of trouble?” 

Jason told them of Jamie’s brush with death while rescuing 
Bridget, and for a few minutes both Gigi and Paul forgot 
their own problems. 


HOLD BACK THE SUN 153 


“Are you sure they’re both all right?” asked Gigi. 

Jason nodded. “Both of them are fine. But there are a few 
questions I’d like you to answer, my dear,” he went on. “Did 
you give the young girl one of your dresses and your cloak to 
wear?” 

Gigi stared at him, puzzled, then became embarrassed as 
she remembered. She blushed, “I... I hope you don’t mind, 
sir. Yes, I did,” she said. “But what does that have to do with 
what happened?” 

Jason’s eyes met Paul’s; then he looked back at Gigi. “The 
girl said she was sure the man who attacked her thought she 
was you,” he explained. “And I can see why. She was wear- 
ing the clothes you’d given her. And it was the same cloak 
you'd worn last night.” 

Gigi felt Paul’s eyes on her, and she looked at him, bewil- 
dered, remembering the narrow escape she’d had the night 
before. “But why would anyone want to kidnap me?” she 
asked. 

Jason snorted irritably. “Why? Doesn’t this house and the 
fact that you’re my daughter explain why?” he asked. He 
looked at Paul. “I’ve been thinking, Paul,” he said. “Perhaps 
the trouble she had last night that you thought was unimpor- 
tant is more important than we give it credit for.” 

Paul’s frown deepened. His father was right, but he didn’t 
want to have to tell him. Jason looked pale. He shouldn't 
even be concerning himself with all this. He was getting too 
upset. 

“Father,” suggested Paul, “why don’t you go to bed and 
get some sleep and let me handle it for you? There’s really no 
need for you to be upset—” 

“No need!” Jason had been watching the.two of them 
closely as they talked. There was an intimacy between them. 
The way their eyes caressed one another. He hadn’t wanted 
to confront them with it, but it was no use. He couldn’t for- 
get, Dammit! He just couldn’t forget. “I didn’t just stay up to 
tell you about the servants, Paul,” he finally said, his fingers 
drumming nervously on the arms of his wheelchair. “There 
was another, much more pressing matter that kept me 
awake.” a 

For the first time in his life Paul was unable to gauge the 
mood his father was in. “Oh?” he said slowly, and Jason 
swallowed hard, sighing. 

His brooding eyes lowered momentarily; then he raised 
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them, tilting his chin up stubbornly at the same time, his fin- 
gers clenching nervously on his lap robe, “I heard something 
about you tonight, Paul, that I didn’t want to believe,” he 
said finally, “Something so base that I was sure it was a lie. 
Now, after thinking it over, I’m not so certain anymore.” 

Paul glanced at Gigi apprehensively. “Perhaps Gigi had 
better say good night then, Father,” he said. “If it’s so terri- 
ble. I'd hate for her to hear me being accused of anything 
low and vile.” 

Jason shook his head as Gigi made a move to leave the 
room. “No, stay here, my dear,” he insisted sternly, stopping 
her; then his voice lowered, became more resonant. “After 
all, this also concerns you.” 

Gigi hesitated, standing motionless, staring at Jason, her 
feet rooted to the spot. She couldn’t move now if she’d 
wanted to. Her legs were shaking too much, “It . . . it 
concerns me?” she asked softly, one hand nervously fingering 
the diamond-and-ruby brooch. 

Jason nodded, “Yes.” Then he turned to Paul. “What I 
heard is sickening, Paul, and Pve been trying all evening to 
shut it from my mind, but now, looking at the two of you 
-.. I have been blind, haven’t I?” he said. 

Paul grimaced. “What do you mean, blind?” 

Jason was through toying. His deep gray eyes were no 
longer brooding, but hard, demanding, “You're in love with 
her, aren’t you, Paul?” he asked abruptly. 

Paul’s eyes grew guarded. “In love?” He straightened, a 
sickening feeling gripping his insides, “In love with whom, 
Father?” he asked. 

Jason’s eyes narrowed. “Don’t pretend with me, Paul. It 
won't work,” he cried bitterly. “You know damn well what 
Fm talking about. Now I know why the short temper, rest- 
lessness. You’re in love with Gigi, aren’t you, Paul?” he asked 
furiously, and his eyes moved to rest on Gigi as he spoke, 
and he saw her tremble. 

Paul stood rigid for a moment, staring at his father. How 
could he deny the words? His heart was in agony as he too 
turned to look at Gigi, who’d suddenly become very pale. He 
couldn’t let anyone do this to her. Not even his father. He 
had to deny it. “Who told you a lie like that?” he asked, his 
voice firm and steadier than he’d thought it would be, but 
Jason wasn’t appeased. 
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“Never mind who told me,” he said. “The point is that it’s 
true.” His eyes bored steadily into Paul’s. “Isn’t it?” 

“No!” Paul’s jaw tightened as the anger began to well up 
inside him, “No, it’s not true,” he went on. “Not a word of it. 
It’s a damn lie!” 

“A lie?” Tears filled Jason’s eyes as he stared at his elder 
son, then glanced at the lovely young woman he’d fathered so 
many years ago. “Then if it’s a lie, why do I feel in 
here”—he struck his breast forcefully—“that it’s the truth? 
That Gigi’s the woman you haven’t been able to get out of 
your system? That she’s the reason you’ve been neglecting 
Lenore so shamefully? Why?” 

“Who knows why. Maybe because you loved her mother. 
Maybe because you know we're so much alike, you and L 
How should I know why!” 

Jason’s voice rose in volume as he looked once more at 
Gigi. “You, Gigi. If he won't tell me, then maybe it'll have to 
come from you. Gigi, I’m asking you to tell me the truth,” he 
demanded, “What is it between you? Are you in love with 
Paul?” 

Paul saw the tears in her eyes and her trembling hands. 
“For God’s sake, Father,” he shouted, “leave her alone! She 
doesn’t have to listen to your accusations!” 

“Doesn’t she? She’s in this house, isn’t she? She’s under my 
roof! I brought her into the world, and, by God, now I have 
a right to know!” He squared off once more at Gigi, his face 
livid, certain now that his worst fears were true. “Gigi, I de- 
mand you tell me,” he yelled stubbornly. “Are you in love 
with Paul?” 

‘She stared at him transfixed, the tears that had slowly been 
forming earlier suddenly springing to her eyes. How could 
she deny her heart? She tried. She opened her mouth and 
tried to speak, but the words just wouldn’t come. 

“Oh, God!” she moaned helplessly as she suddenly burst 
into tears, and Jason knew. 

Now he knew the answer as Paul turned abruptly and 
watched Gigi lift her skirts and bolt for the stairs, running up 
them as fast as she could while tears streamed unchecked 
down her cheeks. ; 

Gigi knew Jason and Paul were watching, and she knew 
that her outburst had been the same as a declaration, but she 
didn’t care. Suddenly it didn’t matter anymore, because she 
was numb inside. As she turned on the upstairs landing, 
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heading down the hall toward her room, Jason’s voice once 
more echoed in the drawing room downstairs. 

“My God, Paul, how could you let something like this hap- 
pen?” he cried passionately as he stared at his son. 

Paul turned to face him, his gray eyes blazing. “Me? How 
could I let it happen? You brought her here, Father, not I!” 

“But I didn’t bring her here for you to seduce!” 

“J didn’t seduce her!” 

“What did you do to her, then, Paul? My God, she’s your 
sister! What have you done?” 

He shook his head. “Nothing! Pve done nothing!” 

Jason pointed toward the stairs. “Nothing made that. child 
run from the room in tears?” 

“She’s not a child, Father. She’s a woman,” he said bit- 

- terly. “Or hadn’t you noticed!” 

“She’s barely out of her teens, Paul. The product of a con- 
vent, What does she know of men and their ways? If you've 
ruined her... ?” 

Paul!’s jaws clenched. “I told you, I didn’t touch her.” 

“Then what did you do? Something happened!” Jason’s fist 
came down on the arm of his wheelchair. “I want to know, 
Paul, and I want to know now. I have to know what went on 
between you, do you hear?” His eyes were stormy, darkening 
to a steely gray. “I want to know, are you in love with her, 
Paul? Answer me!” 

“All right! All right!” yelled Paul, his body taut with anger, 
his control held by a slim thread; then his voice lowered pas- 
sionately, his breathing erratic as he towered over his father. 
“Yes, I’m in love with her,” he answered slowly, his eyes 
hard and cold as they watched his father’s face. “I fell in love 
with her the first time I saw her propped up in that big four- 
poster bed.” He turned from his father and walked to the 
fireplace, staring into the cold, dead ashes, but not really 
seeing them. His mind was miles away on a lonely spot in 
Central Park with fireworks exploding overhead. “T fell in 
love with her smile, her warmth, her vibrant zest for life,” he 
went on. “Just to look at her is like ... like...” He sud- 
denly whirled to face his father once more. “We had one 
night together, Father. Tonight! One night out of our lives. I 
know it was crazy, insane, we both did, but we had to have 
something.” 

Jason’s face looked sallow and gaunt. “What happened, 
Paul?” he asked again, his voice barely a whisper. 
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Paul flinched. “Nothing,” he answered, his anger of mo- 
ments ago held in check. “It’s the truth, Father,” he went on. 
“Nothing more happened except a few stolen kisses.” 

Tears welled up in Jason’s eyes again as he stared at Paul, 
wishing this whole nightmare would end. “But she’s your sis- 
ter, Paul,” he pleaded unsteadily. “My God, son,” he gasped, 
“she’s your own flesh and blood.” 

Paul straightened, his tall frame trembling. “Don’t you 
think I don’t know that?” he cried. “Don’t you think I 
haven’t thought of it every waking moment? Do you think it’s 
fun being in love with a woman I can’t touch? My God, Fa- 
ther, it’s torment! It’s a living hell!” 

He turned again toward the fireplace, leaning against the 
mantel, gazing once more into the empty grate as Jason 
stared at him. 

Jason watched him for a long time, and the silence in the 
room was deadly; then he spoke. “There'll be no more, Paul,” 
he said, his hands clenching the arms of his wheelchair so 
tightly the knuckles were white. “There'll be no more nights 
like tonight. This unnatural thing between you and your sister 
will be no more. It’s ended. here and now, do you under- 
stand?” 

Paul didn’t answer, he couldn’t, his insides were tied in 
knots, his mouth dry. 

Jason went on, determined. “There’s only one way out of 
all this as far as I can see,” he said grimly, grasping for 
something to hang on to. “Your wedding’s set for the twelfth 
of August. We'll move the date up. Instead, you and Lenore 
will be married a week from Saturday, on July 15. ’'m sure 
that'll work. I'll leave the arrangements up to you. You can 
talk Lenore into it. Use some sort of excuse. You're in a 
hurry, can’t wait... you can come up with something. If I 
know Lenore, she'll probably welcome the change.” 

Paul clenched his fists, lifting his head, gazing across the 
room. “I imagine she will,” he said wearily. — 

Jason shook his head as he stared at his elder son. “Paul, 
it’s no good,” he admonished. “I know how you must feel, 
but it’s unhealthy, and if anyone found out . . .” His ‘eyes 
settled on Paul’s ruggedly handsome face. “I never dreamed 
you were capable of something like this, Paul,” he said. 
“Never in all my years.” He looked bewildered. “I trusted 
you with that girl, Paul, and you broke that trust. I hold you 
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stand?” 


Again Paul was silent, staring across the room at nothing. 
He understood only too well. 

“But the damage has been done,” Jason went on, exhaling 
nervously. “What matters now, Paul, is that we have to rec- 
tify it.’ He was hoping to capture his son’s attention once 
more. “Paul, someone has to explain to Gigi. Someone has to 
try to make her understand,” he said. “What must the poor 
girl think, having you kissing her, trying to make love to her. 
No Bites: she’s in tears. My God, Paul, how could you!” he 
cried. 

“Because I’m in love with her!” Paul yelled, and Jason 
flinched. 

“Well, I won't have it, Paul. Not in this house. I won’t!” he 
demanded. “It has to end here and now. This very minute.” 

Paul straightened to his full height, his eyes no longer 
brooding, but dark and forbidding, his face drawn into an 
unfeeling mask of cynicism, He remembered the tears in 
Gigi’s eyes, and the youthful innocence that betrayed her as 
they lay together in the grass. He remembered the kisses and 
caresses, and the words of love, and his heart turned over in- 
side him. It was over; he had had his night. A night he’d 
never forget. A night that could never be again, and he knew 
it. Responsible? Maybe he was responsible, he didn’t know. 
He turned to face his father. 

“Don’t worry, Father, it’s ended,” he said huskily, his voice 
vibrant with emotion. “It ended tonight. We knew it couldn’t 
last, that it should never be, and we made a promise to our- 
selves that we'd try to forget what we feel for each other. 
What happened was really not of our doing, you know. It 
was just something ... ¥ can’t explain it. I don’t think Gigi 
could either. You can’t really explain and rationalize feelings. 
They're too elusive.” He tilted his head back momentarily 
and closed his eyes, then opened them again and looked once 
more at Jason. “Don’t worry, I haven’t gone completely 
mad,” he said. “You're right. It can never be, and I know it,” 
he went on as he walked slowly toward Jason. “I’m not about 
to shout to the world that Pm in love with my sister, Father, 
nor will Gigi care to admit to anyone her feelings for me. We 
both know how hopeless it is and that there’s no future to- 
gether for us. We knew it months ago.” 
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“Months ago?” Jason frowned as his son came closer. 
“You mean the affair’s been going on that long?” 

“Affair?” Paul stopped abruptly, staring at his father. 
“Who said we were having an affair?” 

“Rose said—” 

“Rose said?” He sneered, realizing now who'd done the 
first accusing. “I might have known,” he said. “For your in- 
formation, Father, we weren’t having an affair,” he explained. 
“There’s been nothing more between us than words and a few 
-embraces.” 

“But you don’t understand, Paul,” said Jason. “If Rose 
could see what’s been going on, then so could others.” He 
looked up into his son’s face, “I only hope to God that we’re 
not too late, Paul,” he went on. “That no one else has seen 
what Rose saw, what I’ve been too blind to see.” 

“They didn’t,” Paul insisted, “There’s been nothing to see. 
We've been very discreet, and there’ll be nothing more for 
them to see, Father,” he said slowly. “There'll be no reason 
for anyone to say a thing, because it’s over. I'll be the perfect 
brother, epitome of decency, there'll be no scandal, no need 
for any more accusations. You're right, of course. Pll marry 
Lenore and forget Gigi. That is, I'll try to forget.” 

Jason flinched. “Paul?” 

Paul’s eyes found those of his father, and Jason felt a 
physical pain shoot through him at the look in his son’s eyes. 
Paul looked defeated. 

“Tm sorry, Paul,” he apologized. “I wouldn’t have had this 
happen for the world, and you know it.” 

A cynical half-smile pulled at the corners of Paul’s mouth 
as he stared at the man who'd caused him so much heart- 
ache. “T know,” he answered softly. “But isn’t there a place 
in the Bible where it says the sins of the father are passed on 
to the children?” 

Jason’s eyes filled with tears as he realized Paul was blam- 
ing him. “Forgive me, Paul, please,” he pleaded. ‘‘Please, son, 
forgive me,” but Paul was in no mood to grant forgiveness. 

It would take more than a few empty, lifeless words to 
take the chill from his heart. It. would take more than an 
apology to still the ache inside him, because he knew that no 
matter what, even though he did as his father wished and 
married Lenore, his life would never be the same again. He 
couldn’t forgive his father, at least not yet, not with the pain 
so new and unbearable. 
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He sighed. “Maybe someday, Father,” he finally said as he 
stared down at him bitterly. “Maybe someday. But not now. 
Good night.” He turned, walking to the staircase, and Jason 
sat below, with tears in his eyes and an ache in his heart that 


couldn’t be stilled, and watched him ascend. 


10 


Gigi stirred restlessly in the huge satiny surroundings of her 
bed. The soft pink and dove-pgray brocades and satins that 
had once felt luxurious and sensuous against her bare skin 
now felt cold and impersonal. She shook her dark, curly 
head. It felt two sizes too big, and her mouth was dry, like 
cotton, She’d cried herself to sleep last night, and now her 
eyes hurt too. She’d been lying on her stomach, and turned 
over now, curling onto her side, staring unhappily across the 
sunlit room. 

Her red velvet dress lay crumpled in a heap on the floor 
where she’d stepped out of it, her petticoats were strewn half 
off, half on the vanity seat, and the diamond-and-ruby brooch 
glittered from where it lay on the carpet-near them. She ex- 
haled wearily, having remembered throwing it across the 
room last night as she’d tearfully undressed, not caring where 
it landed, only wanting to get rid of it. 

She punched at the pillow beneath her head, then rubbed 
her temple gingerly, remembering everything that happened. 
Her evening with Paul, the quarrel with Jason. It wasn’t fair! 
The whole thing wasn’t fair. She should never have let herself 
fall in love with Paul. It was impossible. And what they'd 
done last night was unforgivable. But how did you tell your 
heart not to care? She’d tried. Lord, how she’d tried. 

Now Jason knew, and she wondered what had happened 
after she’d left them last night. Had Paul told his father ev- 
erything? Even if he had, though, it didn’t matter. Not any- 
more, because last night was not only the beginning but, also 
the end. One night to last a lifetime, they’d agreed. And now 
it was over. Everything was over. ‘ 

She sighed, pushing herself into a sitting position, shoving 
the unruly curls from in front of her blue-green eyes, trying 
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to get enough gumption to get up. She was just about re- 
signed to the fact that she’d have to dress herself this morn- 
ing, when she heard a noise and looked up. Bridget stood in 
the doorway to the powder room, hands on hips, staring at 
her, She must have come into the room while she was still 
asleep. That’s why the drapes were drawn already. They'd 
been closed last night. It was the morning sun streaming in at 
the French doors that had wakened her. 

She swung her feet to the floor and stared intently at 
Bridget, momentarily forgetting her own miserable plight. 
“Bridget, are you all right?” she asked anxiously as she sat on 
the edge of the bed frowning. ‘ 

Bridget’s usual smile softened the corners of her mouth, 
but this morning it wasn’t as broad, and her voice was raspy 
as she spoke. “Yes, I’m all right, Miss Gigi,” she said, “But 
Jamie’s still pretty bad. Although the doctor said as how he'll 
get better.” 

Gigi shook her head as Bridget walked over and took a 
blue lace dressing gown from the closet, bringing it to her. 
She stood up and slipped it on, covering the matching lace 
nightgown she was wearing. 

“Father told us what happened when we got home last 
night,” she said, fastening the buttons on the dressing gown. 
“He said you told him you thought whoever attacked you 
thought you were me.” 

Bridget glanced at her nervously, nodding. “I’m sure of it, 
Miss Gigi,” she offered. “Just as he grabbed me, he said, 
‘Well, so we meet again, Sefiorita.’ I've never met anybody 
who talks like that, but I know I’ve heard Mr. de los Reyes 
call you sefiorita.” 

Gigi’s eyes suddenly grew wary, and she gazed thoughtfully 
across the room. André? Could he be mixed up in this? A 
tingling sensation coursed up her back, making the hair at the 
nape of her neck prickle. 

“Bridget, it... did you recognize the men?” she asked 
hesitantly. 

Bridget sighed. “Don’t worry, Miss Gigi. It wasn’t Mr. de 
los Reyes,” she assured her. “I thought of that too. But I 
know it wasn’t him.” 

Gigi was relieved. 

Bridget walked over and picked up the brooch, looking it 
over absentmindedly, then set it on the vanity and began to 
gather Gigi’s clothes up from the floor. “I know Mr. de los 
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Reyes’ voice,” she went on. “These men sounded rough. You 
know, like the difference between a man who’s.a gentleman 
and one who ain’t. Like Mr. Paul. Now, he’s a gentleman.” 

Gigi’s face paled suddenly at the mention of Paul’s name, 
but Bridget didn’t notice. She was too busy picking up the 
clothes. 

“J knew I should’ve come up and helped you last night,” 
she continued as she shock out the red dress, trying to 
straighten the folds that had creased it as it lay on the floor 
overnight. “I told Mr. Larrabee I was all right, but he insisted 
he’d have Biddy help you.” She shook her head. “T can tell 
from this mess, though, that nobody helped you, did they?” 

Gigi exhaled, walking toward the French doors, staring out 
at the day that was warmer than the past few days, “I guess 
we got home too late,” she explained, once more remember- 
ing her helpless situation. 

She let Bridget pick the things up and put them away while 
she stood leaning against the doorframe. Last night! It was 
still so vivid in her mind, yet something . . . She tried to 
remember. Paul had revealed so much to her, things he'd 
thought at first she’d known. And that was something else. 
Why hadn’t she known? Didn’t all grown men and women 
know these things? Rose seemed to. Why not her? She 
scowled, rubbing her forehead, trying to reach somewhere 
into the past for an answer, trying to catch a glimpse of what 
her life might have been. They said she’d been raised in a 
convent. Then why couldn’t she remember? There was ncoth- 
ing. 

The things Paul had done to her, the caresses, the way he 
kissed her and made her feel, were new to her. Somehow she 
knew no man had ever touched her as Paul had, and the 
pleasure had been almost unbearable. This was the love that 
people talked about. And it was the first time she’d ever 
remembered experiencing it, She closed her eyes and covered 
them with her hand, trying to force her thoughts back to be- 
fore the train wreck, but it was useless. Whatever was there, 
was just beyond her reach. 

She sighed, straightening as Bridget called that her bath- 
water was ready, and during the bath, as she stroked the 
washcloth across her full breasts, down her trim legs, and*be- 
tween her thighs, she wondered what it was like to be fulfilled 
as Paul had explained to her, wondering what it would be 
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like to be a part of him, and she trembled more than once at 
the thought. 

Bridget laid out her clothes while she bathed, and now she 
slipped into her underclothes and petticoats, then put on the 
apricot-colored cotton, its skirt embroidered with delicate 
white flowers, their green leaves trailing haphazardly around 
the bottom of the skirt, The bodice too was embroidered in 
larger white flowers, the huge sleeves with white lace inserts 
puffing out at the shoulders, leaving her arms bare. Bridget 
fastened the dress up the back, then draped a plain gold 
chain about Gigi’s neck, letting the fire opal at the end of it, 
surrounded by delicate gold filigree, rest comfortably on the 
bare skin above her generous bosom. The matching earrings 
were placed in her ears after her hair was secured atop her 
head so the curls cascaded as far as the nape of the neck. 

“There,” said Bridget, satisfied at last. She and Gigi had 
talked the whole while Gigi was dressing, and Gigi had man- 
aged to worm the story of exactly what happened the night 
before out of the young girl, and Bridget had also managed 
to discover about Paul and Gigi’s excursion to Central Park, 
although the reason for it, and what happened while they 
were there, were omitted in the telling, 

Gigi stared back at her reflection in the mirror as Bridget 
set the last earring in place, and her insides suddenly began 
to constrict, She was all ready to go down to breakfast, to 
start a new day, only she didn’t want to, How on earth was 
she going to face her father? She had no idea what he and 
Paul had said after she’d left them, What if he ordered her 
out of the house? Where would she go? What would she do? 
What if he wouldn’t even let her talk to Paul again? 

Her hands began to perspire, and her fingers’ twitched ner- 
vously. What if Paul told him about the things they'd said, 
about the things he did? How could she face Jason? And 
what of Paul? Last night it had seemed so natural to be with 
him and let him touch her. This morning, now, in the clear 
light of day, she wasn’t so sure. She was so mixed up. What 
would he say when he saw her again? 

A few minutes later her worst fears were laid to Test as she 
entered the dining room and joined the rest of the family for 
breakfast. But now another fear gripped her. Not only was 
She able to face Paul, but his manner toward her was so 
casual and offhand that for a moment she wasn’t even sure 
last night had ever happened. 
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His clothes this morning were casual. White pants, deep 
blue Prince Albert frock coat, striped shirt. Even his cravat 
was tied at a rakish angle that was unusual for Paul, and he 
treated her no differently than he’d treated her any other time 
the past few months, In fact, one might say he even seemed 
less concerned with her presence than usual, although he was 
charming, considerate, and quite civil, throwing in remarks 
now and then about the picnic he and Lenore were going on 
this afternoon, 

Jason too acted as if nothing had happened, although she 
did notice the dark shadows beneath his eyes that hadn’t been 
there the night before, and a sad droop to his mouth that 
spoiled his handsomely distinguished face. Even his hair 
seemed to have a little more gray in it this morning, and his 
eyes were more intense than usual. Other than that, however, 
his words were the same usual morning banter about business 
and his own social world. 

Even Rose, who was always making snide remarks, seemed 
less concerned with annoying Gigi this morning, and she and 
Bruce kept up a lively chatter about the holiday parties they’d 
attended. 

Gigi ate slowly, quieter than usual, listening to them, a 
feeling of dread in the pit of her stomach. She had been 
afraid to face them, afraid they’d accuse her again, afraid of 
the consequences of what she’d done, but instead, all of them 
were acting as if nothing had happened. As if last night had 
never been. Not one word was mentioned. No reference to 
the fact that they’d missed the Van Der Lindens’ party or to 
Central Park, Nothing. 

Even Paul. Had it meant so little to him that he could for- 
get so quickiy? She knew they’d both made a vow to forget, 
but vows were so easy to say, harder to keep. Had his been 
easy to stick to because he really hadn’t cared? Had he meant 
what he said last night about loving her always, or had he 
only been playing her for a fool? 

She swallowed hard, trying to ease the lump in her throat 
as she listened to the conversation around her. And as Paul 
stood ‘up, excusing himself, explaining that he had work to do 
before going out, she looked directly into his eyes, and the 
lump in her throat sank to her stomach, His eyes were Hard 
and cold, unfeeling, and she clenched her teeth bitterly. Well, 
what more had she expected? He’d said it was over. At least 
he could forget, and she attacked her eggs Benedict with a 
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vengeance. If he could forget, so could she, and she forced a 
determined smile to her lips as she finished her breakfast and 
one of the maids came in, announcing that André de los 
Reyes was waiting to talk to her on the telephone. 

A few minutes later she stood alone in the huge entrance 
hall. She straightened her skirt deliberately, put a stray strand 
of hair back into place, then picked up the receiver from 
where it dangled beside the big brown box on the foyer wall. 

“Hello?” she said unsteadily, her mind made up to forget 
Paul, ber heart crying against it. 

“Good morning, Gigi.” André sounded quite anxious. “Did 
you have a happy holiday?” he asked. 

She tried to sound nonchalant. “As well as can be expect- 
ed. We went to Central Park,” she said, her voice strained, 
using the “we” so he wouldn’t have any suspicions about her 
and Paul going alone. This way he’d have no idea who might 
have been included. 

“Central Park?” He sounded a little surprised. “I thought 
you were staying at home last night.” 

“We were going to go to the Van Der Lindens’, but 
changed our minds.” She stared at the floor, watching the tip 
of her white patents. There was a speck of dirt on the toe, 
_and she lifted her foot, wiping it off on her petticoat, then in- 
spected it again, making sure it was gone. She tucked her 
foot back beneath the edge of her dress, concentrating once 
more on André, “Did you have a nice holiday?” she asked. 

“It wasn't a holiday for me, Gigi, remember?” he reminded 
her. “The consulate was closed in observance, but I had 
‘things to do.” 

“You worked last evening then?” 

“St. But tell me”’—his voice was warm, vibrant—*“are you 
still going to the theater with me this evening?” 

Her breath caught in her throat. That’s right, she’d forgot- 
ten. She’d asked Jason when she and André had returned 
from their ride the afternoon before, and he’d consented. On 
one condition, that is. That Paul and Lenore make it a four- 
some. After last night, though, maybe things had changed. 

“I am as far as I know,” she said; then her voice lowered 
unsteadily. “I hope you don’t mind that Father insisted Paul 
and his fiancée come along.” 

“No... not at all,” he replied. “I guess I can hold your 
hand when your big brother’s not looking. One duenna’s as 
bad as another. At least he doesn’t intimidate me as much as 
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that silent servant of your father’s does, querida,” he said. 
“Sometimes Ahmed looks at me as if he thinks 'm going to 
eat you.” 

She half-laughed. “Oh, André, really.” 

“It’s not funny, querida,” he said unhappily. “It’s true, and 
it’s not the easiest thing in the world to make love to a 
woman under those circumstances, you know.” He went on, 
his voice lowering, registering a note of latent passion. “But 
then, if that’s the only way I can see you, mi querida, I don’t 
care if a hundred Ahmeds are lurking in the shadows. Just so 
I can be with you.” 

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t. She just held the receiver, 
staring into the mouthpiece, remembering yesterday after- 
noon when they’d gone riding. 

“Tonight, then, Gigi?” he asked softly, and she sighed. 

“Tonight,” she answered. 

“Bien! Hasta luego.” ; 

“Good-bye,” she said, and hung up, her emotions in a tur- 
moil. 

What was it about André? She wasn’t in love with him, she 
knew. But there was a certain charm, a magnetism about him 
that was exciting and at the same time almost frightening. Al- 
though his kisses yesterday had not had the same effect on 
her that Paul’s kisses had, she had to admit that they did 
arouse some feelings in her. Feelings deep in her loins similar 
to the ones she feit last night as she lay on the sand, letting 
Paul caress her breasts. Why? 

Was it a natural way to feel that had nothing to do with 
love? What that why Paul was acting the way he was today? 
Was he aroused last night simply because he was a man and 
she was a woman? Could she feel the same way with André 
without love? 

If only she had someone to talk to, maybe she could un- 
derstand, But there was no one, and she turned quickly, head- 
ing for the library, hoping perhaps to find an answer 
somewhere in the myriad of books lining the walls. 


Paul sat in his office staring at the papers in front of him, 
unable to concentrate on anything. All he could see were her 
bright blue-green eyes gazing at him, bewildered, beseeching 
him, waiting for a sign, anything to show that he cared. He 
had given her none. To have done s0, to have let his guard 
down, would have been his ruin. As it was, treating her no 
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differently than he treated Rose, acting as if he didn’t care, 
was the hardest thing he’d ever had to do in his life. She’d 
looked so lovely this morning. So provocatively sensuous, the 
dress she wore clinging lusciously to every curve, her eyes 
alive and warm. 

He pushed the papers from in front of him and stood up, 
walking to the window, shoving his hands deep into his pock- 
ets, staring out at the beautiful summer day. Here along the 
Hudson the beauty of the land was all one could ask for, 
with its rolling hills, fertile valleys, and cool forests. That’s 
why his father had built here. Most of the other prominent 
New York families, like the Van Der Lindens’, built in town 
on the boulevard. He’d have none of it. 

But now, looking at the brilliant sky and gently sloping 
landscape, Paul remembered the early-morning rides teaching 
Gigi how to handle a horse, her fresh young mind grasping 
everything so quickly. She'd been so eager to learn and 
seemed sometimes to remember another time when she had 
ridden, so riding had come easily to her. 

He cursed softly to himself, his jaw tightening, and tried to 
tationalize his feelings. He hadn’t wanted to fall in love with 
her. He hadn’t even realized it was love until that night on 
the terrace after André had left. At first he’d kept telling 
himself it was merely brotherly concern. But when he’d held 
her in his arms, then tried to tell her what love was... 

He closed his eyes, pressing his fingertips to the bridge of 
his nose. It was over. What was the use of even thinking 
about it? He straightened stubbornly. One thing for sure. 
Brooding and conjuring up old memories was no way to for- 
get. The best way to forget was to concentrate on another 
woman, After all, he still had Lenore. She was stunning, so- 
phisticated, and any man would be happy at the prospect of 
having her for a wife. Hadn’t he proposed to her because 
he’d been unable to find any other woman who possessed all 
the attributes he’d always considered necessary for becoming 
Mrs. Paul Larrabee? And he’d escorted enough women 
around to be able to pick and choose. He should be happy. 
Why wasn’t he? Why couldn’t he be content with Lenore? 
She was everything he'd always told himself he wanted in the 
woman he loved. That’s why this whole thing had him so 
baffled. 

If he was going to fall in love, then why wasn’t it with one 
of the women who’d wandered in and out of his life over the 
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years? They'd all been enchanting, sophisticated. He’d been 
the envy of other men because of the women he knew, and 
even now, with his engagement to Lenore. Then why had he 
fallen in love with an unsophisticated girl, barely out of the 
cradle? Paul Larrabee, man-about-town, brought low by a 
winsome smile and a pair of innocent blue-green eyes, but the 
worst blow of all was that they should belong to his half-sis- 
ter. Damn! 

He turned abruptly from the window, pulling a watch from 
his pocket, checking the time, then headed for the door. 


Lenore sat in the Van Der Lindens’ library, her mind far 
from the book she was reading. Paul had called earlier, re- 
questing to see her, and she’d invited him for the picnic lunch 
‘they'd had to cancel the day before. Today was Wednesday, 
and she knew he wasn’t used to taking time off from work 
during the week, but if he could always find time for Gigi, he 
could do the same for her. He hadn't protested. She waited 
impatiently, going over what she was going to say and how 
she was going to act toward him. His explanation had better 
be a good one. The toe of her blue kid shoe tapped nervously 
on the marble floor. 

Things were awkward and strained between them when 
Paul arrived, and they said little to each other except the 
usual greetings; then the small buggy, driven by Paul, pulled 
away from the house and moved on down the road. But later, 
settling down in a meadow on the banks of the river, spread- 
ing the tablecloth out, Lenore knew it was now or never. She 
had to know. She’d been cool toward him on the ride, the 
few words between them stilted. 

She slipped from her. suit jacket and sat down, spreading 
her deep blue satin skirt about her, fluffing the huge leg- 
o’-mutton sleeves on her white silk blouse, billowing them 
out. Then she reached up and took the elaborate hat from 
her flaxen hair. It was an extravagant little piece of blue felt 
with satin bows, white velvet rosettes that resembied flowers, 
and dainty ostrich plumes. She set it aside, glancing at Paul 
as she did so. 

He dropped to the ground beside her and began opening 
the picnic basket, oblivious of the grass stains he was getting 
on the knees of his white flannel pants. Removing his dark 
blue frock coat, he tossed it aside next to his straw hat, took 
off the cravat, and loosened the collar of his shirt, then rolled 
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the sleeves up and started removing the things from the pic- 
nic basket. 

“Are you ready to explain yet, Paul?” she asked miserably, 
trying to hide her annoyance. 

He stopped, a bottle of wine in his hand, looking at her 
hesitantly. “Are you ready to forgive me?” he countered. 

She pursed her lips. “It alf depends on what there is to for- 
give.” 

His cool gray eyes met her angry blue ones, and he stared 
at her for a long moment, “Maybe we'd better eat something 
first,” he said. 

She shook her head. “I couldn’t, not just yet.” 

“All right.” He put the bottle back in the basket, then sat 
back, gazing at her. She was doing a magnificent job of hold- 
ing her temper in check, He had to give her credit. “It was a 
rotten thing to do, wasn’t it?” he said. 

The blue in her eyes deepened. “Why, Paul?” was all she 
asked, and he watched the anger tightening her jaw. 

“Because once in a while I get fed up with the artificial life 
we lead,” he confessed. “I wanted to be with the other half 
for a change, show Gigi what a good time really is. So we 
went to Central Park.” 

“Central Park?” 

“That’s right. But not the Central Park you know. Not the 
bridle paths or just to ride through in a fancy carriage 
showing off. We walked around through the crowds. There’s 
always a big celebration there on the Fourth of July, with 
dancing and fireworks.” 

She frowned. “Do you go there often just to walk around?” 

“Once in a while.” 

“But never with me.” 

“You wouldn’t like it, Lenore, and you know it,” he said. 
“It’s just not for you. At least not where I go. I mix in with 
the everyday people. People you’d consider riffraff. It’s a 
place where I can relax without the pressures of being Paul 
Larrabee. Where I can lose myself in the crowd and just be a 
person. Sometimes I have to get away, and there are times 
when Gigi feeis the same. So last night we did.” 

She watched his eyes as he spoke. They were hard, uncom- 
promising, as if waiting for her to challenge him, and if she 
did, she was sure she’d lose him. Paul Larrabee wasn’t the 
type of man to cater to a woman just to keep peace. He had 
a mind of his own. You didn’t tell him to do anything, you 


HOLD BACK THE SUN 171 


asked him, then hoped you asked in the right way. He could 
be maneuvered just so far, but the reins had to be kept loose, 
giving him room to breathe. Central Park! 

“You could have at least called,” she admonished irritably. 
“Good heavens, Paul, everyone kept asking where you were, 
and I felt like a fool not knowing. What was I to tell them?” 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I tried to get to a telephone, but 
there aren’t that many booths around, and the ones I did see 
were too crowded.” 

“I suppose I should understand, but I don’t,” she replied. 
“I had so much planned yesterday. The picnic, and last night 
... nothing went right.” She avoided his eyes momentarily, 
hoping her voice didn’t sound too demanding or whiny. “So 
help me, if I didn’t know better, Paul, and if Gigi wasn’t 
your sister’—she looked at him again, this time her blue eyes 
intense—"I’d swear there was something going on,” she said. 

Paul caught his breath, and his insides tightened as their 
eyes met. She couldn’t know. He stared at her, unwavering, 
then reached out, half-laughing as he took her hand in his, 
pulling her closer, “What on earth are you talking about?” he 
asked huskily, and she swallowed hard, staring at him as he 
pulled her the rest of the way into his arms so her head was 
cradled on his shoulder. 

“Paul, you do love me, don’t you?” she asked suddenly. 

His smile was disarming. “Don’t be foolish, Lenore,” he 
whispered. “You know J do.” 

“Then why have you been so distant lately? Paul, I'm 
frightened.” She toyed with the collar of his shirt. For the 
first time since he’d known her, Paul saw uncertainty in 
‘Lenore’s clear blue eyes, “Paul, if anything happened to us, I 
think I’d die,” she went on. “I’ve never told you this, but 
being Mrs, Paul Larrabee means more to me than life itself. 
I’ve always loved you, Paul, for years and years,” she said. 
“And just the thought that something might happen... that 
you might change your mind .. .” 

Paul’s hand moved up to caress her cheek, The skin was 
soft, very fair. His fingertips touched her earlobe, and he felt 
her tremble. He studied the line of her jaw as it reached the 
hairline, noting the soft hollow in her cheek, the classic bone 
structure of her face. She was like a Dresden doll, cqld and 
unemotional. At least that’s the way she’d always seemed, but 
now, suddenly, her eyes held a depth that went beyond her 
porcelain exterior. 
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“How would you like to make certain I don’t change my 
mind?” he asked softly. 

She frowned. “What... ?” 

“Let’s get married right away, Lenore,” he pleaded, taking 
advantage of her emotional state. “Let’s not wait any longer. 
Why we decided to wait until August anyway, I’ll never 
know. We can get married a week from Saturday. What do 
you think?” 

She was staring at him curiously, her eyes wide, mouth 
agape in disbelief. “A week from Saturday?” 

“Why not?” 

“But, Paul. All our plans...” 

He cupped her face in his hand, his other arm tightening, 
holding her firmly against him. “Darling, we've waited too 
long already,” he whispered. “Besides, plans can be changed.” 

“But a week from Saturday!” 

He leaned forward and kissed her softly, hoping he hadn't 
lost his power of persuasion. “Please, Lenore, say you will.” 
His lips moved from her mouth to her ear, and his breath, 
warm on her neck, made her shiver. “Please, love,” he con- 
tinued to plead, “T can’t wait until August. Being with you so 
much and not being able to touch you has been torment. Say 
you will, Lenore. It’s what you’ve always wanted, darling, 
what we both want.” 

Lenore swallowed hard, then pushed against Paul, and he 
lifted his lips from her neck where they’d been caressing her. 
His eyes locked with hers, and for 2 moment he thought he’d 
lost; then she sighed. 

“You're serious, aren’t you, Paul?” she said softly. 

He breathed deeply. “Very serious,” he answered. 

She continued to stare, feeling his arms holding her, 
remembering the touch of his lips on her neck, and remem- 
bering the night of the masquerade ball, when he'd kissed her 
and she’d felt his arousal. If she said yes now there’d be no 
more fear of losing him. 

“All right,” she replied passionately, her eyes radiating the 
inner happiness she felt, “If you insist, we'll be married a 
week from Saturday, but after we’re married, no more Cen- 
tral Parks, please, Paul,” she begged. “At least not without 
me.” 

He sighed, a dull ache settling in his breastbone. “No more 
Central Parks ever, J promise,” he said firmly, “There'll be no 
need for any,” and she smiled. 
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“Then kiss me, Paul,” she said, and his lips came down on 
hers brutally, taking her breath away, and Lenore was the 
proudest, happiest woman in the world. She’d played her 
cards right. If she’d bucked him, if she’d shown her anger, 
she might have lost him, As it was, in less than two weeks 
she’d be Mrs. Paul Larrabee. 


Gigi stood in front of the full-length mirror scrutinizing 
herself. She was wearing the same deep turquoise dress she’d 
worn that night so long ago when she’d first gone to Delmon- 
ico’s with Jason and Paul and met all of Jason’s friends and 
business associates. The tiny seed pearls glittered here and 
there where they were scattered about the skirt and bodice of 
the dress, It was one of her favorites, and she watched the 
lace about the bottom of the skirt swish as she turned from 
side to side, examining herself, to make sure she looked all 
right. 

Bridget had fixed her hair away from her face, the curls 
nestled firmly in place atop her head, and delicate pearl ear- 
rings hung from her earlobes, matching the strands of pearls 
that embellished her throat. 

André should be pleased, she thought, and inadvertently 
wondered what Paul would think. But then, Paul didn’t mat- 
ter, did he? She fought back tears that threatened to filter 
into her eyes. She had managed to sneak a few words with 
Paul earlier in the day before he’d left for Lenore’s, and he'd 
reluctantly told her about the argument he and Jason had 
had, and Jason’s reaction when he’d learned the truth. And 
he’d also told her of his promise to his father that it was 
over, that what had existed between them was dead, and he: 
tried to make her believe it too, treating her with angry indif- 
ference and bitter words, and it had hurt her terribly. Now 
she was trying to think of him indifferently as a defense 
against her real feelings. Paul had left immediately after their 
talk and been gone all afternoon, and as far as she knew, he 
still wasn’t back. She wondered if he’d get back in time for 
the theater. If he didn’t, that was his problem. Jason said he’d 
made arrangements with Paul and that he’d reminded him; 
besides, being alone with André tonight might be just the 
remedy she needed to get over Paul. After all, yesterday af- 
terncon had proved more than interesting. What might 
tonight bring? 

Satisfied that she looked all right, she turned, snatching up 
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the fancy cape that matched the dress, and went downstairs. 
She left the cape in the foyer, and proceeded to the dining 
room, surprised to see that Paul had returned, changed 
clothes, and was just sitting down to dinner. 

“Well, Gigi,” said Jason, concern mirrored in his eyes. “We 
have seen hardly anything of you all day, and when you were 
late coming down, I was about to ask one of the servants to 
see if everything was all right.” 

“I’m fine,” she said unsteadily as she let Ahmed pull the 
chair out for her, then sat down, She could feel everyone’s 
eyes on her, especially Paul’s, but she was unable to look at 
him, afraid of what she might see in those cool gray eyes. She 
smoothed the skirt of her dress, clearing her throat, trying to 
act normal. “I’ve spent most of the day in the library,” she 
said. “There were some things I wanted to look up. I didn’t 
mean to be late for dinner.” - 

“You're not really late, my dear,” said Jason congenially. 
“I shouldn’t have said anything. After all, Paul just arrived 
too.” 

“But he has an excuse,” said Rose, butting into the conver- 
sation, She glanced at Paul. “Why don’t you tell Gigi about 
your news, Paul?” she urged coyly. “I’m sure she’d jove to 
know, wouldn’t you, Gigi?” 

“Know what?” she asked, watching the self-satisfied look 
on her half-sister’s face. . 

“Tell her, Paul,” Rose urged again. “She might even like 
the idea. Who knows?” 

Paul’s mouth set stubbornly as he stared at Rose, wishing 
he could strangle her.- 

Gigi composed herself and looked at Paul, her eyes curi- 
ous, wondering, “What news do you have, Paul?” she asked 
softly, trying to keep her voice steady. 

Paul’s eyes darted from Rose to Bruce, then to his father, 
finally resting once more on Gigi. “Lenore and I are getting 
married a week from Saturday instead of in August,” he fi- 
nally said. He watched Gigi’s eyes, and the pain be saw in 
them made him curse silently to himself. 

“Perhaps you'd like to be in the wedding party too, along 
with me,” said Rose, rubbing it in, and Paul frowned at her 
tactless offer: then he went on hesitantly, hoping to soothe 
Gigi’s pain, trying to make her feel more at ease. “Tm sure 
Lenore won't mind, if you’d like to,” he said. 

Gigi took a deep breath, then tried to smile, but couldn’t, 
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so instead she straightened stubbornly, determined to show 
them it didn’t matter. 

“F’d love to,” she said calmly. “And may I invite André to 
the wedding reception?” she asked. “You are still having the 
reception, aren’t you?” 

Paul’s eyes bored into hers, but she couldn’t read the 
meaning behind them. They seemed to be both questioning 
and angry. “We'd be delighted to have him,” he answered. 
“In fact, we can ask him this evening,” he said. “On the way 
to the theater.” 

Gigi forced a smile. “Lovely,” she said, and at that mo- 
ment the girls brought in the food and the awkward situation 
was more easily bridged, although the wedding was not for- 
gotten and aspects of it were discussed off and on during din- 
ner, making Gigi more than a little uncomfortable, because 
still no one else, only Paul earlier in the day, had made any 
mention about last night’s affair. 

André arrived on time just as dinner ended, and Paul 
watched jealously as he helped Gigi on with her cape and es- 
corted her to the waiting carriage, while he followed close be- 
hind, trying to look unconcerned. He was sure the evening 
was going to be a disaster, at least for him. All the way to 
Lenore’s he had to listen to André’s rich, deep voice, the 
heavy Spanish accent remarkably sensuous as he talked to 
Gigi. 

By the time they reached the Van Der Linden’s, Paul’s 
composure was badly shaken, although he tried not to show it 
as Gigi, who'd been practically ignoring his presence, paid 
rapt attention to her escort. She smiled seductively at André’s 
whispered endearments, letting him hold her hand furtively 
beneath the folds of her cloak, where he was sure she thought 
he couldn’t see. Then occasionally they’d even lapse into 
Spanish, When this happened, Paul frowned, wondering once 
more if perhaps André may have known Gigi before, and 
also wondering if maybe he’d had something to do with the 
attack on Bridget, although the girl insisted that neither of 
the men could have been André. 

Lenore seemed quite content as she joined them. Happy to 
see André so attentive toward Gigi, and exuberant, if Lenore 
could ever be called exuberant, over the recent change in 
their coming nuptials. She looked exquisite in green safin and 
emeralds that clashed with her brilliant blue eyes, filling them 
with green flecks. Her dress had enormous bouffant sleeves, 
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the waist small, skirt full and bustled, but it showed off her 
statuesque proportions beautifully. 

Gigi. was always jealous whenever she saw Lenore. There 
was an air about her that was unmistakably social register, 
and Gigi felt intimidated. Tonight, watching her clinging to 
Paul even more possessively than usual was even worse, al- 
though Gigi appeared unperturbed. 

Outwardly, the evening was a complete success. Everyone 
was cordial and charming. Paul and Lenore invited André to 
the wedding; Gigi confirmed that she’d be glad to be in the 
wedding party; André, through subtle questioning, discovered 
the events of the night before concerning Ramén and the 
colonel’s little adventure; and they all seemed to enjoy the 
play. But inwardly, against all appearances, the evening was 
as Paul predicted, a total disaster, at least for him. And for 
Gigi too, although he had no way of knowing it. Although 
Paul seemed to be overly attentive toward Lenore, subcon- 
sciously, his every thought was on Gigi. He knew every time 
she looked into André’s eyes, every time she smiled at him, 
and every word that passed between them. 

And Gigi, although seemingly caught up in André’s 
charming attentiveness, saw every gesture Paul made toward 
Lenore, every concern he gave her, and it tore at her heart, 
making her reactions toward André more reckless than they 
should have been, causing Paul even further anguish. 

By the time Paul said good night to Lenore and kissed her 
at her front door, returning promptly to the carriage, he was 
in a foul mood. And the fact that when he returned to the 
carriage and seated himself across from them, he instinctively 
sensed that André had been kissing Gigi, didn’t help matters. 
How could he not show how he felt? He wanted to kill the 
sniveling Latin, but instead he tried to ignore him, and stared 
out the window irritably as the carriage rolled on toward Lar- 
rabee Manor. 

“I hope you don’t mind, Paul,” said Gigi, interrupting 
Paul’s thoughts as the carriage pulled up at the front steps of 
the stone mansion, “but I’ve asked André if he’d like to come 
in for a nightcap. It is all right, isn’t it? I mean... you 
don’t think Jason will mind?” 

Paul glanced at André, noting the gleam in his dark eyes, 
then looked back at Gigi, frowning. “I’m afraid I do mind, 
Gigi,” he said sternly. “I wish you’d asked me first. 1 don’t 
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think it would be wise this evening. Father wasn’t feeling too 
well, and it is rather late.” 

She frowned back at him, turning toward André apolo- 
getically as the carriage stopped. “I’m sorry,” she said, but he 
assured her it was all right. 

Paul listened to her apology as he stepped from the car- 
riage, then turned to help her down, but it was André who 
emerged next, and Paul’s jaw set angrily as, instead, he 
watched André hold up his hand to help her. He had to ad- 
mit as he studied André, the man was good-looking, whether 
wearing his usual native costume or the white tie and tails he 
had on tonight. Was it any wonder Gigi found him attrac- 
tive? Paul watched sullenly, then turned abruptly and headed 
for the door, with André and Gigi close behind. 

' He hesitated at the door, waiting, and André glanced at 
him curiously. “It is all right, my walking her to the door, 
isn’t it?” he asked, noting the threatening looks he was getting 
from Paul. “After all, I did ask her to the theater. It’s only 
natural I see her to the door.” 

“Then your mission’s accomplished, isn’t it?” said Paul. 
“We happen to be at the door.” 

André glanced casually up at the huge oak door as Paul 

turned the knob and swung it open; then his eyes flashed 
stubborniy. The American was worse than a duenna, Well, 
that was his problem. André straightened to his full height, 
turning to Gigi, reaching out, taking her hand, oblivious mo- 
mentarily of Paul standing watching. If he didn’t have the 
courtesy to let him say good night in private, he concluded, 
then he’d just have to watch. 
- He moved closer, resting her hand on his chest, his own 
hand covering hers, looking down into her eyes, taking in 
their warm blue-green depths. “I'll call you tomorrow, 
querida,” he whispered softly. “Until then . . .” and before 
she could protest, he bent to meet her lips in a lingering kiss 
that took her by surprise. “Adids,” he whispered softly as his 
mouth left hers; then he turned to Paul, nodding good night, 
and strode arrogantly back to the waiting carriage, climbing 
in, closing the door firmly behind him. 

Paul stood at the door with his hand still on the knqb, his 
eyes glazed with anger as he watched the carriage move 
down the drive; then he turned slowly toward Gigi, who was 
still standing motionless, her feet seemingly rooted to the 
spot. 
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She hadn’t expected André to kiss her, Not in front of 
Paul. Slowly her hand moved to her mouth, and she touched 
her lips gingerly where André’s lips had held them only mo- 
ments before; then her head snapped quickly as Paul spoke. 

“Well, are you going to stand there all night mooning over 
his kiss?” he asked irritably, and she dropped her hand hur- 
tiedly, then stepped on into the house. 

The door closed hard behind her, and she whirled around, 
angry because she wished it had been Paul kissing her and 
not André, and there was nothing she could do about it. “TI 
wasn’t mooning over his kiss,” she said, staring at him. 
“Besides, if you didn’t like watching, why didn’t you go in 
the house?” 

“And leave you alone with him?” 

“Why not?” 

“And have him make love to you again like he did in the 
carriage!” Paul’s eyes blazed as they bored into hers. “I’m not 
a fool, Gigi. I know what went on between you two while I 
was walking Lenore to the door.” 

“Oh, aren’t you smart. And I suppose you didn’t kiss 
Lenore.” 

“That’s different. She’s my fiancée.” 

“That’s right. She’s your fiancée, Paul. Lenore belongs to 
you, I don’t. You have no right to tell me whom I can and 
can’t kiss.” ; 

He straightened, clenching his fists, towering over her, his 
face livid. “Gigi, be sensible. Do you know how hard it was 
for me to sit there listening to the two of you?” he whispered 
huskily. “Trying to pretend I don’t care? My God! Do you 
have to play up to him like that?” 

“Play up to him? Is that what’s bothering you? Well, what 
about me? Do you think I enjoy seeing Lenore hanging on 
your arm,” she cried, “knowing that in less than two weeks 
she'll be sharing your bed? Am I to stand by watching you 
and Lenore together, knowing you’re making love to her, and 
expect it not to hurt? I have to have something to ease the 
pain, Paul, and as long as André’s willing, I'll let him.” 

“No!” 

eVect” 

“I won’t let him touch you!” 

Gigi straightened, her eyes intent on his face, lips trem- 
bling. “Oh, I see,” she said furiously. “It’s all right for you to 
have Lenore, but I can’t have André. Well, that’s not the way 
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I see it, Paul. You have no say-so in the matter. None. Pll do 
as I want. I’m the one who'll decide what man will touch me, 
not you!” 

Their eyes locked in fiery combat, neither giving in as Gigi 
waited to see what would happen. The silence between them 
hung heavy as they stood in the foyer staring at each other; 
then slowly Gigi felt the beginning tears starting to surface as 
bittersweet pangs of longing began to eat at her insides. She 
wanted Paul. Oh, God! How she wanted him. 

Suddenly she wrenched her eyes from his and turned to go, 
her back to him as she headed purposefully toward the 
drawing-room hall. 

“Gigi?” 

She stopped at the sound of his voice, her back still to him, 
refusing to turn around. 

He followed, stepping up behind her, so close she could 
feel the strength of his body, the warmth of his breath on the 
back of her hair. “Don’t do it, Gigi,” he pleaded softly, his 
voice low and vibrant. “Don’t make a sham of what we had 
last night, please.” 

She flinched, trembling, then swallowed hard. “Last night is 
over, Paul,” she whispered quietly, her back still to him, 
“Yast night should never have been, but it was. You gave me 
a taste of what might have been, and someday I hope maybe 
I can find what we’ve been denied. Since 'm not allowed to 
find it with you, then [ll have to find it in someone else’s 
arms. I’m sorry, Paul, that’s the way it has to be. You can’t 
ask me to live without it. You have no right.” She paused 
momentarily, then sighed. “Good night, Paul,” and she 
walked away, leaving him standing alone in the huge foyer, 
staring after her, wishing he were dead, because he knew she 


was right. 


ii 


The nest week and a half literally flew by, even though there 
was very little for Gigi to do. Bridget, accompanied her to 
Redfern’s, where she ordered a few new gowns, at J ason’s 
suggestion; then they lunched in a quiet, out-of-the-way place 
before going home. But there were few places she was al- 
lowed without a proper chaperon, and since Paul begged off, 
being too busy with wedding plans, most of her days were 
spent trying to keep herself occupied at the house. 

Rose and Bruce still avoided her whenever possible, so 
sometimes she’d embroider, read, or take walks down by the 
river. The bicycling craze was on, and she did take up the 
pastime, But Jason wouldn’t let her ride alone, and Rose and 
Bruce let her know they disliked her company when she tried 
to join them. So eventually the bicycle Jason bought for her 
sat most of the time collecting dust. 

In the evenings she welcomed André with relief. He called 
every day and ‘came over every evening. Since Jason could 
think of no other suitable chaperon for her, he and Ahmed 
accompanied them when they went into the city to dine or to 
the theater or minstrel shows. But André seemed to dislike 
crowds, so those times were few. 

Most of their evenings were spent at the manor house just 
talking or playing games. Even though they weren’t entirely 
alone, Gigi looked forward to his coming. Their favorite pas- 
time was to take an early-evening canter along the river to 
the abandoned barn, where they’d tether their horses and 
stroll along the bank. They both knew Ahmed was ever 
present somewhere in the shadows of the trees, but at least 
here they felt as if they were really, finally alone. And as 
each day went by, Gigi felt drawn more and more to André 
for the comfort and attention she’d once craved from Paul, 
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and the kisses and caresses shared with him were a balm to 
her. 

Paul had thrown himself into his work and the plans for 
the wedding, letting both monopolize his time. Even inventing 
things to be done to keep himself occupied when there was 
nothing ‘more to do. Rarely was he at home, and when he 
was forced to spend time with the family, he held himself 
apart, his mood varying from unpleasant to indifferent or 
downright rude, and whenever he entered a room where Gigi 
was, she sensed his unspoken anger toward her, so she pur- 
posely tried to stay out of his way. 

There were times, however, when she couldn’t, and mo- 
ments when she ached inside because of the looks he gave 
her. Sometimes they were looks filled with warmth, passion, 
and longing, but they were looks that could never be fulfilled. 
Then at other times his eves held condemnation and reproach 
because of André, and when this happened, she’d lash out at 
him whenever the opportunity arose, just to get even and try 
to ease the hurt some. 

Jason thought it unusual to see them suddenly so much at 
odds with each other, the words between them sharp and 
bruising, But he accepted it as a sign that the unhealthy al- 
Hiance between them had merely been a passing fancy and 
sighed in relief, thinking the affair had finally passed. Little 
did he know that the anger they vented on each other was a 
defense against giving in to the love that still haunted them. 


The evening wedding was to be at St. Thomas Church, 
with the reception held at the Van Der Lindens’ estate. Gigi 
fidgeted nervously now as she stood in the room at the 
church waiting for the organ music to begin. It was early Sat- 
urday evening, July 15, the night of the wedding, and she’d 
cried herself to sleep the night before and most of the morn- 
ing. Now she was hoping no one would notice the slight puffi- 
ness that was still visible about her eyes. 

She stared across the room to where Lenore waited, head 
held high, the veil cascading from her blond hair sweeping 
the floor. It was gossamer sheer, with tiny diamonds sprinkled 
here and there, the tiara that held it encrusted with diamonds 
and pearls. Her dress of white satin was trimmed with, Trish 
lace about the bodice and bouffant sleeves, the skirt caught 
up here and there, draping gracefully from small clusters of 
diamond-and-pearl orange blossoms. It was exquisite and ex- 
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pensive, and Lenore’s golden hair and gentian eyes brought 
an even more delicate aura to its fragility. Even though she 
was taller than Gigi, her body statuesque, like that of her Vi- 
king ancestors, her fair coloring softened her looks, making 
her appear delicate and extremely feminine. 

Gigi watched Lenore’s lovely smile, the graceful way her 
hands moved as she accepted the bridal bouquet of orange 
blossoms and white orchids from her father. There wasn’t a 
hair out of place on her head. Always the immaculate 
Lenore. Gigi swallowed hard, turning away, smoothing the 
skirt of her own dress, brushing a stray strand of hair up off 
the nape of her neck where it had begun to tickle. 

As one of the bridesmaids, she’d been unable to pick her 
own dress, but had to wear the dress Lenore picked out, and 
she stared down at it now, hating it. There were nine brides- 
maids. Rose wore salmon pink, and the other young women 
were in yellows and pale shades from blue to green. Lenore, 
at Rose’s insistence, had suggested that Gigi wear pale laven- 
der. Gigi suspected it was because, with her dark hair and 
brilliant blue-green eyes, Rose probably thought the color 
would look washed out and lifeless on her, And it probably 
would have, too, if Gigi had been anyone other than Gigi. 
But on her, with her dark hair and lively beauty, the plain 
dress, with its high lace collar, bouffant sleeves, and full bil- 
lowing skirt below a pinched-in waist, looked more like the 
frosting on a delightful cake, and the nosegay of violets and 
baby’s breath she carried put just the right dash of color in to 
complete the picture. And although Gigi felt inferior, gazing 
at the other young women enviously, she had no way of 
knowing she looked every bit as enchanting as the bride. 

She smoothed her skirt as the strains of the organ filtered 
into the room, then sighed. There was no going back, nothing 
she could do. Paul was really getting married. She gripped 
the nosegay tighter, her hands clammy with perspiration, then 
adjusted the wide-brimmed lavender picture hat that sat atop 
her head and took her place in line behind Lenore. She 
wished they’d placed her farther toward the end of the line. 
As it was, Lenore’s cousin was maid of honor, Rose next in 
line, then Gigi, and she was close enough that she’d be able 
to hear the whole ceremony. 

She didn’t want to hear it. She couldn’t bear the thought of 
listening to Paul saying the words that made Lenore his wife. 
She’d block it from her mind somehow. She’d think of other 
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things. Of Coney Island or Central Park. No, not them. She’d 
think of André and forget all about Paul. She had to. For her 
sake and Paul’s too. She tilted her chin up stubbornly, hold- 
ing back the tears that fought to be free. She could do it, she 
would do it. 

The music grew louder, and Lenore took her father’s arm, 
smiling at him graciously, then walked slowly, leaving the 
room with her attendants, including Gigi, in slow procession 
behind her. 

The huge church was jammed with people. The Van Der 
Linden-Larrabee wedding attracted society’s elite, and for the 
past week the society pages of the newspapers had been filled 
with stories that covered the prenuptial parties and prepara- 
tions. . 

Paul frowned as he stood tall and erect in white tie and 
tails at the front of the church waiting, organ music pounding 
in his ears. If he could only shut it off. His jaw tightened. He 
was here, actually going through with it. They should give 
him some kind of medal. He should leave, walk out, join the 
Foreign Legion. Anything except marry Lenore. 

He glanced down the center aisle of the church, his eyes 
resting on his bride as she slowly walked toward him. His 
bride! Well, he’d asked her to marry him, hadn’t he? His eyes 
pierced the veil that covered her face, and he studied her fea- 
tures thoughtfully, trying to convince himself that he wasn’t 
making a mistake, What had he expected to feel like standing 
here, ready to commit himself to a life with her? Happy? 
What a farce. He knew he’d never love her, not the way he 
loved Gigi. What he was doing was expected, and he was go- 
ing to have to live up to the demands that went with it. And 
one of those demands was to forget Gigi. 

As he met Lenore’s soft blue eyes beneath the veil, and 
saw the proud smile on her face, he realized any other man 
would’ve been ecstatic. She was truly lovely, and he should 
be grateful that he could turn his thoughts to someone else to 
try to forget Gigi, but it wasn’t that easy. Without thinking, 
for a split second his eyes left Lenore’s and he glanced be- 
hind her to Gigi, and as Lenore stepped up to stand beside 
him, his eyes stopped on Gigi’s, holding their blue-green 
warmth for barely a second before the minister’s voice began 
and he looked back once more to Lenore. Taking her hand in 
his, he faced the front of the church. Well, he was commit- 
ted. There was no way to stop it. No going back. 
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Gigi tried to forget the pained look she’d caught in Paul’s 
eyes barely moments ago, tried to shut out what they were 
saying, but it was impossible, and she heard every word loud 
and clear, and each word was like the blow of a hammer 
sealing her heart up forever, By the time the ceremony was 
over, she was numb, beyond feeling anymore. 

The wedding dinner was held in the pink-and-marble ban- 
quet room at the Van Der Linden estate, while stringed in- 
struments serenaded everyone. Jason, with Ahmed on one 
side, Katrin and Nels on the other, watched over everything 
with delight. 


Gigi had avoided both bride and groom since the cere- 
mony. Now she sat next to André at the lavishly spread table, 
barely picking at her food. Occasionally she’d glance toward 
Lenore and Paul where they sat at the head of the long ban- 
quet table, warm flushes pulsing through her as they were 
toasted over and over again. Then later, after the wedding 
cake had been cut and they all retired to the ballroom, she 
watched agonizingly as the couple moved onto the floor, 
starting the festivities by dancing the first dance alone, cir- 
cling the room slowly to the strains of a waltz. 

When the first dance was finally over and the music started 
up again for everyone to join the newlyweds, André leaned 
forward, taking Gigi’s hand, pulling her toward him. 

“Come, querida, the first dance is mine,” he said softly, 
and Gigi forced a smile as his arm went about her and they 
circled out onto the floor that was beginning to fill with 
guests. “You look too sad for a member of the wedding, 
querida,” he whispered as they waltzed slowly toward the 
French doors at the far end of the ballroom. “What’s the 
matter? You’ve been so touchy all week long.” 

“It’s nothing,” she answered. “It’s . . . it’s just that some- 
times I wish I could remember.” She shook her head. “Never 
mind, André. I’m just so glad you tame tonight.” 

“So am I.” He held her tighter against him, motioning his 
head toward the French doors. “It’s been a busy evening, and 
it’s rather stuffy in here. I could use some fresh air. How 
about you?” 

She let him lead her from the floor, across the room 
toward the doors, then outside onto the long expanse of lawn 
and gardens. They walked for a few minutes, then stopped 
beside some shrubs that screened them from the house and 
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the other couples who’d also drifted outside. She stood for a 
long time gazing out into the night, and he silently watched 
her, studying her face for a long time, noting the melancholy 
look. 

Her moods all week had been disturbing. In fact, from the 
first night he’d met her she’d been hard to understand, but 
the past few days had been even worse. He’d often watched 
her go from carefree gaiety to fiery anger without a moment’s 
warning. Her eyes were expressive and disturbed, yet revealed 
little of what she was really feeling inside. She was restless, 
edgy, quick to anger. Especially with Paul. He frowned. 
Paul? He brushed the ends of his mustache with the back of 
one finger, and his dark eyes studied her in the moonlight, 
watching it play on her ebony hair, free now from the cum- 
bersome hat she’d worn earlier, the dark curls vivid in the 
moonlight. 

Suddenly an uneasy feeling began to creep over him. Paul! 
He hadn’t thought. Paul was getting married. Paul and Gigi 
had been practically inseparable the past few months, ever 
since her arrival. Could it be? Could she have been falling in 
love with him? His frown deepened as he watched her close 
her eyes, tilting her head back, breathing in the warm night 
air, and he remembered watching her during the ceremony, 
seeing the tears that edged her eyes. Once more the uneasy 
feeling tightened into a knot in the center of his stomach, and 
the reality made him catch his breath in surprise. Madre de 
Dios! That had to be #! It was logical as all hell. He hadn’t 
even thought of it before, but he should have. After all, she 
wasn’t really Paul’s sister, even though she didn’t know it. 
The attraction could be there without her realizing it. My 
God! If she thought she was in love with her brother... 

As she opened her eyes again and turned to him, the pain 
he saw in them was so intense he wished for a moment he 
could tell her who she really was, that she wasn’t Paul’s sister, 
that she had every right to love him, that nothing else mat- 
tered but her happiness; then abruptly his better judgment 
took over and he remembered who he was and why he was 
here, and he straightened, knowing his task was going to be 
harder than he thought. Yet, he was confident of his charms. 

He reached out, pulling her toward him, his arms eae 
her, and he felt a stirring deep inside. “Gigi, my lovely Gigi,” 
he whispered, and she looked up at him wistfully. 

“Am I really lovely, André?” she asked. 
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“So lovely it takes my breath away.” He leaned forward 
and kissed her passionately on the mouth, his arms tightening 
about her. When he finally drew his lips from hers, he sighed. 
“Gigi, you must know how I feel about you,” he whispered 
softly. “You can’t be blind. Ah, mi querida, I'd be so honored 
if you’d be my wife.” 

She stared up at him, taken completely by surprise. His 
dark eyes were warm, yet so intense. She hadn’t expected 
this. André just didn’t seem like the marrying kind. She half- 
smiled apologetically, not quite sure she believed what she’d 
heard. “Your wife?” 

“or” 

She shook her head slowly. “Oh, André,” she said. “Please 
don’t spoil it. Not so soon.” 

“Soon? What is time where the heart’s concerned?” He 
reached up, touching her cheek, his strong tapered fingers 
running seductively down her jawline to beneath her chin. “I 
don’t need any more time to know I love you.” 

“But I need time,” she said, and reached up, taking his 
hand from beneath her chin, holding his fingers to keep them 
from any more sensuous wanderings. “It’s too soon for me, 
André,” she went on. “I like you . . . I like you very much, 
but marriage? It’s so permanent.” Her eyes suddenly fell be- 
fore his gaze, and she sighed. “Not yet, André, please. Not 
just yet.” [ 

“Til ask again.” 

“T know.” 

“And someday you'll say yes.” 

“Someday maybe, but not now.” She glanced about. “Now 
I'd like to dance some more if you don’t mind?” 

He smiled, undaunted by her first refusal. “As you wish, 
my love,” he said, and ushered her back to the ballroom. 


Paul rarely drank more than two or three drinks during an 
evening out, but tonight was different. He needed something 
to keep going, to dull the pain. He’d just finished his fourth 
or fifth drink—he hadn’t kept count—and accepted the 
hearty teasing from some of his friends, when he spotted 
André and Gigi dancing together across the ballroom floor. 
He’d watched them off and on during the course of the eve- 
ning, and always it was the same. André was holding her 
close, whispering in her ear, smiling at her with dark eyes, 
and she seemed perfectly contented. 
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Paul stared at them for a long time, toying with the empty 
glass in his hand, only half-listening to the conversation of 
the men he was with, and it suddenly dawned on him. He 
hadn’t spoken to Gigi all day, nor yet this evening. About the 
only time he ever saw her anymore was during meals, and 
he'd left the house early this morning purposely to avoid her, 
knowing that it must be as hard for her as it was for him. 

Now, as he stared at her across the room, noting the inti- 
mate way André was holding her, watching the man’s hungry 
eyes caress her and seeing her response, he felt a surge of an- 
ger run through him, and suddenly excused himself, heading 
across the crowded floor. 

Lenore had called in special decorators, and the Van Der 
Linden-Larrabee wedding reception was already being talked 
about for its extravagance. In the center of the huge ballroom 
was an exact replica of a fancy gazebo made with the petals 
of thousands of white flowers, and around it was a wide, mir- 
ror-bottomed moat fed by delicate sprays of water coming 
from the base of the gazebo. Beautiful white swans swam in 
the moat, and its outer edges were hung with thick curtains 
of white gardenias and camellias that cascaded all the way to 
the floor while silver and crystal clouds hung suspended from 
the high ceiling, and soft blue incandescent lights from above 
reflected off the extravaganza. In the center of the gazebo sat 
the string band, their access to it across a flower-festooned 
bridge. The effect was striking, but Paul didn’t seem to care, 

and paid little attention to it now as he skirted it, then made 
his way to where André and Gigi were. He tapped André 
lightly on the shoulder. 

The couple stopped dancing, and turned abruptly, staring 
at Paul, André continuing to hold Gigi close. 

“Do you mind?” asked Paul, nodding toward Gigi, but re- 
fusing to look at her just yet. “It seems my sister’s the only 
one who hasn’t had a dance with the groom yet this evening.” 

André smiled reluctantly as his arms eased from about her. 
“My pleasure,” he said congenially, letting his hand drop 
from her waist. “Perhaps Ill go see if I can find the bride,” 
and he glanced at Gigi quickly before walking away. ; 

Gigi stared hard at Paul, and he took a deep breath as -he 
finally looked at her, then stepped forward, his arm encircling 
her waist, and he felt her tense beneath his hands. 

“You don’t mind, do you?” he asked. 
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She was looking directly at him, her eyes challenging. 
“Should 1?” 

He fought back as he pulled her closer, and began to lead 
her across the floor to the strains of the music. “You’ve been 
avoiding me all evening,” he said. “You could have at least 
had the decency to wish us well.” 

“Oh, is that what it is? Decency?” She half-laughed. “I 
guess I’m not a very decent person.” 

His arm tightened. “Gigi!” ; 

“Well, ’m not, am I, Paul?” she asked, still looking into 
his troubled gray eyes. “I could scratch her eyes out!” 

“IT know.” 

“I hate her!” 

“IT know that too.” 

They were at the far end of the ballroom, near the French 
doors, and for the second time tonight Gigi was propelled 
through them, out to the moonlit gardens. 

“Paul!” 

“Don’t argue,” he said firmly, and he waltzed her toward 
the far end of the garden to a secluded spot where no one 
would see, then stopped, his arm still about her waist. He 
tucked her other hand close against his chest, looking deep 
into her turquoise eyes, and she stared at him curiously. 

“You've been drinking,” she said. 

He smiled, that disarming smile that always left her weak. 
“Why not? I need a little bolstering.” He saw the look on her 
face, “Don’t worry, I’m not drunk,” he assured her. “Not yet, 
anyway, but I wish I were.” His voice deepened. “I wish I 
could get drunk enough to pass out, then I wouldn’t have to 
worry about my wedding night. I could postpone it for at 
least another day, But that’s not the way Paul Larrabee does 
things, is it?” 

She forced her eyes from his and started to squirm, trying 
to extricate herself from his arms, but he was too strong. 

“No!” he said forcefully. “Don’t!” His arm about her waist 
held her like a vise, and he caught her wrist, his fingers 
pressing hard against her flesh, Then slowly, as his smoky 
gray eyes locked with hers, he drew her hand to his mouth 
and kissed the palm, sending shivers through her. 

“Paul, please!” she cried breathlessly, “It's hard enough. 
Don’t make it worse!” 

He pressed her open palm against his cheek, and a warm 
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flood went through him, settling in his loins. “What's the mat- 
ter?” he asked cynically. “Don’t you like it?” 

She stared at him, bewildered, her eyes searching his face, 
but it didn’t seem to lessen his determination. 

He leaned forward, burying his face against the warm flesh 
of her neck, his lips burning wherever they touched her skin. 

“Nol? she gasped, but his lips moved to her ear, and she 
felt his breath warm and sensuous against it. 

“Why did you let me marry Lenore?” he asked pas- 
sionately. 

She answered in a half-choked sob, “There was no other 
way!” 

“T could have left New York. Gone away, to Europe, any- 
where.” He raised his head, his eyes gazing into hers, search- 
ing them with a bittersweet pain. “It would have been better 
than this.” 

“You couldn’t have gone, and you know it,” she whispered 
breathlessly. “Jason needs you.” 

“And what of my needs? They mean nothing?” 

Her eyes fell before his smoldering gaze. She knew well 
what he meant. “You'll have Lenore.” 

“And pray how do I tell my body that there’s no difference 
between you and her when in my heart I know too well there 
is?” His face darkened as his anger at being denied the one 
thing in the world he wanted more than anything else began 
to surge once more through his veins. “What do I do when I 
take her in my arms and nothing happens, Gigi? What do I 
do?” 

She toyed with his tie, this time trying to avoid direct con- 
tact with his eyes, because they made her feel warm and 
giddy inside. “Oh, Paul, don’t be absurd,” she said. “She’s a 
beautiful woman. No man could be indifferent to her.” 

“No man except one who'd held you in his arms first.” She 
felt his body tense, sensing his bitter anger, “You have no 
idea what you’ve done to me, have you?” he asked. 

Once more her eyes raised stubbornly to meet his. “Tye 
done nothing!” 

“Haven't you?” 

She stared hard at him, her body aching with the torment 
of his nearness, her insides gripped with the agony of her 
own needs. She loved this man with all her heart and soul, 
and yet she had to send him to another woman, because the 
world said it was wrong. 
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“I have only loved you...” she gasped, sobbing out the 
last words barely above a whisper, “like any sister should!” 

His eyes darkened as her words thrust home, reminding 
him that there was nothing left for them. “I hate you!” he 
cried huskily, but instead of releasing her, his mouth sought 
hers hungrily, in a kiss that seared them both. 

After long moments, when both their bodies responded 
heatedly to the passion that filled them, his mouth reluctantly 
eased from hers, and he looked deep into her eyes, misty now 
with glistening tears. 

“I wish you well, Paul,” she whispered. 

He swallowed hard. “I think P’'m going to need another 
drink.” He trembled, and his arms unwrapped themselves 
from about her. 

She reached out, touching the front of his shirt lightly as 
he started to walk away. “Paul?” 

He hesitated. 

“Don’t hate me, please, Paul,” she begged. 

He tried to smile, but it didn’t quite come off; instead, his 
voice was deep, unsteady as he spoke. “You didn’t think I 
really could, did you?” he asked, and her hand dropped as he 
walked away, leaving her standing alone. 

He had to get away from her. Had to think. He’d wanted 
to hurt her for André and for what she’d done to him, but it 
was no use, because to hurt her was to hurt himself, and he 
was hurting too much already. 

He stopped just outside the French doors, looking back 
toward where he’d left her. She stood alone, quiet and still in 
the moonlight, looking so small and fragile. Something tugged 
at his heart. It wasn’t her fault. How could he blame her, any 
more than he could blame himself? Neither of them had 
wanted this, neither of them had asked for it, and now they 
were both looking for a way out. He didn’t want her to be 
with André any more than she wanted him to be with 
Lenore, but they both had to accept it. 

He turned back, hesitated a moment, then retraced his 
steps until he was once more beside her. “I guess I don’t real- 
ly want that drink, after all,” he confessed sheepishly. 

She turned to him slowly, tears glistening on her long, 
thick lashes. “I’m glad.” 

He held his breath momentarily, then forced himself to go 
on. “I’m sorry, Gigi, truly I am,” he said. He paused, study- 
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ing her face in the moonlight, then continued. “I’m not going 
about this the right way, am I?” 

She stared up at him, frowning. 

“You see,” he went on, “I’m having a hard time with it. 
Seeing you all the time like this, knowing there’s nothing I 
can do... I’m going to have to get used to it, though, I 
know, so I may as well start now. It won’t be easy, you under- 
stand, and sometimes I may treat you a little badly, but I 
won't really mean it. Like a few moments ago.” His voice 
deepened. “I didn’t mean to hurt you.” 

She swallowed hard. “I know,” she said, still looking up at 
him. “Sometimes I want to hate you too.” 

He hardened his heart to how lovely and vulnerable she 
looked, then straightened, his mouth curving into what he 
hoped looked like a more brotherly grin. “Well, now that 
we've settled that,” he said, trying to be nonchalant, “shall we 
finish our dance?” 

“Why not?” she said, taking a deep breath, and they 
headed back toward the French doors, together this time, 
both resigned to their fate and trying Cicene a to accept 
it as graciously as they knew how. 


Lenore stood at the side of the ballroom, finally having a 
moment to herself. She gazed across the floor, watching, as 
Paul danced with Gigi. She had séen them come in from out- 
side only moments before, and at first she’d become irritated, 
but then she was determined that nothing was going to spoil 
her wedding day. Nothing! Not even Paul’s preoccupation 
with his sister. 

‘Her brilliant blue eyes followed them closely as she sud- 
denly remembered that it was the first time she’d seen them 
together all evening. That was strange, because usually wher- 
ever Paul was, Gigi was right by his side. Tonight had been 
different, though. Much different in so many ways. In fact, the 
past week and a half, ever since the day Paul had asked to 
change the date of the wedding, things had been different. Al- 
most every free moment Paul had, had been spent with her. 
Even in the evenings. Whereas before, she and Paul, or just 
Paul, had escorted Gigi about New York, now Jason’and 
Ahmed took over the chore as chaperons. Was it strictly be- 
cause of the peparations for the wedding? She wondered, 
and suddenly all the little insinuations Rose had thrown at 
her since Gigi’s arrival began to take root in her thoughts. 
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She watched closely as Paul smiled down at Gigi, noting 
the warmth and feeling in his eyes. And he was holding her 
so close. Lenore frowned, her eyes shifting to Gigi’s face, and 
suddenly a chill went through her. Gigi was staring back at 
him, directly into his eyes, with such passionate intensity that 
it was shocking. 

The music stopped, and for a moment the two just stood 
staring at each other as if mesmerized; then, as if startled by 
a sudden loud noise, Paul laughed, trying to look uncon- 
cerned as André claimed Gigi once more for the next dance. 
Lenore ‘watched the brief conversation among the three of 
them, until Gigi and André danced away; then she studied 
Paul’s face. He was no longer smiling, but somber, his eyes 
hard and cold as he watched André glide away with Gigi in 
his arms. . 

Rose’s insinuations on the Fourth of July became all too 
clear to her. Paul had spent the evening of the Fourth alone 
with Gigi, and he’d asked her to marry him the very next 
day. Could it be? Oh, God! Could it really be possible? She 
suddenly felt sick. 

Her fists clenched, and she turned, holding the train of her 
dress up so as not to trip, making excuses to the people who 
were once more beginning to converge on her, and she 
headed for the powder room, which was down the marble- 
floored hall from the ballroom. All along the way she had to 
keep making excuses as to why she couldn’t stop; then, when 
she opened the door to the powder room, it was so crowded. 
She shut it quickly again and turned back, staring down the 
hall, aware of the couples lounging around. She had to be by 
herself to be able to think clearly. She couldn’t talk to anyone 
while she was so upset. No one must ever see her upset like 
this, and Rose’s terrible, damning words kept nagging her, 
forcing their way to the surface. She had to conquer them. 

Making her way down the hall again, she moved past the 
ballroom door and started for the main part of the house, 
when Paul’s voice made her suddenly turn around. “There 
you are,” he said calmly, and she lifted her eyes to meet his 
as he approached. “Father wants to know what time we're 
going to be leaving,” he said. 

“Leaving?” 

He frowned. “On our honeymoon.” His frown deepened as 
he saw the uncertainty in her eyes. “What is it, Lenore? 
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What’s the matter?” he asked, seeing the slight trembling to 
her lips. 

“The matter? Why, nothing,” she said, trying to be casual. 
“J just... well, it seems like I daren’t even have a minute to 
myself, Paul,” she said. “Everyone’s been crowding around 
so. We haven’t even been able to be alone.” 

His eyes flickered over her face, then moved to her bosom, 
where her full breasts moved rhythmically with every breath. 
They lingered on her generous curves, then caressed the slim 
waist, hoping to ignite a spark, anything to help, but he felt 
nothing. She was a bride, entitled to more than what he felt 
he could give, yet he had to make her believe he cared. Real- 
ly cared. 

He reached up, touching her face, then letting his fingers 
play with her earlobe and stroke the nape of her neck. Thank 
God, at least she was beautiful. As beautiful as any of the 
women he’d bedded over the years. But that was before Gigi. 
He tried to force Gigi from his mind, concentrating only on 
Lenore. On the soft body beneath the virginal white wedding 
dress, and the part of her that had no face, only the means of 
stopping the ache in his loins. If he could think of nothing 
else but the physical side of it, maybe he could see it through. 

His arms went around her, and he pulled her close, ignor- 
ing the guests in the hallway who’d begun to stare at them 
and smile furtively at one another. “We could leave now,” 
he suggested anxiously. “The train isn’t due to pull out until 
one o’clock in the morning, but I know where there’s a 
little hotel we could check in to for a few hours until it’s 
time.” 

' She blushed. “Paul, really,” she whispered, hoping the oth- 
ers hadn’t heard. “What would people think.” 

“They'd think we wanted to be alone.” 

“But a hotel, and for only a few hours!” 

“That’s all it takes, Lenore, only a few hours.” He smiled 
as he saw her discomfiture over his statement. “What’s 
wrong? We are matried, you know.” 

She stared into his gray eyes, surprised at his candor. “It 

. well, really, Paul. We haven’t even... I’ve never 
(SS eas : 

“Well, I should hope not,” he countered, pretending imdig- 
nation, and her face turned crimson. 

His smile suddenly. faded and his eyes took on a hungry 
look as he continued to stare at her. She was a woman. 
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Breasts round and firm, her legs long and supple. Only a fool 
would turn away. He needed release because of the torment 
Gigi had kindled in him, and Lenore would give it to him. 
Not the woman he wanted, true, but the one he could legally 
possess. 

“If you won't go to a hotel, then let’s go to the station. Our 
private car’s ready and waiting for us. I need you now, 
Lenore,” he said huskily. “I’ve waited long enough.” 

“You're serious, aren’t you?” she asked. 

He sighed. “Yes.” 

“You really love me that much?” . 

“Yes,” he lied, and she swallowed uneasily as a warm 
feeling spread through her. 

She must have been wrong before. Crazy to think that 
Rose had been right. What a fool she’d been to let her imag- 
ination run away with her like that, to let Rose’s remarks get 
to her. Why,. he was looking at her now with such longing. 
She shoved any doubts she might’ve had to the back of her 
mind and promised him he could tell his father that the bride 
and groom would be leaving the reception earlier than 
planned; then she smiled at him apprehensively, sure she'd 
done the right thing, yet wishing she could have prolonged it 
for a while longer, To kiss Paul was one thing,. but climbing 
in bed with him... 

The private railroad car had been lit dimly when they 
stepped in, the atmosphere conducive to intimacy, and now, 
as Paul finished taking off his clothes, setting aside his pants, 
wearing only his underwear, he glanced toward the screen 
where Lenore was undressing. 

“The reception went well, don’t you think?” he said, trying 
to put her at ease. 

She answered from behind the screen, “Everyone said it 
was the most dazzling affair in over twenty years and that the 
gazebo was every bit as spectacular as the decorations at the 
Lukemeyer ball at Delmonico’s back in 1873, when they had 
a small lake with swans on it right in the middle of the ban- 
quet table,” she said. “Father was such a dear to put up with 
the expense, Of course, he said there was nothing too good 
for a Van Der Linden.” 

“You're not a Van Der Linden anymore, Lenore. You're a 
Larrabee,” Paul reminded her. 

She sighed. “I know. Isn’t it wonderful?” and she slowly 
stepped out from behind the screen. 
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Paul held his breath as his eyes fell on her. She looked 
truly lovely. All white and pink and sensuous. Her hair was 
still pinned up, and the dim light in their elaborately fur- 
nished railroad car turned it to deep gold atop her head. The 
white satin nightgown, plunging to her waist in front, was 
trimmed with the same Irish lace that had graced her 
wedding dress, her firm, high breasts barely concealed by it, 
and it clung to her seductively, accentuating every curve. 

She was enough to make any man’s blood heat in his veins, 
but unfortunately, Paul wasn’t just any man. He was a man 
in love with another woman. He stared at her transfixed, his 
eyes moving over every curve, every wayward movement, but 
instead of appreciating the body displayed before him, he be- 
gan to wonder what Gigi would look like with the same gown 
caressing her creamy, velvet skin. She’d be smaller, yet every 
bit as sensuous, her curves even more devastating. Her dark 
hair would bring out highlights in the white satin, and her 
delicately tantalizing curves would accentuate every line. 
She'd be alive beneath the smooth satin, bringing life to the 
gown that covered it. Something Lenore could never do. So 
different from what he stared at now. 

He was brought back to reality by the realization that the 
woman standing before him, posing like a Greek goddess, be- 
longed to him. Although every line and curve cried of sensu- 
ality, and her smile was meant to convey an invitation, there 
was something about the perfection of the moment that made 
him hesitate. It was as if she were only to be looked at, but 
not touched. ; 

Hell, this was crazy. He watched her, his cool gray eyes 
steady on her face, then moving to take in her hair. Why 
didn’t she take it down? Let it fall where it may, so she didn’t 
look quite so immaculate. 

He kept watching as she smiled at him, then reached over, 
pulled back the covers on the bed, and climbed in between 
the cool sheets, settling down. She glanced up at him self-con- 
sciously as she smoothed the gold brocade beadspread across 
her breasts, trying to pull it a fraction higher. 

“Your nightshirt’s probably in the drawer,” she suggested 
softly. , 

He half-smiled. “I don’t wear a nightshirt.” ois 

“Oh?” 

He walked around the foot of the bed to his side, then 
slipped in beside her. “I hope you don’t mind,” he said, mov- 
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ing close. “But I never wear a nightshirt, I always go to bed 
like this.” 

She glanced quickly at his underwear as he pulled the cov- 
ers up; then she looked into his gray eyes, not quite sure what 
she saw, Amusement? Love? Or was it something else? Some- 
thing that frightened her with its intensity. Paul had never 
looked at her like this before. 

She fidgeted nervously with the covers as she gazed up at 


Without another word, he bent over her, trying to will his 
body to want her. He needed something, anything, to ease the 
pain inside. His head moved down, his lips caressing her 
throat, his hand moving into her hair. 

She let out a small moan. “Paul , . . you’re messing my 

i} p? 

“I’m what?” He raised his head, looking down at her again. 

Her blue eyes were passioniess, filled only with irritation. 
“T said, you’re messing my hair,” she repeated. “It took me so 
long to get it like this.” 

He stared at her, frowning, not quite believing what he’d 
just heard, then sighed. “Is it really so important?” he asked. 

“Well, after all, I don’t want to look like some frump.” 

He stared at her, unable to answer, tossing thoughts about, 
trying to understand. He was trying to make love to her, and 
she was worried about her hair? 

Her voice was low, sultry, barely above a whisper as she 
spoke again. “You know I can’t stand it when my hair’s 
messy, Paul,” she said. “Really!” 

His frown deepened as he continued to stare at her, trying 
to look into her. eyes, but she avoided looking directly at him. 
What was the matter with her anyway? She’d never been cold 
like this. Reserved perhaps, and inhibited, but never so un- 
feeling. 

She looked away, staring toward the dimly lit lamp on the 
wall, and he reached down, continuing to watch the ex- 
pression on her face as he touched her breast, letting his fin- 
gers slide over the satin material that encased it, until he felt 
bare skin; then his fingers searched beneath the material, 
caressing her nipple softly. 

She squirmed beneath him, slowly at first, then more vio- 
tently. “Paul, what are you doing?” she cried, her eyes finding 
his again. “You’re pawing me!” 
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This time there was no mistaking the tone of her voice, nor 
the look of disgust on her face. 

“Look, Paul. Why don’t you just forget all the nonsense 
and get it over with?” she went on. ‘For heaven’s sake, I'd 
rather have that than be pawed all night.” 

He was at a loss. His fingers hesitated. “I thought you en- 
joyed making love,” he said, trying to make some sense out 
of what was happening. 

She gazed up into his eyes, her own eyes softening. “Oh, 
but I do,” she exclaimed. “I love it when you kiss me.” 

“For God’s sake, Lenore, marriage is more than just a few 
kisses,” he countered. 

She tried to laugh and make light of his words, but her 
heart began pounding so hard it made her breathless. “I 
know,” she answered. “I know. That's why I’m telling you 

. go right ahead, Paul, Pm ready. I know what's expect- 


His mind raced quickly as he watched her lips curve into 
tremulous lines and the expression on her face change from 
fearful to resigned. Oh, yes, she knew what to expect, all 
right. What was that his father had said of her parents? Their 
lives had never been complicated by passion? Evidently 
Lenore’s wasn’t going to be either. Yes, she’d tolerate him. 
She’d let him make love to her, fulfill his male needs, and she 
wouldn’t even respond. She wouldn’t do a thing to help, and 
would probably hate every minute of it. 

Well, dammit, he was going to take her anyway, whether 
she liked it or not. He’d planned to be gentle, pretending to 
love her and not just possess her, but not anymore, Not now. 
He was hurt and angry. 

Once more his head dropped to her neck, and he began to 
kiss her, not only messing her hair, but his hand began to 
knead her nipple vigorously, breaking the thin shoulder strap 
of her nightgown, baring her breast. 

She squirmed again, moving violently beneath him as his 
mouth sucked at her white throat, and the sweet fragrance of 
her perfume filled his nostrils, arousing in him an even more 
bitter rage. 

“For heaven’s sake, Paul,” she gasped helplessly. “What 
are you doing?” 

ae gritted his teeth, then jammed his mouth against her 

r. “I’m making love to you,” he blurted angrily, and she 
cringed. clenching her fists, body tense. 
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“Then do it!” she cried breathlessly. “My God! Get done 
with it,” and his eyes closed as his lips moved once more 
against her skin, sliding down her throat until they reached 
her taut nipple. 

Then suddenly, it wasn’t Lenore he saw before him. With 
his eyes closed like this, he could once more see Gigi’s full 
breasts overflowing her bodice as he lay beside her in the 
grass. And as his mouth touched Lenore’s nipple, it wasn’t 
Lenore’s nipple beneath his lips, but Gigi’s. The more he 
thought of her, the more she was there with him, and before 
long, his movements gentled, and it wasn’t Lenore he was 
making love to, it was Gigi, in his mind and heart. Gigi with 
her warmth and vibrancy. Gigi with her love. Gigi with her 
irresistible body that could do things to him no other woman 
could. 

And as he moved over Lenore, his heart racing, body 
ready to be fulfilled, it wasn’t Lenore he plunged into, but 
Gigi, and he didn’t even hear Lenore’s muffled cry and the 
sobbing whimpers that followed it as she gritted her teeth and 
clenched her fists, accepting his entrance with loathing. He 
was lost in thoughts of Gigi, and only Gigi. 

He let his release come quickly, and as quickly his body 
relaxed, his head buried against the soft flesh of Lenore’s 
neck. She lay beneath him panting, slow tears seeping from 
the corners of her eyes, her mouth moving, but no words 
coming out. She never dreamed it would be this bad. She felt 
sickened, defiled. The closeness of Paul’s body pressing down 
on her, his spent maleness still against her, made her stomach 
churn. She could even feel the slimy moisture of his seed be- 
tween her legs, its warmth covering her soreness. 

She let out a sob. “Oh, Paul,” she gasped, her voice break- 
ing. “I never dreamed it would be like this!” 

He raised his head apprehensively, looking down at her, fi- 
nally pulling himself from his dream, to the world of reality. 
“Like what?” he asked. 

She avoided his eyes, her face pale. “I don’t know, I just 
can’t explain it,” she said. “I feel...” 

“What do you feel?” 

She looked dismayed. “Empty... dirty... unclean!” 

He inhaled sharply, then abruptly rolled off her, stood up, 
and grabbed his underwear from where he’d tossed it. Walk- 
ing over, he grabbed a towel, cleaning himself off. He set the 
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towel down on the chair and grabbed a clean one, throwing it 
at her where she still lay on the bed. 

“Here, clean up,” he said as he pulled his underwear back 
on. 
She reached out gingerly, biting her lip as she used the 
towel, then handed it back to him and pulled her nightgown 
down over her exposed body, trying unsuccessfully to keep 
the side of her nightgown with the torn strap up over her 
breast. 

“Don’t worry about it. There’s no one to see it but me,” he 
said as he walked over, blew out the light, then returned to 
the bed. “You can fix it in the morning.” 

She didn’t answer as he climbed in beside her and stretched 
out. She knew he was angry, that she’d upset him, and she 
could hear him breathing heavily. 

“I’m sorry, Paul,” she finally said softly. “I had no idea 
... Her voice trailed off. 

He took a deep breath, staring into the darkness, “I know” 
was all he could muster. 

She moved timidly, moving closer to him, touching his 
bare arm, her fingers caressing his taut biceps affectionately. 
“I do love you, Paul. Please, you must believe that,” she 
whispered. “It’s just that .. . Mother said it would be all 
right, that it would hurt a little, but that-. . . I never ex- 
pected ... Ill get used to it. I will. Please...” 

Paul closed his eyes, once more smelling the sweet 
fragrance of her perfume, letting the soft strokes of her fin- 
gers linger on his arm as she moved closer to him. Damm it! 
Why couldn’t he just ignore her, treat her as coldly as she’d 
treated him? But he couldn’t. Something in her voice filled 
him with shame and embarrassment. Maybe she was 
right. After all, many women were frightened at first, Maybe 
with time... 

“Please, Paul, don’t be angry with me,” she pleaded. “T'Il 
try to do better next time. I promise I wili. Don’t be angry 
with me.” 

“I’m not angry with you,” he said huskily, raising his arm 
for her to come closer, and she snuggled against him, resting 
her head on his shoulder. “It’s my fauit. I should have been 
more understanding.” nt 

“Oh, no,” she said, her breath warm against his neck. “You 
had every right. It’s my duty, and I'll just have to get used to 
it. After all, how else can J have a son for you?” 
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“You want to have a son for me?” 

She moved against him, more contented in his arms now 
that the ordeal was over. “Yes, I want to have a son for 
you,” she said, and kissed him softly on the neck. 

“But you don’t like making love.” 

“If what we did is making love, Paul, then no, I don’t like 
it,” she said. “I don’t know what you got from it, but I got 
nothing.” 

“Maybe that’s because you’ve never tried to feel.” 

“Oh, I feit, Paul.” Her body tensed momentarily as she lay 
against him. “I felt a great deal. It’s just that I’m not sure 
what J felt... .” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I... I 
guess I felt violated.” 

She felt his arm tighten about her, but he didn’t answer, 
and she held her breath, waiting for a response. 

“I’m sorry,” he finally said. “I hope I never make you feel 
that way again,” and his lips brushed her hair. “You’re my 
wife, Lenore ... perhaps you’re right, in time .. .” His 
voice trailed off as Lenore snuggled closer. 

It would be all right. She just knew it would. Even if she 
never got used to it, it would be all right. She could put up 
with it, and she would, and she’d even try to pretend she 
liked it. It was a small price to pay for being Mrs. Paul Lar- 
rabee. “I love you, Paul,” she whispered softly. 

He swallowed hard. “I love you too,” he lied, and held her 
close, cradling her in his arms, and suddenly they heard the 
clang of the coupling outside on the railroad car, then lis- 
tened as the engine belched loudly and began to move, the 
jerk of the car telling them that they were on their way to 
Niagara Falls. 

This was it. His wedding night. Oh, God, he wished he 
could have gotten drunk. Maybe it would have been better. 

“Well, I guess we'd better say good night,” he said softly. 

She reached up and touched his face. “Yes, Paul, we’d bet- 
ter. Good night.” 

He pulled her closer in his arms, trying to show a sem- 
blance of love, listening to the rhythmic click of the wheels as 
they picked up speed. With their ever-present click to help 
mesmerize him, and the gentle motion of the train, after a 
good deal of soul-searching he finally was able to fall into a 
restless sleep. But all night long he was haunted by dreams. 
Dreams of the beautiful young woman he loved and had left 
behind. A woman who could never belong to him. 


i2 


During the next two weeks, while Paul and Lenore sent cards 
from the International Hotel in Niagara Falls, the Palmer 
House in Chicago, and the White Sulphur Springs Hotel in 
West Virginia, with cards and letters from a number of small 
towns en route, Gigi tried to live a normal life. 

Jason seemed to have forgotten her past indiscretions with 
Paul completely, still treating her as the daughter he should 
have acknowledged years before. And not once since that 
miserable evening when he’d accused her of being in love 
with Paul had he even mentioned it. Evidently he blamed 
Paul more than he blamed her. He was kind and affectionate, 
even went out of his way being nice to André, who spent 
more and more time at the huge mansion. 

In fact, the more André came to the house, the more Jason 
began to trust him, often letting him spend time alone with 
her. The bicycle that had been collecting dust the past few 
weeks was once more brought into use, as Gigi, desperate for 
something to fill her hours, persuaded Jason to let her join 
the Michaux Club, explaining that she wouldn’t be alone. 
There were dozens of people she could ride with, and often 
she could be seen, full bloomers catching in the wind, as she 
wore the latest cycling fashions from Paris and joined the 
other cyclists through Central Park. 

After a great deal of urging on her part, André began to 
accompany her too, marveling at the maneuverability of the 
cycles, and laughing uproariously as he wondered what his 
fellow countrymen would think if they could only see him. It 
was great fun, and helped the time pass, as well as helping 
keep her mind off the newlyweds, and Gigi began to laugh 
again. 

One afternoon Jason even let André take her, unchap- 
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eroned, to the Rockaway Hunt Club polo games. And since 
that day turned out well, a few days later he let him escort 
her to a horse show, then dinner and the theater, just the 
two of them. 

It was obvious he felt André’s presence more and more ac- 
ceptable, and André and Gigi were getting along beautifully. 

But the days went slowly, and with each day the hurt in- 
side Gigi scarred deeper into her heart. Especially when 
Paul’s name was mentioned or there was some reminder that 
he and Lenore were alone together on a honeymoon. Oh, 
how she wished that honeymoon could have been hers. 

She stood in front of the mirror in her room a week after 
the wedding and stared long and hard at her reflection. 
“You're a fool, Gigi,” she whispered aloud to herself as she 
studied her face. “A stupid fool. Mooning over a man you 
have no right to even consider loving, and making yourself 
miserable in the process.” 

She brushed a stray hair from her forehead and stood up, 
straightening the deep blue jacket of her new riding suit. 
Well, no more. After all, she thought, I’m going through this 
life only once—why should I brood and make myself sick? I 
still have André. So she clenched her jaw stubbornly, then 
left her room, determined to crush and destroy any feeling 
she might have for Paul. It shouldn’t be that hard. Besides, it 
would be easier with Paul so far away. 

She was smiling as she joined André for their canter along 
the river, and later, when he kissed her and held her close, 
she kissed him back with a passion resurrected out of lone- 
liness and hurt, hoping it would make her feel better, but it 
didn’t. And that night, alone again with her memories, she 
cried herself to sleep. 

She knew she had to get Paul out of her system one way 
or another, and the worst part of it was that when he and 
Lenore returned, they’d be staying at Larrabee Manor. Jason 
had insisted. He said he couldn’t do without having Paul close 
by, because of business. Paul was like his right arm. He knew 
the workings of Larrabee Enterprises inside and out, and it 
was essential that he stay available at a moment’s notice. 
That meant instead of Paul moving out, Lenore would be 
moving in, and they’d all be under the same roof. 

Paul and Lenore were due back on August 2, and during 
the wait for their return, André proposed three more times. 
Although his kisses tried to persuade her to say yes, she still 
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couldn’t let her heart forget the memory of Paul. Not just 
yet, so she declined. 

But at least she wasn’t brooding anymore. By the time the 
day before their arrival home rolled around, she had accepted 
things as they were and decided to pretend it didn’t matter. It 
really wasn’t that hard if you once put your mind to it. You 
just hardened your heart so you couldn’t feel. And you didn’t 
smile from inside anymore, because if you did, the hard shell 
would begin to crumble and all would be lost. You smiled 
only from the outside, never really feeling it. All real emo- 
tions were packed tightly together and stored away where 
they couldn’t-hurt anymore. 

Even with all this, however, she discovered she wasn’t as 
prepared for their arrival home as she thought when the pri- 
vate railroad car the newlyweds had left in brought them 
back a day early, Tuesday evening, August 1. They arrived at 
the house unnannounced in a rented carriage, bag and bag- 
gage, shortly before dark, after having eaten dinner in town. 

Jason, Bruce, and Rose were there to greet them. Gigi 
wished she had been home too, because maybe then, with a 
lot of people around, the shock of seeing Paul again would 
have been lessened. But she wasn’t. She was out with André 
when they arrived, and had no idea they’d come home. 

It was almost midnight when André brought her home, 
said good night, and she entered the house. They had seen 
the lights on in the drawing room when he’d walked her to 
the door, but neither had been in a mood for petty conversa- 
tion with anyone. She’d just refused another of his proposals, 
and the thought of trying to carry on a conversation with 
Rose or Bruce, or being questioned by Jason, was anathema. 

She stood for some time in the foyer, leaning back against 
the door, wondering why she couldn’t bring herself to say yes 
to André, and wondering how she was going to react tomor- 
row when the newlyweds arrived home, when she suddenly 
tensed. Someone had stepped into the foyer from the hallway 
that led to the drawing room, and had stopped in the 
shadows, watching her. She had no idea how long the person 
had been there. 

“Ahmed?” she asked hesitantly as she straightened, unfas- 
tening the clasp on her turquoise satin cloak, then let it slip 
from her shoulders. 

The figure hesitated, then stepped out of the shadows into 
the light cast from the fancy wall sconces that graced the 
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foyer walls. As the dim light fell on him, Gigi gasped. 
“Paul!” 

He moved toward her slowly, trying to ignore the disturb- 
ing reaction his body was having at the sight of her. She 
looked enchanting, and it was devastating. How the hell was 
he going to live normally in the same house with her? 

Gigi tried to stop her heart from dropping to her stomach 
as his eyes caught hers and held. 

“We got home a day early,” he explained. “I didn’t think it 
necessary to wire ahead.” 

“T see.” She bit her lip, knees trembling. “I hope you don’t 
expect me to ask if you had a nice trip,” she said, still trying 
to catch her breath from the shock. 

His face was grim. “I don’t.” 

“Good.” She turned away reluctantly, knowing that if she 
didn’t, she might walk right into his arms. “Where’s Lenore?” 
she asked unsteadily as she hung her cloak on the hall tree, 
since there seemed to: be no servants about. 

“I'm right here,” said Lenore from the other side of the 
foyer, and both Gigi and Paul turned abruptly in surprise. 

Neither had seen or heard her enter. She’d stepped from 
‘the hallway into the foyer as Gigi turned to hang up her 
cloak, missing their earlier exchange of words by seconds, but 
neither of them knew it and both watched her apprehen- 
sively. Now she approached them languorously, the skirt of 
her green silk traveling suit leaving a soft rustling in her 
wake. 

She still looked the same, thought Gigi. Every hair in 
place, clothes immaculate, her walk graceful and sedate, and 
as usual, Gigi felt intimidated. 

Gigi had worn her hair ‘loose tonight, held back on each 
side with pearl-trimmed combs, and small strands of it had 
fallen, curling haphazardly about her forehead from the slight 
breeze that had caught it while André walked her to the 
door. On top of that, her turquoise satin dress was rumpled 
from the ride in the carriage, two of the seed pearls missing 
from its bodice, having come loose when André’s embraces 
had become too exuberant during the ride. Her jaw tightened 
stubbornly as Lenore took Paul’s arm. 

Gigi tried to think of something to say as she stared at this 
beautiful woman who was now Paul’s wife, but could think 
of nothing. It was Lenore who broke the awkwardly strained 
silence. 
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“Well, what a surprise,” she said. “We heard the carriage, 
and your father sent Paul to make sure it was you, since he 
already excused the servants for the evening. I was wondering 
what was taking him so long.” 

Paul inhaled sharply, putting his hand over Lenore’s where 
her arm was tucked through his, her hand resting on his 
forearm. “We were getting ready to retire,” said Paul as he 
continued to stare at the delectable young woman in front of 
them, at the same time conscious of Lenore’s cool, smooth 
hand beneath his. “I think Father was worried because you 
got home so late. Isn’t André coming in?” 

“He has an early appointment in the morning.” She 
straightened her skirt self-consciously, then pushed the stray 
strands of hair back to where they belonged before going on, 
her voice still unsteady, although she tried not to let it show. 


“You'll have to excuse me,” she finally said. “But I. . . well, 
we didn’t expect you home until tomorrow. I’m still a little 
surprised— 


“We had a simply glorious time,” cut in Lenore, looking 
pleased. “But Paul ran into a business associate while we 
were in West Virginia, and decided we’d better not chance 
staying away that extra day. Something about stocks and gold 
certificates or something, wasn’t it, darling?” she asked. 

Paul nodded. “But it’s nothing to worry about. Just some- 
thing I felt shouldn’t wait.” 

Lenore smiled radiantly. “Oh, White Sulphur Springs is 
marvelous, Gigi,” she cooed softly. “Picnics, balls, the whole 
atmosphere’s so romantic. It’s the ideal place for a honey- 
moon.” She glanced quickly at Paul, then back to Gigi. “But 
then, Chicago was marvelous too. Of course, nothing can 
compare with Paris, and I'd have loved to go there, but Paul 
explained that he couldn’t be gone that long this year. He did 
promise, though, that we’d go next year. That is, unless ’'m 
in the family way by then. We do so hope to have a family 
right away,” she said. 

Gigi stared at her hard. For some reason, she just couldn’t 
imagine Lenore being pregnant. Not meticulously groomed 
Lenore. How in the world would she ever walk gracefully 
with her stomach sticking out in front of her, and what 
would she do when she couldn’t see her feet anymore? The 
thought was provokingly funny, only Gigi felt too miserable 
to laugh. 
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“Flow nice,” she remarked, trying to be cordial and sis- 
terly. “But I didn’t know you were fond of children, Lenore.” 

Lenore’s face flushed slightly as her haughty eyes stared 
Gigi down. “One isn’t fond or unfond of children, Gigi,” she 
replied. “It’s every woman’s duty to have children, And I in- 
tend to give Paul at least one son, and it’s logical that the 
sooner it’s accomplished, the better.” 

Gigi saw the flicker of distaste in Lenore’s eyes, and de- 
cided that the lady’s words were braver than her actions. Sud- 
denly she wondered too if perhaps Lenore was as cold and 
impersonal in bed as she was out, or had Paul been able to 
thaw her reserve? Paul! Her eyes shifted to his, and suddenly 
Gigi’s knees felt weak. Paul in bed with Lenore, Paul 
caressing her, wanting her. Oh, God! She had to stop. Had to 
think of something else before she lost control completely. 
She took a deep breath. “Are you two the only ones up?” she 
asked, changing the subject. 

Paul caught the slight trembling of her lips. “No,” he said, 
trying to help ease the awkward situation. “Rose and Bruce 
are home tonight too, and Father insisted we all stay up until 
you arrived.” 

Gigi started to move toward the hallway, and Lenore and 
Paul turned with her. “I suppose he’s waiting for a report on 
my evening with André,” she said, trying to keep the talk on 
a more comfortable subject, at least for her, as they accompa- 
nied her from the foyer toward the drawing room. “Father's 
been quite lenient lately where André’s concerned,” she went 
on as they walked through the hallway. “I do believe he’s be- 
ginning to like him.” 

“You're still seeing him often, then?” asked Paul. 

“Almost every day.” She tried to smile casually. “Can you 
imagine, I even talked him into going cycling with me.” 
Remembering the sight of André on a bicycle for the first 
time brought a genuine smile to her lips, and her eyes shone 
impishly as she momentarily forgot her heartache. “I don’t 
think I've ever seen anything funnier—” she laughed softly— 
“than a Spanish gentleman, used to riding a magnificent stal- 
lion, trying to master a pair of handlebars and two skinny 
wheels. It’s quite the sight.” 

“You mean he actually went cycling with you?” asked 
Lenore. . 

Gigi’s smile broadened as she relaxed a little. Maybe if she 
could keep things between them neutral, it would work. She 


HOLD BACK THE SUN 207 


sighed. “He did,” she answered as they moved beneath the 
arches into the drawing room. “And Father let us take the 
sailboat up the river. I’m not much for sailing, though, and 
neither is André, so we took Ahmed along for moral support 
that day.” Gigi turned from Paul and Lenore, greeting her fa- 
ther as they entered the room, and she walked over, kissing 
him on the cheek. “Father, you shouldn’t have stayed up. It’s 
so late,” she said. 

Jason squeezed her hand as she kissed him, his eyes 
caressing her beautiful face. She looked so like her mother. 
He glanced at Lenore and Paul as Gigi straightened, planting 
herself defensively beside his wheelchair, her hand resting on 
Jason’s shoulder. 

“She’s right, you know. It’s late,” said Jason. “And I imag- 
ine you and Lenore are tired from the long ride, Paul. Per- 
haps we should say good night.” 

Gigi followed his eyes as he addressed Rose and Bruce, 
who were watching her stoically from where they sat on the 
sofa. Rose’s eyes were steady on Gigi, her lips pursed dis- 
agreeably, as her hands nervously smoothed the skirt of her 
pink cambric dress, and Bruce looked stilted and uncomfort- 
able as he followed suit, his eyes sifting over her disapprov- 
ingly, while his finger tried to loosen the knot in his ascot tie 
where it evidently was irritating his Adam’s apple, turning his 
face almost the same shade of deep purple as his Prince Al- 
bert frock coat. : 

“You two are going up too now, aren’t you?” he suggested. 
“After all, we have had a rather exciting evening. I think it 
would do us all good to get a good night’s rest.” 

‘Ahmed emerged from the shadows, as usual, as everyone 
started saying good night, and for once Gigi was thankful 
Rose and Bruce were around as Ahmed disappeared with 
Jason into his private quarters. At least with Rose and Bruce 
along, she didn’t have to walk upstairs alone with Lenore and 
Paul. The conversation as they went to their rooms stayed 
light and impersonal, and she was glad. 

It was still hard for Gigi, however, after saying good night 
to them, to watch Paul disappear into his room down the hall 
with Lenore on his arm, knowing that within minutes she'd 
be lying beside him in bed. She was almost in tears, so it was 
a telief when she entered her own room and discovered that 
Bridget had waited up for her. Bridget could always make 
her forget for a while, and it wasn’t until later, when the 
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lights were out and the moon filtered silently in through the 
open French doors, that she began to cry softly before finally 
drifting off into a dream-filled sleep. 


The next few weeks were a war of nerves for both Gigi 
and Paul. Although they tried to avoid each other whenever 
possible, there were times when it just couldn’t be. She'd 
bump into him alone in the hallway, or outside. She even 
rose earlier than usual one day to avoid having to face-him at 
the breakfast table, only to discover he’d done the same. 

While Paul and Lenore had been away, Jason had gotten 
the brilliant idea to have Gigi straighten out Paul’s filing cabi- 
nets one afternoon when she’d been wandering around look- 
ing for something to do. Now Gigi realized she should have 
refused, because Paul was always having to call her in to find 
something for him that she’d managed to file away under a 
different heading, according to her personal filing system, and 
the atmosphere in Paul’s combination office-library was rather 
conducive to quiet intimacy. Soon, in order to survive, the 
two began sniping at each other again in defense whenever 
the going became too rough to take. ; 

Rose still ostracized Gigi, as did Bruce, but both of them 
accepted Lenore into the fold, Rose however, never really ac- 
cepted anyone who tried to run the household and take the 
prestige from her. So although she accepted Lenore as Paul’s 
wife, she never relinquished her position. If Lenore so much 
as dared to infringe on what Rose assumed were her rights as 
Jason’s daughter, she brewed up a storm. 

But Lenore didn’t seem to mind. Instead, she enjoyed her 
leisure hours doing as she pleased, without any demands 
being made on her. Her life was comfortable and she was 
pleased with it. At least she would have been if it hadn’t been 
for one thing. Ever since their arrival home, Paul had be- 
come quiet and exceptionally irritable. And she began to real- 
ize that he was even more so when Gigi was around. 

The air between Gigi and Paul was almost explosive, as if 
they were silently battling each other. And there were times. 
when Lenore would discover them standing alone together 
talking. They'd act so guilty. Once she’d finally managed to 
convince herself that she was only letting Rose’s uncalled-for 
remarks get to her because of the earlier insinuations, then 
her mind had been changed abruptly when she'd caught them 
staring at each other across the dinner table with that same 
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soulful look she’d seen on their faces on the dance floor the 
night of the wedding reception, and her fears once more 
emerged, haunting her. 

Rose’s remarks didn’t help either. She still hinted that 
something was going on. It was maddening. Every night when 
she crawled in bed beside Paul, Lenore tried to convince her- 
self that it wasn’t true. That it was only her imagination. She 
even tried to force herself to enjoy his lovemaking, in the 
hopes it would still the pain her suspicions aroused and make 
Paul love her all the more. She was Mrs. Paul Larrabee, and. 
nothing was going to spoil it for her. Nothing! 

The days moved into weeks, and it was hot, even for Au- 
gust. Sometimes the temperature soared into the nineties, and 
no one could seem to find relief from it. André still courted 
Gigi, and her near proximity to Paul, and frustration over 
her suppressed desires, made her even more reckless where he 
was concerned, Once, when they’d been alone on a picnic, 
she’d even let him caress her as she’d let Paul, hoping to re- 
capture what she’d found in Paul’s arms, His hands had been 
gentle, his kisses passionate, words tender and loving, and it 
had felt good, bringing some of the familiar feeling back to 
her loins. But it wasn’t the same, and she felt empty inside as 
she stared up into his dark, compelling eyes, cursing Paul for 
what he’d done to her, and cursing herself for having come to 
New York. 

She’d changed so much since her arrival. The last time 
she’d looked into her mirror she’d realized that there was 
little resemblance now to the naive young woman who'd sat 
cross-legged in the big four-poster bed at Mrs. Thornapple’s 
and wondered who she was. Her eyes were no longer inno- 
cent, but held a depth of passion that marked her as a 
woman. Oh, God, that she could go back. That she didn’t 
have to be Gigi Rouvier anymore. 

It was the end of August. The thirtieth, to be exact. Jason, 
with Ahmed at his side, accompanied by Bruce, Rose, and 
Lenore, was at the Van Der Lindens’, where they’d been in- 
vited for a small dinner party. Paul had been invited too, but 
had declined, having to attend a business meeting in town in 
Jason’s place. : 

Gigi hadn’t gone along to the Van Der Lindens’ eithes. In- 
stead, she’d been to the theater that evening with André, but 
had made him bring her home early. She’d used the lame ex- 
cuse that she had a headache. The real reason was that he’d 
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proposed again, only this time, instead of asking for an an- 
swer right away, he’d insisted she wait until tomorrow. 

“Maybe it’ll be better when you have time to think it out, 
querida,” he'd insisted, and had kissed her passionately, de- 
claring his undying love. 

He’d been serious, much more so than in his earlier pro- 
posals, and it had upset her. She had to be alone to think. So 
she declined his offer to attend a party after the theater, and 
had him bring her home. 

On reaching her bedroom, she let Bridget help her into a 
pink lace nightgown, then took the pins from her hair, letting 
it fall, and brushed it vigorously while Bridget hung up her 
clothes. 

What could she tell him? How long would André hang 
around waiting for an answer? She stared at her reflection in 
the mirror. Maybe he was right. Maybe she did need time to 
think about it more, instead of just saying no so quickly. Was 
André the answer? She cared for him. At least she thought 
she did. They had fun together and seemed to get along well. 
True, there were things about him that puzzled her at times. 
Sometimes he seemed so distant and reserved, and at others 
so warm and generous. Almost as if he were acting a part. If 
only she could be sure, One thing she was definitely sure of: 
she couldn’t have Paul. What to do? 

She set the hairbrush down, saying good night as Bridget 
left to go back to her room in the servants’ quarters; then she 
climbed into bed, leaving the lamp on. She’d just read for a 
little. She picked up a book from the stand, settling back, 
bunching the pillows beneath her head, and relaxed. 

Jt was close to midnight when she finally looked up from 
the book, stretching against the satin sheets, trying to ease the 
tension from her body. She hadn’t really been absorbed in the 
book, only reading the words. They hadn’t penetrated. Her 
eyes had read them, but nothing much had registered. 

She glanced up at the lamp, frowning. It was getting dim. 
Oh, drat! The maids must have forgotten to fill it. Too bad 
they lived too far out for gas lights. It would be a lot easier if 
all they had to do was turn a knob instead of worrying 
whether they were running out of kerosene. Oh, well, maybe 
soon those newfangled electric things everyone was talking 
about would be available for everyone. 

She watched the lamp as it got dimmer and dimmer, then 
went out completely, plunging the room into darkness. She 
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shrugged, setting the book aside. She wouldn’t bother any- 
more tonight. But she could use a bite to eat. She thought of, 
the pastries Mrs. Sharp always had down in the kitchen, and 
her mouth began to water. Why not? She could go down the 
servants’ stairs. Who'd see her? 

She slipped from the bed and moved through the room, 
using the moonlight streaming in at the French doors that led 
to the balcony for light. She made her way to the chair where 
Bridget had: draped her matching dressing gown and began 
putting it on, slipping her arms in the sleeves as she headed. 
for the door. 

Downstairs, Paul had just reached the house after stabling 
his horse. One of the downstairs maids met him at the door, 
took his hat and gloves, then informed him that the others 
weren't home yet. 

He sighed as she went back toward the kitchen; then he 
made his way slowly toward the drawing room. He was glad 
no one else was home. The thought of facing Lenore right 
now was upsetting. It had been a long time since he’d ridden 
home at night alone in the moonlight, and it reminded him of 
another night when he’d ridden home with Gigi on the horse 
in front of him. He could even remember the smell of her 
hair and the soft, gentle curve of her body as it nestled 
against him. 

The situation here was impossible. How could you stop 
loving someone simply because you were told to? He reached 
the staircase, ascending slowly, his thoughts miles away. 
Maybe he could get to bed and asleep before Lenore got 
home. He kept trying to put off making love to her, but she 
was so obsessed with the idea of getting pregnant so she 
could have a son. Sometimes he wished she would get preg- 
nant, then maybe he wouldn’t have to touch her, Not so of- 
ten, anyway. It was obvious she still didn’t enjoy his invasion 
of her body. She’d stiffen and tense, pretending it was all 
right, yet dreading every moment, and she thought he 
couldn't tell. If she wasn’t such a beautiful woman with such 
an exquisite body, and if he weren’t so starved for Gigi, he 
probably wouldn't be able to do a thing. But as it was, she al- 
ways managed to arouse him. He was getting tired of the 
empty act, though. It meant nothing to him but a physical re- 
lease, and tonight he just wanted to be alone with his 
thoughts. He almost hadn’t even come home, only he decided 
getting drunk and staying out all night wasn’t the answer. 
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Maybe he could talk his father into letting them leave to find 
a place of their own. At least that would help. He wouldn't 
have to see Gigi every day. 

He reached the landing and started down the hall, 
shedding his suit coat, loosening his tie, but as he reached the 
door to Gigi’s room, he stopped, not quite knowing why. She 
was still out with André, and his heart lurched at the 
thought. He hated the man for no other reason than his inter- 
est in Gigi. Jason had checked him out and discovered that 
he was exactly who he claimed to be. André Diego de los 
Reyes, the cousin of General Reyes, commander of President 
Diaz’s northern Mexican forces. And André also happened 
to be the son of a wealthy landowner. He was special aide to 
President Diaz, and attaché to the Mexican consulate in New 
York. 

Paul stood in the dimly lit upstairs hallway, his suit coat 
slung across one arm, staring at the door to Gigi’s bedroom, 
when suddenly it burst open and Gigi stood there, one arm 
plunged into her dressing gown, the other searching for the 
remaining sleeve. 

She stopped stark still, mouth gaping, and stared back at 
him, forgetting completely that the lace nightgown she had 
on revealed more than it should. She hadn’t heard him come 
home. 

Paul couldn’t take his eyes from her. He’d purposely tried 
to avoid explosive situations; now suddenly one was thrust on 
him with no warning, no time to set up any barriers. His eyes 
fell on her dark hair curling riotously onto her shoulders, 
touching the creamy skin that was bared beneath only a bit 
of narrow satin cording. Every line, every curve of her body 
was exposed beneath the lace, one nipple showing deep rosy 
pink amid the delicate design that revealed more than it cov- 
ered. She looked warm, tousled, and inviting. Her eyes shone, 
lips parting, but no words came from her. 

“Gigi,” he whispered huskily, staring into her blue-green 
eyes, and he unconsciously took a step toward her, as if 
drawn like a moth to a flame. 

They hung, balanced there, staring into each other’s eyes, 
neither moving nor uttering another sound as the air about 
them became charged with the ecstasy of a moment caught 
in time and space. 

Then suddenly he was over the threshold, the door was 
closed behind him, his suit coat lay on the floor beside her 
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dressing gown, and she was in his arms, her mouth hot against 
his, the searing passion fusing them together. 

He lifted her in his arms and carried her to the bed, divest- 
ing her of her nightgown as he gently laid her down; then 
his hands traveled the length of her small fragile body, ex- 
ploring every precious curve, every soft hill and warm valley. 

There was only moonlight in the room now, but it was 
enough to see her by, and he’d never seen anything so exquis- 
ite before in his life. Her waist was small, hips well-rounded, 
breasts full and sensitive. As he touched them, the nipples 
surged up hard and firm in answer, and she moaned, her 
hands moving up to caress his neck, then slipping lower to 
where the buttons of his shirt restricted their movement. 

“J need you, Paul,” she whispered breathlessly, her mouth 
against his, and he straightened, almost ripping the shirt from 
his body as he hurriedly undressed. 

He sank onto the bed and rolled against her, and not even 
the cold -satin sheets could cool the heat that ran through 
him. Her skin was like velvet against his, her mouth like in- 
toxicating wine, and he drank his fill as she responded. 

Gigi was on fire. Her body ready to explode. Every nerve 
was alive, waiting. 

Paul kissed her, then let his lips trail down to the pulse at 
the front of her throat, sending shivers through her. His hand 
moved from her breast to her hip, then across her, burying it- 
self in the patch of dark hair, where his fingers probed, begin- 
ning to stroke her gently. 

“Oh, Paul, I love you,” she cried against his ear, and he 
taised his head, gazing down into her blue-green eyes. 

“You know what we're doing is wrong, don’t you?” he 
asked. 

“Yes!” She shook her head, “But I don’t care. I can’t go on 
like this, Paul. It’s driving me crazy. I have to know. Paul. £ 
have to know what’s it’s like. I have to stop the ache inside.” 

He stared at her, drinking in her loveliness, the promises 
he had made to his father, to himself, and to Lenore all for- 
gotten. 

“And so you shall,” he whispered against her mouth, “Tl 
make you forget everything, my darling, everything but this,” 
and his mouth took hers once more, urging her to a violent 
response that shook the foundations of her soul until only the 
moment mattered. 

When he moved over her and entered, the movement was 
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so quick, the passion so strong, the need so great, that Gigi 
felt nothing but a slight pain, quickly gone and replaced by a 
profound ecstasy and rapture. He thrust into her over and 
over again, and it was heavenly as he brought her to a peak 
of pleasure that made her cry out. She gasped, clinging to 
him desperately, and Paul knew her release had begun. His 
heart was full as he felt her body arch eagerly against him, 
taking all he could give, wanting every inch of him and rev- 
eling in it..He wanted nothing more than this beautiful 
woman. Had wanted her for so long. He held her close, and 
as he plunged deep, his heart soaring, his body shook in an 
agony of pleasurable sensations that ripped his soul from in- 
side him, fusing it to hers, and they were one. 

His lips softened against hers, the trembling over, and he in- 
haled as he raised his head. He’d never felt like this before in 
his life. Never had his release been so strong, so overpowet- 
ing. Never had his heart felt like it was bursting inside him. 

“I love you,” he whispered softly against her mouth. “I 
love you,” and he kissed her again. 

She trembled as his kiss went through her; then he raised. 
his head again, and she looked up into his warm gray eyes. 
“What do we do now, Paul?” she asked softly, afraid of his 
answer, 

He lay above her, still inside her, his body a part of her, 

and touched her cheek lightly, running his finger down until 
it reached the corner of her mouth. “I wish I knew,” he said. 
“1 know I love you and I'm not allowed to, and it’s killing 
me.” 
She moved her head so her lips touched his finger, and she 
kissed it softly. “Is there an answer, Paul?” she asked. “Some- 
where in this crazy world of ours, is there really any answer 
for people like us, or do we go on all our lives loving each 
other and feeling guilty about it?” 

He moved slowly, slipping from her, and as he did so, he 

pulled her close in his arms, letting her head rest on his 
shoulder, but the moment was lost as he suddenly strained his 
ears. 
“t isten!” he cried softly, and as they held their breaths, the 
sound of a carriage, horses, and harness creaked and clopped 
on the drive beneath the portico out front, the noise drifting 
in through the French doors. “My God! They’re home, Gigi!’ 
he cried softly, and raised up on his elbows, his face pale. 

“Paul, you’ve got to go!” she whispered anxiously. “If 
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Lenore finds you in here... if Father finds out... My 
God, Paul!” 

He reached. out, cupping her head in his hands, kissing her 
quickly, then jumped from the bed, rummaging around in the 
dark for his clothes. 

She left the bed and helped him, bumping into him in the 
dark, and he stumbled against the furniture, cursing his care- 
lessness as he struggled into his underwear. 

She shoved his suit coat, shirt, and pants at him as he 
picked up his shoes and stockings, hesitating for a minute, 
ee about in the moonlight to see if he’d forgotten any- 
thing. 

“Hurry!” she urged. “Oh, Paul, do hurry.” 

He reached for the door, and ‘glanced out, relieved to find 
the hall still empty, and started to leave, when she stopped 
him. 

“Your cufflinks!” she cried. “Wait!” She ran back into the 
room and grabbed them off the stand where he'd left them, 
shoving them into his hand as he stepped out; then she hur- 
riedly closed the door behind him. But as she did so, neither 
of them saw or heard one of the cufflinks drop to the hall 
carpet and wedge itself under the edge of the door, where it 
lay barely visible. 

Paul bunched the clothes in his arms and ran down the 
hall, wearing only his underwear, yanking the door to his bed- 
room open and stepping quickly inside. He closed the door 
behind him and sighed, then moved rapidly about the room, 
setting the stage. He flung what he thought were both cuff- 
links on the dresser, his shirt, pants, and suit coat haphaz- 
ardly onto the chair, then pulled back the covers on the bed 
and jumped in, settling down, trying to slow his breathing so 
it sounded as if he’d been asleep, or at least dozing, and 
waited for Lenore. 

Lenore would have been pleased with the evening if it 
hadn’t been for Rose. More and more as the days went on, 
she’d begun to resent Paul’s sister, and she could understand 
some of his anger with her over the years. She was vicious 
and vengeful, Just because she hated Gigi was no reason she 
should keep insinuating that something was going on between 
Gigi and Paul. She’d kept it up all evening, every chance she 
had. 

Really, it was too much. Paul was in love with her. Hadn’t 
he told her so dozens of times already since the wedding? 
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And she was going to have Paul's baby. She just knew it. 
Maybe she’d even discover she was pregnant before the 
month was over. God knows she’d been trying hard enough. 
She abhorred the thought of being pregnant and having to be 
disfigured for so long. But it couldn’t be helped. A son would 
cement her marriage and ensure her position as Paul’s wife. 
Every man wanted a son. Even her father had wanted a son, 
and the fact that he’d never had one had always been a dis- 
appointment. Well, she wasn’t going to disappoint Paul. 
Much as she hated it, she’d have his son, and he’d have no 
reason ever to stop loving her, because she'd be a dutiful 
wife. Gigi! Rose was impossible. 

Lenore had left them all in the drawing room, going up- 
stairs right away when she’d learned Paul was already home. 

“And Miss Gigi came home early too. About an hour be- 
fore Mr. Paul,” the maid had said. 

Lenore had caught Rose’s sly look as they’d listened to the 
maid’s words, but she brushed it aside, trying to forget it as 
she reached the top of the stairs, straightening the skirt on 
her deep violet dress. The low, tucked bodice of the dress was 
embroidered with small delicate flowers, and set off to ad- 
vantage the huge amethyst that graced her throat and orna- 
mented her earlobes. Her hair was still.in place, her back 
erect as she started walking down the upstairs hail, but her 
thoughts were miles away. She was thinking about Paul, and 
her honeymoon, and when they’d ever have a place of their 


own. 

Suddenly she frowned, her steps slowing as she stopped in 
front of Gigi’s bedroom door, cocking her head to one side, 
trying to see better, and she squinted, staring at the floor. 
Something was stuck beneath the door, sparkling off and on 
as the light in the wall sconce fell on it. She’d noticed it as 
she walked down the hall. It had obviously wedged there 
when someone shut the door. ; 

She sighed absentmindedly and bent down, running her fin- 
gers beneath the edge of the door, pulling the object, pressing 
it into the carpet to loosen it, then yanking it free. 

She stood up, held it in her hand, then suddenly came to 
life as she stared in disbelief, swallowing hard, her stomach 
tightening. Paul’s cufflink. It was Paul’s cuffiink! Now, what 
on earth was it doing wedged beneath his sister’s bedroom 
door? 

A strange sensation began to creep Up her spine, raising 
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gooseflesh on the nape of her neck, and she bit her lips. Gigi 
and Paul? Was Rose right? No! She shook her head, tears be- 
ginning to well up in her eyes. She didn’t want to believe it. 
There had to be some other explanation. Maybe it fell as he 
was walking down the hall. But if it had, it wouldn’t have 
been wedged under the door, would it? 

Her troubled eyes moved up from her hand, and she stared 
at the closed door before her. What if Paul was in there? A 
wave of nausea swept over her. The maid said Gigi came 
home early. She had to know. Had to find out. Her fingers 
wrapped tightly around the cufflink, she reached up, her hand 
trembling, and knocked. 

Gigi was back in bed again, trying to still her pounding 
heart. She held her breath when she heard the knock. “Come 
in!” 

Lenore opened the door gingerly and stepped in, leaving 
the door open behind her, adjusting her eyes in the darkened 
room. She could barely see Gigi’s vague outline on the bed. 
She was alone, and Lenore sighed, relieved. Now she had to 
think of some sort of reason for disturbing her. 

Gigi was unnerved. Still flushed and warm inside from 
Paul’s lovemaking. The shock of being torn from him so 
abruptly kad given her the sensation of suddenly being 
plunged into ice water. She was pale and trembling as Lenore 
stared at her. 

“I’m sorry, Gigi,” Lenore began, “but the maid said you 
came home early because you weren’t feeling well. I thought 
I'd drop by to make sure you're all right.” 

“I’m fine,” she muttered softly, curious about Lenore’s 
concern. “Only a little headache. Nothing to worry about.” 

Lenore glanced quickly about the moonlit room just to 
make sure, then apologized and left, closing the door firmly 
behind her. She stood stock-still, one hand holding the 
doorknob, the other still clutching the cufflink. Paul wasn’t 
there, no, but he had been, she was sure of it. She could have 
sworn she’d caught the faint masculine odor of him as she 
stood inside the door. He used a special highly scented soap 
and toilet articles. It was the smell she always associated with 
Paul and no one else, and there was no logical reason why 
the odor should have been in Gigi’s room. None, unless he'd 
been there. : 

She straightened, tilting her chin up stubbornly. No! There 
had to be another explanation. Maybe she was imagining it, 
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letting Rose’s hints and innuendos cloud her senses. She 
stared down the hall, determined to let nothing mar her hap- 
piness with Paul. He did love her. She was certain. He had to 
love her—he’d married her, hadn’t he? She headed down the 


hall. 

She hesitated, then opened the door to the bedroom she and 
Paul shared, and stepped in, The room was dark, and as she 
glanced toward the bed, she vaguely made out Paul’s long 
form. Was he asleep, or just pretending? She walked to the 
dresser, set the cufflink down, picked up a match, struck it, 
then lit the lamp on the dresser, setting the chimney back on. 

She was ready to turn toward the bed again, when she 
glanced at the top of the dresser, to where she’d set the cuff- 
link. There, directly next to the one she'd set down, was its 
mate, big as life. Her heart sank. That meant Paul had been 
wearing them tonight. 

Her eyes moved to the chair next to the dresser, to the 
shirt where it lay beneath the suit coat and pants. She 
frowned. How strange that the shirt should be under the suit. 
Wasn't it logical that as Paul undressed, the shirt would be 
taken off last, and be on the top of the suit? . 

She exhaled nervously, then pursed her lips. But then, 
maybe when he undressed he had set his clothes on the bed, 
tossing them onto the chair afterward. It was possible. She 
turned. “Paul? Are you asleep?” 

He moved slightly. “Not fully.” Then he stretched, pre- 
tending to have been dozing. “I didn’t hear you come in.” 

“We just got back.” She came over and sat on the edge of 
the bed with her back to him, hoping her voice showed no 
signs of hostility. “Will you unfasten me?” 

He blinked, squinting as he adjusted to the light. He hesi- 
tated, but only for a moment, then reached over and began 
unhooking the back of her gown. 

“The maid said you got home not quite an hour ago,” she 
said. “Did you know Gigi came home early too?” 

He thought back to what the maid had told him when he’d 
come home. She'd said the others hadn’t returned yet; he’d 
assumed she’d meant Gigi too, and he remembered how sur- 
prised he’d been when she opened her bedroom door. “No, I 
didn’t,” he replied. “She wasn’t downstairs when I came in,” 

“She’s in bed with a headache. At least, that’s what she 
says.” Lenore sighed as he finished unfastening her; then she 
stood up and began to undress. “I think it’s just an excuse, 
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though,” she said, slipping from her dress, laying it across the 
chair for the maid to hang up in the morning. “I think maybe 
she might have had a quarrel with André.” She kept talking 
as she finished getting ready for bed. “Did you notice how 
unsettled André seemed earlier when he came to take her to 
the theater?” she asked. “I think he’s been trying to decide 
whether to ask her to marry him or not, and wondering if 
your father will approve.” 

Paul watched Lenore as she stepped from her underthings. 
There was no mistaking the fact that she was lovely. But she 
was so different from Gigi. 

She pulled on a filmy nightgown of pink organza. This 
done, she walked over to blow out the lamp. For a fraction 
of a minute he saw her look down, staring at something on 
the dresser by the lamp; then she blew the lamp out and re- 
turned to the bed. Climbing in, she cuddled close, forcing 
him to put an arm about her. 

His body was still satiated from Gigi’s lovemaking, and he 
instinctively pulled Lenore close, basking in the afterglow and 
the balm of contentment her nearness afforded as a substitute 
for Gigi. 

“TI missed you tonight, Paul,” she whispered softly, and he 
drew in a sharp breath. 

Not that. Lord, not that. He could hold her like this, but 
make love to her after what he’d just been through? Never! 

“The meeting was hectic,” he answered huskily, “And ex- 
hausting. I didn’t even take time for a nightcap before com- 
ing to bed. I hope you don’t mind if we ge to sleep right 
away, Lenore. I’m really exceptionally tired tonight.” 

She ran her cheek along his arm, then buried her lips 
against his shoulder. She loved kissing him and having him 
kiss her. It felt warm and good. Made her tingle all over. It 
was just the pawing she didn’t like, and the other degrading 
surrender that filled her with loathing. This she reveled in. 
The soft feel of his skin against her lips, the flush that went 
through her when their lips met. She breathed in deeply, then 
suddenly stopped, holding her breath. That smell on his skin. 
That sensuous fragrance mingling with the scent of his soap. 

She sniffed in again, trying not to be obvious, then tensed, 
resting her head back onto his shoulder. The smell was un- 
mistakable. It was the fragrance that always clung to Gigi. 
Oh, God! What now? He had to have been with her. Did she 
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dare say anything. The cufflink, the scent of him in Gigi’s 
room, now this! If something was going on, how far had it 
gone? 

Suddenly she felt sick, her mouth dry. Paul loved her! Or 
did he? Her mind was racing. Could it be possible? Had Paul 
married her to cover it up? Or perhaps hoping the marriage 
would put a stop to it? But then, he’d asked her to marry him 
long before Gigi’d come to New York. Her jaw clenched 
stubbornly. No! That wasn’t the answer. He did love her, not 
Gigi. This was probably something else entirely and had 
nothing to do with love. Something like what Jason had done 
years before. Men couldn’t always help themselves with 
women like Gigi. Even men like Paul. But, my God, this was 
even worse than what Jason had done. Well, if it had hap- 
pened, it wasn’t going to happen again. If anything was going 
on, it wasn’t Paul’s fault. It was the fault of that wretched 
dark-haired witch his father had brought into the house. 

Lenore made her decision with misgivings, but with no 
idea of what else she might do. For now she wouldn't say 
anything. She was just going to watch, keeping her eyes and 
ears open. Maybe Rose was right and had seen something the 
rest of them had been blind to. If so, she’d deal with it some- 
how, some way. The thought of Paul committing incest was 
preposterous, yet what had happened tonight couldn’t be ig- 
nored. It was obvious that something had happened. Maybe 
not incest, but that could be next. She couldn’t let it happen. 
If Gigi thinks she’s going to seduce Paul away from me, she’s 
sadly mistaken, she told herself stubbornly. Paul belongs to 
me now. 

She looked over at the outline of his face close to hers. 
How many years she’d loved him and longed to be Mrs. Paul 
Larrabee. Oh, Paul, she whispered softly to herself, how 
could you let something like this happen? How could you? 
Gigi’s your sister! Suddenly the thought that he might have 
touched Gigi, even kissed her or, worse, made love to her, 
made her skin crawl, and she moved slowly, hesitantly to her 
own side of the bed. 

“I'm glad you're tired tonight, Paul,” she finally said as she 
made sure there was absolutely no contact between them, 
“because I am too. Terribly tired.” He was surprised as she 
plumped the pillow up, then rested her head back on it, mak- 
ing sure she didn’t mess up her hair. Tomorrow she’d watch. 
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Tomorrow and the next day, and the next, until she had defi- 
nite proof, then she’d put a stop to Gigi, even if she had to 
force Jason to send her away. She closed her eyes. “Good 
night.” 

Eventually she fell into a fitful, frightening sleep, while, 
beside her, Paul frowned, unable to relax, wondering why 
Lenore had suddenly decided to forsake her obsession with 
trying to become pregnant. 

Unless . . . Maybe she thought she was already pregnant 
and was just waiting for confirmation. His frown deepened as 
he lay in the dark, thinking. My God! Gigi could get preg- 
nant too. He cursed softly to himself. What a fool he’d been, 
and what on earth would they do if she did? This time when 
he vowed to keep hands off, the promise was made with more 
conviction than he’d ever felt before in his life, and he went 
to sleep with a memory of her he knew would have to last a 
lifetime. 

Down the hall, Gigi still sat up in bed, staring in the 
darkness toward the door Lenore had closed only a short 
time before. The scent of Paul, from where he’d lain beside 
her, drifted up from the satin sheets, and a hollow, empty 
feeling crept through her. Lenore knew, or at least suspected. 
She was sure of it. Something in her eyes had betrayed her 
suspicions, and she’d looked on the verge of tears. 

Slowly she pushed back the covers and climbed from the 
bed, making her way across the moonlit room to where she 
could stand beside the French doors and lock out. There 
had to be an answer somewhere. There had to, She couldn’t 
go on like this. She could never again be the young woman 
from Mrs. Thornapple’s, she knew. There was no going back 
to start over again,. But she had to find some solution, be- 
cause to keep moving in the direction she was moving was 
nothing short of disaster. 

She mulled over everything that had happened in the past 
few months, and only one thing seemed clear. There was only 
one answer to her problem, to everything. She didn’t want it, 
not really, but it was the only thing she could do. She stared 
out into the hot summer night, listening to the crickets with 
their lilting serenade, and made one of the hardest decisions 
she’d ever had to make. 

Moments later, when she climbed back into bed, she prayed 
to God it wouldn’t be the wrong one and that she hadn’t made 
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it too late, yet even though her decision had been made with 
a clear head and sensible reasoning, her pillow was wet, and 
dawn was just beyond the horizon when she finally fell 


asleep. 


is 


Gigi was surprised. She had slept until well past the noon 
hour, and no one had come to see how she was. No one but 
Bridget, that is. However, Gigi hadn’t been aware of her vis- 
its. Every time the young girl checked on her she’d been 
sleeping. The night before, the maids had reported that Gigi 
had asked André to bring her home early from the theater 
because of a headache, so everyone assumed she was merely 
suffering from a minor ailment that would soon be slept off. 

Only Paul knew the real reason for her procrastinations, 
but he dared not give himself-away. Instead, he buried him- 
self in his office, pretending to keep busy while he raked his 
conscience over the coals. Hating himself for what he’d done 
to her, yet remembering her lovemaking with reverence. 

When Gigi finally did emerge from the pink satin covers, 
with her eyes slightly swollen from crying and her head really 
aching, Bridget was there to greet her. “Good morning,” she 
said softly. “Or should I say good afternoon?” 

’ Gigi squinted as she tried to adjust her eyes to the bright 
sunlight that was streaming in at the French doors, 
“Bridget?” 

Bridget reached down and touched Gigi’s forehead, making 
sure there was no fever. “How do you feel?” 

“Terrible.” She closed her eyes again, then turned over 
onto her back. “My head feels like a balloon.” 

“You look like you’ve been crying.” 

Gigi flushed. “I guess I have.” 

“Can I help?” 

She opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling. “Not att 
the crying, but you can get me something for this head. No 
laudanum, though. I’ve slept enough for one day.” 
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Bridget left and came back a short time later with a water 
glass half-full of a pale amber liquid. 

Gigi scowled as Bridget handed it to her. “What’s this?” 

“Irs only hot water, cider vinegar, and two teaspoonfuls of 
honey.” 

“You expect me to drink it? And on an empty stomach?” 

“It isn’t that bad, really, Miss Gigi,” she said solicitously. 
“Tt soothes the nerves and helps. Drink it down while it’s still 
hot, and I'll go get you something to eat. I told Mrs. Sharp to 
fix you a tray.” 

Gigi wrinkled her nose in distaste as Bridget once more left 
the room. She leaned forward, sniffed the tart-smelling brew, 
then sighed. 

Ten minutes later, when Bridget returned, the glass was 
empty, and Gigi was propped up against the pillows, anxious 
for a bite of something, anything, so she could get the taste 
out of her mouth. 

“That was horrible,” she told Bridget as the young girl set 
a bed tray in front of her. “I hope Mrs. Sharp fixed me some- 
thing strong enough to take away the taste.” 

The tray was on legs, so it rested like a bench across Gigi’s 
lap, and she began lifting lids to see what she’d brought, 
“Chicken soup?” she asked as she glanced at Bridget. 

“Well, you slept through breakfast, and it is the best thing 
for an upset stomach,” the girl replied. 

“It wasn’t my stomach that was upset.” 

“It’s good for your head, too,” insisted Bridget, and walked 
to the powder room, disappearing inside. 

Gigi heard water running. “I don’t feel like a bath. Not 
right now,” she said, loud enough to be heard in the powder 
room. “Later.” 

The water stopped abruptly, and Bridget emerged once 
more, tossing her long honey-blond hair back away from her 
face as she stared at her mistress. “Your father wants to 
know if you still want Mr. André to come for dinner 
tonight,” she said, smoothing the skirt of her gray uniform 
dress. “Will you feel up to it?” 

Gigi tasted the soup, then nodded. “Certainly. I'm not real- 
ly sick. Not seriously, anyway,” she said as she stirred the 
soup. “I'll be fine by the time André arrives. Besides, I have 
an announcement to make tonight at dinner.” 
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Gigi was feeling much better and looked lovely in a pale 
lemon dress of sheer organza, the bouffant sleeves and fuil 
skirt trimmed with delicate Jace, the shirred bodice clinging 
low, emphasizing her full bosom. Instead of piling her hair 
atop her head, she’d simply pulled it back and tied it with a 
yellow ribbon. The effect made her look young and innocent 
as she faced her father, who sat at the head of the table star- 
ing at her in shocked disbelief following her casual announce- 
ment. 

“I said, last night André proposed,” she repeated softly as 
all eyes rested on her, “and I’ve decided to accept.” Her face 
was flushed. “I don’t know why you're all looking so sur- 
prised,” she went on self-consciously as they stared at her. 
“Surely you must have guessed how we feel.” She forced her- 
self to look at André, dressed in one of his silver-trimmed 
suits, seated by her side. He was eyeing her intently, no less 
surprised than everyone else. 

For weeks now he’d done everything he could think of to 
persuade her to marry him, And last night when he’d pro- 
posed, he’d even hinted that he might have to leave New 
York soon, but she’d seemed even more distant than before. 
He was about ready to concede to the colonel that his idea 
was losing ground. Now, here she was suddenly presenting 
him with the whole thing on a silver platter. He searched her 
eyes for an answer, for some clue to why she had suddenly 
changed her mind. There was none. Had she really, finally 
fallen in love with him? After all, it wasn’t an impossibility. 
Her beautiful blue-green eyes were, as always, unrevealing. 
Yet they stared into his forcefully. 

’ He lifted her hand and kissed the tips of her fingers, his 
voice low and breathless. “Adi querida,” he whispered softly. 
“Giving me my answer like this ... Madre de Dios, if you 
only knew how happy you’ve made me.” 

She forced a smile. “I do know,” she said softly, and he 
squeezed her fingers. 

“Well, it doesn’t make me happy!” yelled Jason from the 
far end of the table as the full impact of her words sank in, 
“I won't hear of it!” 

Gigi’s flush deepened. She’d expected opposition from 
Jason. But not quite so demonstrative. Her eyes wavered mo- 
mentarily, but she wasn’t about to give in. She had to be 
firm. “You object?” she asked quietly. 

He studied her openly. “That’s putting it mildly. Whatever 
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possessed you to think I’d let you marry Sefior de los Reyes 
here?” he went on. “Or anyone else, for that matter?” 

She bit her lips, then straightened stubbornly. “IT didn’t 
think I needed your permission.” 

“You mean you thought you could just do whatever you 
wanted? Marry whomever you pleased?” 

“That’s what most people do, isn’t it?” 

“You are not most people, young lady,” he ventured. 

“Oh, I know that,” she said bitterly. “I’m your daughter.” 

“That’s right. And as my daughter, you'll marry when I 
say so, not before.” 

“I see.” She licked her lips nervously as she tried to stare 
him down. Her fingers tightened on André’s hand. “Then for 
convenience’ sake, shall we say you’re not my father?” she 
said impertinently. 

He fumed. “What the hell are you talking about?” 

She leaned forward. “I’m talking about this,” she said 
slowly. “I’ve just remembered who I really am,” she went on 
boldly. “I’ve had amnesia, remember? I haven’t been able to 
remember anything. Well, I suddenly remember it all, and 
I'm not your daughter. You told me I was your daughter. I 
didn’t say it. I didn’t ask to be brought here.” 

“No one will believe you.” 

“Wouldn’t they? Oh, I think they would, and you'd be sur- 
prised what I can remember if I want to. And if I remember 
rightly, I should be over twenty-one. I wouldn’t need your 
permission to get married, would I?” 

“That’s preposterous!” 

“Is it? Well, it’s no more preposterous than what you 
presume. And I don’t think you'd like the notoriety, either. 
Even if people found out I was lying, I think they’d want to 
know why, and I don’t think you’d care much for the public- 
ity.” 

Jason’s eyes blazed, the tendons in his neck so taut they 
were like ropes as he stared at her. “You'd do that to me? 
After all I’ve done for you?” 

“All you’ve done for me?” She half-laughed. “What have 
you done for me?” she cried. “Caged me up in this house like 
a prisoner, made me the laughingstock of everyone in New 
York. Oh, yes, you’ve given me beautiful clothes, and a roof 
over my head, and I’m grateful for that, but I could have 
gotten the same thing by letting one of your fine friends keep 
me, as they so delicately put it. And I'd have had as much 
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freedom and been looked at with about the same amount of 
respect, too. For months now I’ve played the part, Pve been 
what you wanted me to be. Now, please .. .” Her voice low- 
ered, and tears filled the corners of her eyes. “I have to do. 
this, Father, I have to do something for me. Just for me.” 
She was almost afraid of the lie she was about to utter. “I 
love André, Father,” she said nervously. “Last night after he 
asked me to marry him, he said he may soon be leaving. He’s 
expecting to be called back to Mexico for a while. I can’t let 
him go without me.” 

pe)aon's face fell. He was losing her as he'd lost her mother. 

ol!” 

“Yes! It’s what I want, Father.” 

“I found. out this morning that I'll be leaving on Saturday,” 
André said quickly, grasping at the opportunity. “We can be 
married at my parents’ hacienda near La Mariposa.” He 
hoped the bewildered look on Jason’s face was a sign he was 
weakening. “I know it’s short notice,” he said. “But I'll take 
good care of her, Sefior Larrabee,” he went on. “You can be 
assured of that. And it isn’t permanent. In a few months Vii 
be. back in New York, and you can see Gigi whenever you 
want.” 

“Please, Father,” begged Gigi, spurred on now by the 
knowledge that she could get away sooner than she dreamed, 
“You have to say yes. I want your blessing, please!” 

Jason studied their faces. There were tears in Gigi’s eyes, 
and her lips trembled. Did she really love this man that 
much? He assessed André. What was it about the man that 
disturbed him? It was obvious by the gleam in his eyes thati 
he was pleased with Gigi’s announcement. At the moment he 
looked every bit the dashing, love-stricken suitor. It was those 
other times that bothered Jason. The moments when he’d 
catch him off guard. At those times André’s eyes held an in- 
tensity that was alarming, as if he were calculating every 
move, even his thoughts controlled to the point of being with- 
out emotion. Which was the real André? 

Jason breathed heavily, his hands gripping the arms of his 
wheelchair until the knuckles were white. He didn’t want to 
lose Gigi. Not yet. He’d just found her. God, she was a fiery 
little thing, just like her mother. So determined, so indepén- 
dent. His anger began to ease, and his resolve wavered. He 
glanced about the table. “You really want this?” he asked re- 
luctantly as he looked once more at Gigi. 


t 
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“More than I’ve ever wanted anything.” 

“But it’s so sudden.” eS 

Her eyes softened. “I don’t want to hurt you, Father,” she 
said, “but if you say no, you'll leave me no choice.” 

- “You'd be leaving...” *. 

“Only for a little while. I'll come back to visit whenever 
you want.” y 

Jason’s eyes locked with André’s. “You'd take good care of 
her?” 

André’s arm went about Gigi’s shoulder protectively. “Tl 
guard her with my life, sefior,” he said. 

Jason scowled. He wasn’t one to admit defeat gracefully. 
But what could he do? It was what she wanted. Besides, Rose 
was still throwing about her little insinuating remarks re- 
garding Paul and Gigi. What if someone realized what her 
double-entendres meant? 

“You say you'll be married at your father’s hacienda?” he 
asked suddenly. “If I give my consent, why can’t you marry 
her before leaving?” 

“Por favor,” said André. “Please, Sefior Larrabee, let me 
explain,” he said. “It’s the custom in my family. Every de los 
Reyes for generations has married in the chapel at Flor de la 
Montafia. My parents would be mortified if I did otherwise. I 
want them to accept Gigi. As it is, theyll be displeased be- 
cause we won't be able to be married at the altar.” He saw 
the questioning look on Jason’s face, and went on. “I’m a 
Catholic, sefior. Gigi isn’t. I didn’t ask her to accept my reli- 
gion, therefore we can’t be married directly at the altar or re= 
re the sacraments. And then, there’s the question of her 

irth.” 
“Her birth?” Jason looked puzzled. 

“Si.” André smiled apologetically. “Forgive me, Sefior 
Larrabee, but she was born out of wedlock. This alone will 
be hard to explain to a family that holds parentage in such 
high esteem. For myself, I wouldn’t care if she’d been 
spawned by the devil himself, but my saintly mother will be 
hard to win over. If I were to marry her first and explain 
later, we'd never be able to convince her that Gigi was 
worthy of becoming a de los Reyes. She’d never accept her.” 

Jason was vexed. “Of all the conceit!” 

“Conceit?” André straightened. “Not conceit, sefior, Pride 
pethaps. The de los Reyes are descended from Spanish roy- 
alty.” André’s eyes flashed knowingly. “You too have your 
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pride, Sefior Larrabee,” he said smoothly. “Your son Paul’s 
marriage proves that.” He glanced at Paul, who had been 
staring at him steadily since the conversation began. “Isn’t 
that so, Paul?” he asked. “You must agree with me that your 
choice of a wife was ruled greatly by her social standing.” 

Paul didn’t answer, but his jaw clenched ominously. 

André once more addressed Jason. “So you see, Sefior Lar- 
rabee, much as we all hate to admit it, pride in one’s family 
is important.” His arm tightened about Gigi’s shoulder. “Let 
Gigi come into my family with my parents’ blessings, and with 
yours, sefior, please,” he said. 

If he could, Jason would have moved both heaven and 
earth to have avoided this scene, but it was no use. Gigi was a 
beautiful woman, and headstrong. He sighed. “I'll give my 
blessing on one condition,” he said hesitantly. “That Paul ac- 
companies her to Mexico with you and takes my place at the 
wedding, giving the bride away.” 

Gigi’s heart sank to her stomach, and she felt sick. She 
wanted to go away from Paul, not take him with her. Oh, 
God! 

“I'd say that’s a reasonable request,” said Paul quickly. He 
didn’t trust André. There was a fierceness to the triumphant 
way his eyes shone as he looked at Gigi. It was unnatural. 

“And I'll go with Paul,” suggested Lenore, studying her 
husband’s face before turning to her father-in-law. She wasn’t 
about to let Paul go all the way to Mexico with Gigi. André 
or no André, Anything could happen. “It’s ideal,” she told 
Jason. “Gigi will need a woman along, there'll be so much to 
do.” 

“But we can’t drag Paul away from his work,” Gigi pro- 
tested nervously. “Maybe there’s some other way. Maybe you 
could come yourself, Father. ’'m sure you could.” 

André shook his head, “I’m afraid your father would find 
the journey too rough, mi querida,” he said. “The train ride 
itself is long and tiring, then we have to take a wagon and 
horses to the hacienda. It’s about a hundred miles or more. 
The journey would be too much.” 

She frowned. “There’s no other way to get there?” 

“None.” He patted her hand. “Don’t worry, Gigi, ’'m sure 
if your father insists that Paul come, there'll be no problem. 
My parents will be pleased to meet your brother and his 


wife.” 
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“TF know that,” she said. “It’s just that... well, I felt that 
Father needed Paul here.” 

“On the contrary,” said Jason. “I'd worry the whole while 
if Paul weren’t with you. I’m not pleased with this, you 
know, my dear,” he said, looking deep into her blue-green 
eyes. “I hate the thought of losing you. It hurts. But since it’s 
what you want, I'll give in. My only restriction is that your 
brother substitute for what I’m unable to do myself. Is that 
agreed?” 

Gigi held her breath, feeling the warmth of André’s hand 
on hers as he continued patting and stroking it; then she 
glanced quickly across the table at Paul, whose eyes were like 
a darkened sky on a storm-swept afternoon, and she agreed. 
Paul would accompany them to Mexico. 

“And I'm going with you, Paul,” insisted Lenore later in 
the evening as she and Paul stood facing each other in their 
bedroom, ready for bed. “I know you don’t like the idea. I 
could tell by the look on your face, but you're not going to 
talk Jason out of letting me go, I won’t hear of it.” 

She was wearing a nightgown of blue satin that matched 
the gentian blue of her eyes, and the light from the lamp on 
the dresser shadowed her face strangely, making it gro- 
tesquely cynical, distorting her high cheekbones into gaunt 
lines, making the corners of her mouth seem to droop. 

“1 haven't thought of trying to talk him out of it,” he said, 
watching the play of shadows on her face. “Besides, you're 
my wife, not his. He really hasn’t any say in the matter.” 

She sighed. “Good.” 

“But there is something that’s bothering me.” 

“Oh? What?” 

“When we were on our honeymoon, you did nothing but 
complain about how much you hated trains. It seems strange 
now that you’d suddenly volunteer for such a long ride on 
one.” 

She glared at him, then turned quickly and climbed into 
bed, pulling the covers to her chin. She ought to tell him. She 
should shout at him, let him know that she knew what was 
going on, why Gigi had suddenly decided to marry André, 
but she couldn't. If she did, he might walk out, and she’d die 
before she’d let him do that. She couldn’t let him go. Not 
ever, 

Instead, she mustered all her courage and looked him 
straight in the eye. “Will you please turn off the light, Paul,” 
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she said softly, “and come to bed,” and moments later, as 
Paul once more climbed in beside her, he wondered again 
why she seemed to have lost interest in becoming pregnant, 
even to the point of staying-so far to her own side of the bed 
that not one part of their bodies was touching. Oh, well, 
women were strange creatures. 

He said good night and turned over, contemplating Gigi’s 
decision and the long trip ahead of them. 


André was elated as he returned to the consulate. Every- 
thing he’d worked for all these months was coming to frui- 
tion. He took the stairs to the second floor two at a time, 
happy in the knowledge that two days hence they’d be on 
their way. 

There was no need to knock on the door to the sitting 
room; he knew what he’d discover inside. He swung the door 
wide, revealing the colonel and Ramén sitting at a small table 
with a deck of cards between them. The colonel looked up 
from his cards momentarily, then perused them once more. 

“Dos,” he said to Ramén as he discarded two cards, and 
Ramon dealt two off the top of the deck. 

André closed the door behind him, then stood for a few 
minutes watching them play. When the hand was over, the 
colonel raked in his money and Ramén began to shuffie 
again. André grew impatient. He strolled to the liquor cabi- 
net and poured himself a brandy. “You're not curious as to 
why I’m smiling?” he asked as he turned toward them, sip- 
ping the brandy. 

“Why should we be?” snorted the colonel sarcastically. 
“What did she do, let you feel her up again like before, or 
maybe she let you bed her this time, is that it?” 

André’s eyes narrowed as he stepped forward. 

Suddenly the colonel felt his shirt constricting him from 
the nape of his neck, and he glanced up to where André 
stood towering above his left shoulder. He flinched. 

“I have slit men’s throats for far less, mi coronel,” André 
said viciously. “I told you before, and I will remind you. Just 
because the young lady is the daughter of El Verdugo does 
not mean she’s also a puta. She’s a lady. Don’t you forget 
that.” 
Colonel Alvarez choked as André’s fingers tightened on his 
shirt. “Madre de Dios, Major, I’m on your side, remember?” 


he gulped. 
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André’s smile was sinister. “How could I forget?” he an- 
swered, then pushed the colonel away so he fell against the 
table, spilling his cards, “For your information,” said André, 
standing tall and erect, looking down at them arrogantly, “the 
young lady will be leaving New York with me on Saturday 
morning, heading for Mexico, where she thinks we'll be mar- 
ried. Now, did I or did I not do what I said ['d do?” 

Both men stared in disbelief. 

“Tt’s true?” asked Ramon. 

“Tt’s true,” answered André, brushing one finger along his 
mustache, pleased with himself. He straightened, taking an- 
other sip of brandy. “However, there’s one fly in the oint- 
ment, so to speak,” he said cautiously. “Sefior and Sefora 
Paul Larrabee are to accompany us.” 

The colonel grinned. “How far?” 

“As far as I say.” André grinned back. “That, Colonel, will 
be your job,” he went on. “We'll take the train to Eagle Pass 
on the Texas border. From there we'll hire wagons and men. 
You'll leave tomorrow, both of you, and see that the right 
men are available. I want men who know how to use guns, 
yet men who'll keep their mouths shut for the right pay. 
Once across the Rio del Norte into Mexico, the trap can be 
sprung. Not until we’re far enough from the border, however, 
so she can’t attempt an escape. When she’s safely in our 
hands, we'll send word to her father, and he’ll have to surren- 
der. What choice will he have—his life or hers?” 

The colonel’s dark, greedy eyes rested uncomfortably on 
Major de los Reyes, “And if he refuses to surrender?” 

“He won't.” 

“But if he does?” 

André’s eyes narrowed. “We'll deal with that problem if 
and when it arises,” he answered, but the colonel wasn’t so 
sure. 

“You will kill the girl?” 

“I said we'd deal with it if and when we have to.” His jaw 
tightened. “For now, get your things packed. Your train pulls 
out first thing in the morning. I didn’t want to stall and take 
a chance that she’d change her mind. I felt the sooner we 
left, the better. It won’t give you much time, but it’s the best 
we can do. You'll leave tonight so that no one sees you leav- 
ing the consulate, and in the morning, before your train pulls 
out, you'll send a wire to Romero Rubio telling him I’m on 
my way home to be married. He'll understand, and his men 
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will contact you when you reach Eagle Pass. You know the 
rest of the plan by heart. I wish you luck.” 

The colonel glared at André, then gathered the cards to- 
gether, shoving the pesos he’d won back into his pockets. 
Within half an hour he and Ramén were packed, leaving the 
consulate, heading toward a sleazy hotel where they'd spend 
the night before going to the depot. 

André stood at the upstairs window of his suite in the con- 
sulate, watching them melt into the shadows. He breathed a 
sigh of relief, then frowned, What the devil was the matter 
with him anyway? He’d accomplished what he’d set out to 
do, so why did it suddenly leave a sour taste in his mouth? 
Why did he have this tight ache in the pit of his stomach? 
Perhaps because of all the women he’d made love to over the 
years, she was the most beautiful and sumptuous. He could 
close his eyes even now and look into hers, drowning in their 
blue-green depths. And her mouth, so exquisite, like the pet- 
als of a rose just opening, soft and velvety. The arch of her 
brow, deep contours in her cheeks, small nose, and delicately 
rounded chin. To think someone so lovely might have to die 
just because of an old man. What a waste. Could he let it 
happen? 

He took another sip of brandy, wondering. If he didn’t 
know better, he’d swear he’d fallen for the girl. Hell, maybe 
he did like her more than he should, but there was no law 
to say he couldn’t. Besides, there was also no law that said 
he couldn’t make the most of the time left to him. Once 
across the border, they could get rid of Paul and Lenore, and 
he could have her all to himself. After all, Sefior Rubio said 
nothing about what was to be done with her after her father’s 
surrender—or before, for that matter. 

André smiled, his swarthy face taking on a new glow of 
confidence. “Ah, mi querida,” he whispered softly to himself, 
“soon I'll have you all to myself, then Pll show you what real 
lovemaking is.” He downed the rest of the brandy and 
headed for bed, satisfied that all was going well. 


It was Friday morning. Gigi woke up earlier than usual, 
unable to sleep. Now she stood in the stables dressed for rid- 
ing, letting Jamie help her mount. 

“I’m glad your shoulder healed so well, Jamie,” she He as 
he gave her a boost into the saddle. 

He smiled. “So am I,” He was relieved. “For a while I 
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thought maybe I’d never use the arm again, but it’s almost as 
good as new already.” 

She started to move toward the stable door. . 

*J still think you should wait for Ahmed, Miss Gigi,” he 
said thoughtfully. “I don’t think it’s such a good idea for you 
to g0 roaming around alone.” 

She smiled wistfully. “I won’t be long, Jamie,” she said. 
“Just a short ride along the riverbank.” 

She spurred her horse through the stable door as Jamie 
watched skeptically. He didn’t like it. Not at all. He headed 
for the house. 

Gigi had been riding for almost half an hour when she re- 
alized she wasn’t alone. She frowned, turning her horse off 
the path, moving into the bushes, hoping she hadn’t been 
seen, then waited, listening to the oncoming hoofbeats. 

Paul laughed. “I hope you don’t think you're hiding,” he 
called out, amused, as he approached. “The burgundy riding 
suit you’re wearing clashes beautifully with the green leaves 
on that bush.” . 

She sighed, exasperated, pulling her horse back onto the 
path. “Why didn’t you call out or something so ['d know it 
was you?” she said. “You scared me half to death.” She 
straightened, eyeing him dubiously. “What are you doing here 
anyway? It’s barely dawn, the sun isn’t even up yet. You 
haven't ridden this early for a long time.” 

He leaned forward, resting comfortably in the saddle, his 
brown pants and deep green riding coat blending in with the 
trees that were half-hidden by the early-morning mists. 

“Jamie got worried and came to the house,” he explained. 
“I happened to be the only one up besides Mrs. Sharp. You 
don’t mind, do you? Jamie was right, you shouldn't ride 
alone.” 

“You mean I’m safe with you? Oh, that’s really funny.” 
She nudged her horse in the ribs, and they moved along the 
path that wound along beside the river. “You're the last per- 
son in the world I should be riding with alone.” 

“Jamie didn’t know that.” 

“How unfortunate.” 

Paul reached over and grabbed her horse’s reins, stopping 
her, looking into her eyes, “Why, Gigi?” he asked suddenly. 
“Why did you accept André’s proposal?” 

“You don’t know? You really don’t know?” 

“JT know you don’t love him.” 
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“You don’t love Lenore either.” 

“Gigi.” He let go of her reins and dismounted, then 
walked over, reaching up to take her from her horse. She let 
him set her on the ground, but his arms stayed around her. 
“Gigi, if you'll change your mind, if you stay, I'll promise 
never to let it happen again.” 

She stared up into his handsome face, so dear to her, “You 
really think you can keep that promise?” 

He held his breath, gazing into her eyes, then touched the 
side of her face lovingly. “No... I guess I can’t,” he finally 
said. “But why do you have to marry him? Don’t make the 
same mistake I made. Leave, go to Europe, anywhere, but 
don’t give yourself away like this.” 

“T have no choice, and you know it, Paul,” she said. “Fa- 
ther would never consent to letting me go away by myself.” 
She sighed, “That’s why I’m going to Mexico. It’s no good, 
Paul,” she went on softly. “What we’ve done is wrong. It’s 
sinful, and we could be arrested if anyone found out, We've 
no right to love each other, so it has to end. I only hope it’s 
not too late. But if it is, then I'll hope the child’s all right. If I 
marry André right away, if what happened to us the other 
night reaps a harvest neither of us wants, then only you and I 
will ever know the truth. I'll raise the child as André’s and 
hope no one ever finds out.” 

He bent down, his mouth covering hers, and kissed her 
softly. “How can I bear to let him have you?” he whispered 
softly against her mouth. 

She reached up, touching his face, her fingers trembling as 
she traced his jawline, etching his features on her mind for all 
time. “Kiss me good-bye now, Paul, a kiss to last forever,” 
she whispered softly. “Because even though you'll be with me 
always in my heart, there can be no more between us, ever 
again. I’m to be Mrs. André Diego de los Reyes. It’s the only 
answer, The only sane way out of all this. And once I get to 
Mexico, I'll never be around to tempt you again.” 

He kissed her long and hard, and held her close, remem- 
bering a night that should never have been, and by the time 
they returned to the stables, there were no more words that 
could be said between them. There was nothing more to say. 


Gigi watched Lenore fuming as she sat opposite her, gaz- 
ing out the window of the train as it sped through the coun- 
tryside. Lenore had been irritated enough because they had 
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only one day to prepare for the trip, but that could be over- 
looked, since servants did all the packing. However, the real 
blow had come when she discovered there were no private 
cars available on such short notice, and they’d have to travel 
in a common coach. Her one compensation was that they had 
curtains, enabling them some privacy. 

She sat now, shoulders tense, face grim, not even making 
any pretense of enjoying herself. 

Paul looked over at her for a moment, wondering why she 
had even bothered to come. He was sitting beside her, and 
suddenly Gigi felt his eyes on her. “Are you sure you don’t 
mind watching where we’ve been, Gigi?” he said. “I could 
trade seats with you.” 

She shook her head. “No, that’s all right. It’s fine.” She 
smiled. “Besides, I enjoy seeing where we’ve been.” She 
glanced out the window, only to shiver, a sense of something 
vaguely familiar flitting across her mind. What she felt was so 
strange, so different, it was hard to grasp. She had been 
pulled from the train wreck months ago, yet suddenly the 
clouded memory of a different railroad car, an old-fashioned 
one crowded with people, kerosene lamps burning to light the 
darkness, crept through her mind. She tried to hold it, to 
hang on, but it was no use, As fieetingly as it had begun to 
emerge, it faded, and once more she was staring at only the 
landscape as it slid by. 

“Are you cold?” asked André. He was sitting next to her 
and felt her shiver. 

She shook her head. “No. I... for a moment I thought I 
could remember something,” she said, then frowned as both 
men looked at each other, their eyes locked. 

Paul saw André tense. Why? He’d watched him closely 
ever since they’d left New York a few hours ago. He seemed 
nervous, almost too anxious for things to go well. Paul 
watched now as André looked away, turning toward Gigi, 
once more talking to her, his voice so low this time that it 
was barely a whisper in Gigi’s ear. What was it about the 
man that rubbed him the wrong way? It wasn’t just his atten- 
tions toward Gigi, It was something more, something intangi- 
ble. It was the cruel, sinister look that often crept into his 
eyes when he thought no one was looking, the sharp ominous 
tremor in his deeply accented voice when things didn’t seem 
to be going his way. Was it simply a clash of personalities? 
Or were Paul’s instincts right? Was there more to André Di- 


HOLD BACK THE SUN 237 


ego de los Reyes than what showed on the surface? He won- 
dered. 

Gigi glanced up and caught Paul’s eyes on her. His ex- 
pression was identical to the expression that had been on 
Jason’s face just before he’d said good-bye at the station and 
had Ahmed wheel him from the boarding platform to where 
he could wave to them. It had been a questioning look, filled 
with apprehension, only Jason’s eyes had been filled with 
tears. For a few unguarded moments Gigi wished she hadn’t 
had to say good-bye. She hated leaving everyone behind, in- 
cluding Bridget. Jason had offered to let the girl go along. 
But Gigi couldn’t take her away from Jamie. It wouldn't have 
been fair. However, they had been so close, and the parting 
had also been a tearful one. Yet she knew it was for the best. 
She had to go, It was the only way out of a horrible situa- 
tion. 

She drew her eyes from Paul’s face, looking at André, re- 
sponding mechanically to the tender words of endearment 
he’d whispered into her ear. So far Paul and André had been 
cordial to each other. She only hoped the rest of the trip 
would be accomplished without too much fuss, and she 
smiled at André, then Paul, hoping to inject a little warmth 
and friendliness into the atmosphere that was often more 
uncomfortable than it should be. 

They ate in the dining cars, and slept on the train, riding 

straight through, stopping only to change trains when neces- 
sary. At times the endless stretches of countryside became 
monotonous, and the towns and cities along the way were a 
relief on the landscape. 
’ Paul and André kept up a continuous facade of friendship, 
often playing cards with some of the men in the parlor car, 
and discussing railroads, politics, and whether or not it was 
wise to invest in the new horseless carriages everyone was 
talking about. “After ali, look what Edison’s electric lights 
have done for the country,” explained Paul. “And at one 
time people thought it was a joke. Someday every city across 
the nation will be bright with lights.” 

They rode through Pittsburgh, Cincinnati, St. Louis, then 
dropped south to Little Rock, Dallas, Austin, and San An- 
tonio, where they boarded a train with even less attractive ac- 
commodations. When they finally were ready to disembark in 
Eagle Pass, a week after their departure from New York, 
they were tired and weary, not only from the constant riding 
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but also from Lenore’s incessant complaints about the food, 
her comforts, and the people they were forced to associate 
with during the trip. 

Eagle Pass was a small town on the Texas border, situated 
alongside the Rio Grande. At one time it had been the site of 
an army post. Now those days were long gone, but the atmo- 
sphere still hung on. The fort was still standing about four 
miles upriver, and the town, with its raw courage, clung to 
the countryside, hoping for better times, the influence of its 
close Mexican neighbor widely apparent. For directly across 
the Rio Grande from Eagle Pass was the Mexican town of 
Piedras Negras, a railroad bridge across the river, which the 
Mexicans called the Rio Bravo del Norte, connecting the two 
places. 

The railroad itself continued down into Mexico, to Monter- 
rey and eventually Mexico City, But André said his father’s 
hacienda was west of Eagle Pass in the foothills of the Sierra 
Madres, north of La Mariposa, where no railroad had yet 
been built, so they’d hire men and wagons and traverse the 
last part of the land on horseback. 

The train stopped, and Gigi gazed about thoughtfully as 
she raised the skirt of her green silk traveling suit, stepping 
onto the platform, using André’s hand to keep her balance. It 
was late afternoon, and a few people stood about. Some had 
been waiting for the train, others just loitering. One man m 
particular caught her eye, although she tried not to let it 
show. Maybe it was the way he was dressed that made her so 
conscious of him, or the way his eyes narrowed when he 
looked at her, but something made her unusually aware of 
him, and a little uneasy at the same time. 

He was tall, lean, dark-skinned, and wore a mustache. 
Mexican, no doubt, but his clothes were unlike most of the 
other men’s. He wore a black suit, white shirt with a black 
necktie, and a bowler hat atop his head. He would have 
looked more at home on the streets of New York than in this 
small border town. 

She felt his eyes on her the whole while they made ar- 
rangements to have their trunks transported to the local hotel. 
He never raised his head, but as he leaned against the build- 
ing, slouching lackadaisically, his eyes followed her every 
move, alert, as if waiting. She tried to brush aside the nag- 
ging fear that had begun to grip her, but couldn’t. Why 
would a complete stranger stare at her so? And that was an- 
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other thing. Was he a stranger? The more she became aware 
of him, the more she realized that there was something 
vaguely familiar about him. 

She tried not to make him aware that she’d noticed him, 
and smiled, taking André’s arm, letting him escort her to the 
edge of the railroad platform and they accompanied Paul and 
Lenore down the main street of Eagle Pass toward the hotel. 

It was a small hotel with unglamorous accommodations, 
which brought another rise of ire from Lenore, who for the 
first time in her life looked less than immaculate. The ab- 
sence of servants and lack of proper tiolet facilities on the 
trip had taken its toll on her, and Gigi noticed that she actu- 
ally had more than one hair out of place on her head and 
that the skirt of her rich brown velvet traveling suit, with its 
gold-braid trim, was rumpled and creased from having to sit 
so long in one spot without moving. There was also a spot of 
gravy on the limp ruffle of her pale gold blouse. For the first 
time in months, Gigi wasn’t intimidated by Lenore’s presence. 
In fact, she felt she’d weathered the long trip far more easily 
than Lenore, and she could tell by the glances of the men as 
she walked toward the hotel that she still looked attractive 
enough to command an audience. 

“You mean that’s all you have available? I can’t even have 
a sitting room?” Lenore complained as they stood in the 
lobby of the hotel. 

The clerk shook his head. He was 2 short, balding man 
with muttonchops and a nose that seemed to be spread ail 
over his face. His mouth drooped at the corners, and as he 
listened to Lenore’s tirade, his pale blue eyes shifted first to 
Paul, then André, then settled on Gigi, where they suddenly 
widened in surprise, although he tried to conceal it. 

Gigi watched curiously as his face reddened self-con- 
sciously when she caught him staring. He was embarrassed, 
and his calm, assured manner disappeared. He fidgeted ner- 
yously with his pocket watch, then shoved the register toward 
Paul. “If you'll sign please, sir,” he said quickly. 

Paul signed for him and Lenore, then let André and Gigi 
sign for themselves. The clerk handed them the keys, then 
turned the hotel register around so he could read it avhile 
they headed for the stairs. His eyes scanned the page, then 
stopped abruptly, and he grew pale as he read the name neatly 
written below that of Mr. and Mrs. Paul Larrabee. It couldn't 
be! But it was. He glanced up quickly, watching the young 
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woman ascending the open staircase on the arm of the hand- 
some gentleman who'd escorted her into the lobby, but as he 
stared, he was unaware that Paul had noticed his discomfiture 
and was now watching him furtively, wondering why Gigi’s 
presence had disturbed him. 

The clerk watched as the strangers disappeared into the up- 
stairs hall, then called hurriedly to someone in the back room 
to keep an eye on the place and bolted out the front door, 
not even bothering to grab his hat on the way. He scurried 
along the sidewalk, nodding to friends here and there, walk~- 
ing sprightly, tipping an imaginary hat when necessary, then 
slowed as he reached a saloon a few streets down from the 
hotel, He straightened his vest, but instead of going in the 
front way, he ducked down the alley, circling to the back, 
and slipped in the back door. 

The back room was dark and musty, a set of stairs off to 
the left. He ascended them, then knocked on the first door he 
came to. Judah should be in his room. He was always in his 
room this time of day. A gruff voice called out, and the desk 
clerk reached down, opening the door. 

Judah Parsons’ office never failed to amaze Hank Wattle. 
It was neat, clean, the beautiful mahogany desk highly pol- 
ished, Persian rug on the floor immaculately swept, and the 
richly upholstered furniture should have been out-of-place, 
but wasn’t. It blended in well with the other furnishings. The 
door to an adjoining bedroom was standing open, and even in 
there the furnishings were velvets and brocades. 

The desk clerk faced the man who sat at the desk going 
over some papers, his head of thick gray hair turning silvery 
gold as the rays from the afternoon sunlight streaming in the 
open window behind him fell on it. Hank stared. 

“Something I can do for you, Hank?” Judah asked, putting 
down his pen, reaching for a cigar. He was a solid man in his 
early fifties who liked to think that he ran the town of Eagle 
Pass, although some of the more prominent citizens would be 
quick to argue the point. 

Hank shuffled his feet nervously, then sighed. “It ain’t 
right, Judah. Something’s wrong somewhere,” he said hur- 
riedly, “It just ain’t right.” 

“What ain’t right?” . 

“Over at the hotel.” He pointed back over his shoulder ex- 
citedly. “There’s a young woman, came in on the train this 
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afternoon with some other folks. She signed the register as 
Gigi Rouvier. But, Judah, she ain’t Gigi.” 

Judah had started to light his cigar; now suddenly he for- 
got to puff, blowing out the match as he stared at Hank. 
“What do you mean, she’s not Gigi?” 

“Just what I said.” He emphasized the words. “She ain’t 
Gigi Rouvier!” 

“Then who... ?” 

“That’s what I figured you'd wanna find out.” 

Judah Parsons, owner and operator of the Red Dog 
Saloon, a man whose living was made with liquor, cards, 
women, and investments that had questionable overtones, 
fidgeted hesitantly with the cigar in his fingers, contemplating 
Hank’s news, then tossed the still-unlit cigar aside. “What 
does she look like?” he asked slowly. 

“That’s just it,” said Hank, puzzled. “She’s real pretty. 
Looks more like she could be Gigi’s daughter than young 
Gigi herself. Fact is, she looks like Miss Rouvier probably 
looked some twenty years ago.” 

Judah frowned, then scratched his head. It didn’t make 
sense, Gigi Rouvier had worked for him at the tables for 
about ten years, migrating here from California’s Gold Coast 
with her young daughter. She’d been a beautiful woman 
when she arrived. Disillusioned by men, fed up with the kind 
of life her daughter was always exposed to. But Eagle Pass 
had been no better. She knew no other way of making a liv- 
ing, so she stuck it out, hoping if she saved enough money, 
maybe she could chuck it all and her daughter wouldn’t have 
to live the same way. 

’ It was inevitable that she turn to Judah, and for years she 
had been his mistress, as well as the best faro dealer he had. 
It wasn’t until the last two years, when her health began to 
fail and she grew worn and emaciated, that Judah realized 
how much she meant to him, If he could have married her, it 
might have been different, but Gigi would never have 
consented, even if he’d been free to marry instead of tied 
down to Elsie. He’d married Judge Bascomb’s daughter Elsie 
for appearance’ sake and political gain when he'd first settled 
in Eagle Pass years before. The marriage had been a-sham 
from the start, and more of his nights were spent at the Red 
Dog than at home, but Elsie refused to give in, and held on 
like a leech, pretending she didn’t care. 

If it hadn’t been for Elsie, he’d have taken care of Gigi’s 
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daughter himself when Gigi passed away, but Gigi refused to 
let him, even if Elsie hadn’t protested. People talked enough 
as it was. She wanted better for young Gigi. So she’d written 
to the girl’s father, made arrangements, and the day after her 
mother’s funeral, young Gigi Rouvier left Eagle Pass, heading 
for New York. 

Judah frowned, remembering the day the young girl left, 
the expectant light in her soft gray eyes. She was young, not 
quite twenty, and he’d been glad to see her leaving this sort 
of life behind. He’d only hoped it hadn’t been too late. 
Maybe for Gigi it hadn’t, because she wasn’t a very pretty 
girl. Nothing like her mother, and the men paid little atten- 
tion to her. Besides, her mother had tried so hard to protect 
her, refusing even to let her inside the Red Dog. 

He sighed, worried. If the young woman who checked into 
the hotel now wasn’t Gigi, who was she, and what had hap- 
pened to Gigi? His eyes narrowed, “When can I see her?” he 
asked Hank. 

Hank bit his lips, thinking, then straightened. “I know. 
They'll probably wanna know where to eat. I'll recommend 
the Steak House, and you can go there and see for yourself.” 

Judah picked up the cigar again and fumbled in the pocket 
of his silk-lined gray frock coat, then checked his pocket 
watch before shoving it back into place, tugging at the front 
of his ruby-red brocade vest. He struck the match and lit his 
cigar, letting the smoke curl up to the ceiling. 

“711 stroll over that way in about an hour,” he said. “If 
they’re not there, I'll be down to the hotel to find out what’s 
going on. If you learn anything new, let me know.” He 
leaned back in his chair, eyeing Hank suspiciously. “Do you 
think anyone else knows what’s going on?” he asked. 

Hank shook his head. “I think they came straight from the 
depot. But I’m tellin’ you. If she keeps walkin’ around town, 
folks are gonna start noticin’, and maybe some’ll even start 
askin’ questions, and I think you oughta know the answers, 
Judah, b’fore they do.” 

Judah nodded. “Thanks, Hank.” He dismissed the little 
man, then sat at his desk gazing off into space. Gigi had con- 
fided in him about young Gigi’s father, making him promise 
not to tell anyone in town. She’d even done all she could to 
hide her true circumstances from Jason Larrabee, going so 
far as to tell him she’d been living in a convent up closer to 
San Antonio. She even had her mail sent there, where some- 
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one——he had no idea who—sent it on to her at Eagle Pass. It 
was a small deception, but one she felt necessary for her 
daughter’s sake. She didn’t want Jason Larrabee to know what 
she had turned into, or that his daughter had been raised in 
such disreputable surroundings. 

He scowled as he remembered the day he’d put young Gigi 
on the train, making sure she had the brooch and the letter. 
What could have happened? Where was the girl? Well, he 
was sure as hell going to find out. He stood up, checked his 
watch again, then began to gather his papers up into a neat 
pile at the corner of his desk, wondering who this young 
woman was who was calling herself Gigi Rouvier. 


14 


In another part of town, closer to the river, Miguel Hernan- 
dez grabbed the bowler hat from atop his head and tossed it 
onto a lumpy cot before grabbing a chair and pulling it up to 
the table. 

“I told you she was coming right behind them, amigo,” he 
said to the man sitting opposite him at the table. “Now, 
aren’t you glad we left New York when we did? This way 
Pedro kept an eye on her while we got things all set down 
here. It was the best way.” 

His companion scowled. “So you said,” he replied. He was 
also Mexican. His white shirt and baggy buckskin pants were 
half-covered by two broad ammunition belts worn hanging 
from each shoulder and crisscrossed across his chest. Over the 
border, in Mexico, they were called bandoliers, and the man, 
his craggy face lined from the harsh dry weather, black hair 
shining in the late-afternoon sun that streamed in at the 
glassless window, was calied a bandido. His name was Juan 
Fuerentes, and he’d been waiting patiently for Miguel’s return 
from the depot. 

He snapped back the barrel of the gun he was cleaning, 
then shoved it back into its holster. “You're sure it’s her?” he 
asked. 

“Si. It’s the same girl we saw with de los Reyes in New 
York,” said Miguel. “De los Reyes wouldn’t make a mistake, 
his superiors would hang him, and besides, the description 
fits. I know it’s been a long time and people change, but it 
has to be her.” 

Juan nodded. “Bueno. Then I will have to ride, and ride 
hard. I should be back later tonight. If for any reason she 
leaves town, follow her. Tell Maria at the cantina, and Pll 
find you. Otherwise, just hang around and keep an eye on 
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her.” He eyed his friend curiously. “And por favor, get rid of 
those clothes. They were all right while we were in New 
York, but you are about as conspicuous in them around here 
as a rattlesnake would be in the middle of a street in Brook- 
lyn.” 

Miguel glanced down at his black suit, touching it lovingly. 
He’d never had anything quite like it before. He straightened, 
his long body wiry beneath the city clothes. “Si,” he said re- 
luctantly. “If I have to.” He moved to the back of the small 
shanty that was no better than a broken-down shed and 
pulled out a large worn carpetbag, extricating from it a set of 
clothes identical to those worn by his companion, including 
bandolier and pistols. 

Since he and Juan had arrived in Eagle Pass, following 
Rubio’s henchmen Colonel Alvarez and his aide Lieutenant 
Ramén Chaves from New York City, they had been taking 
turns hanging about the depot, knowing that Major de Ios 
Reyes would not be far behind. They had been informed by 
inside sources that Major de los Reyes had been assigned the 
task of locating the daughter of El Verdugo and returning 
her to Mexico. Now that he was this close, they had to act 
fast. While she was in New York, things were at a standstill. 
As long as she stayed there as the daughter of Jason Larra- 
bee, where Miguel and Juan could keep a furtive eye on her, 
she was safe. Most of the time anyway. Of course, there was 
the incident of the runaway carriage, and the attempt in Cen- 
tral Park. Fortunately, Paul Larrabee had been on hand both 
times and they hadn’t had to show themselves, and evidently 
Major de los Reyes had squelched any more attempts by 
them to capture her after the knifing incident. They never did 
hear what really happened that night, but then, that was un- 
derstandable, since they'd followed Paul Larrabee and Gigi 
Rouvier to Central Park, and the papers had reported little 
about it, but they surmised that the colonel and Ramén were 
responsible. 

Now, however, they had to know what to do. Their orders 
had been to follow de los Reyes and find the girl and watch 
over her. Were they to watch now as she crossed the Borde 
right into the hands of her father’s enemies? 

Miguel shuddered as he stripped off the black suit, sttting 
it aside, then once more donned the clothes he wore as an 
aide to the outlaw El Verdugo. 
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At the hotel, Gigi checked one last time in the mirror to 
make sure she looked all right, then turned, glancing about 
the room. It certainly wasn’t luxurious. There was a bed, bare 
floor, except for one hand-woven rug, a straight-backed chair, 
dry sink with a basin and pitcher in it, a small wardrobe for 
hanging clothes, and the dresser with its mirror. She smiled to 
herself, wondering how Paul was holding up under the verbal 
outburst Lenore was undoubtedly in the middle of. The poor 
man. It seemed strange that before their marriage Lenore al- 
ways agreed with him on everything, even though it was obvi- 
ous she disliked some of his suggestions and decisions. It was 
only after the wedding that she made her feelings known. It 
was as if she no longer felt it necessary to be agreeable. Her 
congenial nature had certainly soured. Of course, maybe it 
was the trip. After all, Lenore was spoiled. Used to the best. 
Servants to wait on her hand and foot, and people catering to 
her every whim. It was unlikely she’d be happy in these sur- 
roundings. 

Gigi walked over to the bed and picked up her handbag. 
All the rooms in the hotel had clocks on the walls, and she 
checked the time, then left the room, heading downstairs. 
Paul had told her to be in the lobby by six-thirty, and they'd 
locate someplace to eat. She was still wearing her green silk 
traveling suit, but had changed hats and was wearing a small 
black-velvet-trimmed hat of green felt, with tiny black feather 
plumes lying across the tilted brim. She felt it made her look 
more chic and sophisticated than the green silk bonnet she’d 
worn on the train. 

Naturally, as she entered the lobby, she noticed right away 
that Lenore had changed, either with Paul’s help, or, if she 
knew Lenore, she’d probably insisted Paul hire a girl to wait 
on her while they were in town. André did say it would prob- 
ably take them a day or two to arrange for the wagon, sup- 
plies, and horses, so it was logical Lenore would demand as 
many comforts of home as possible. 

Gigi looked Lenore over carefully. Once more she was im- 
maculate, right down to the golden hairs at the nape of her 
neck that were tucked neatly into the tight chignon. But her 
street dress of deep blue brocaded satin, with bouffant sleeves 
trimmed in embroidered ivory satin to just below the elbow, 
was far too ostentatious for an evening out in a town such as 
Eagle Pass. Lenore wasn’t aware of it, however, and held her 
head high, the hat adorning it, a concoction of blue and ivory 
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satin ribbons with embroidery that matched the dress, resting 
neatly atop the blond head as she watched Gigi approach. 

Gigi’s eyes moved from Lenore to Paul, then to André and 
back to Paul. Such a contrast. Paul wore the simple gray suit 
he’d worn on the train, his deep burgundy cravat neatly tied 
over.a white shirt. André wore one of his velvet suits. Black, 
with silver embroidery that graced the lapels of the waist- 
length jacket and ran rampant down the side of the tight-fit- 
ting pants. His shirt was white, with ruffles to the waist, a 
narrow black ribbon tied in a bow at the throat. Paul’s hat 
was a gray felt with wide, rolling brim; André’s was broad- 
brimmed. black velvet with silver trim and a flat crown, The 
two men were so different, each handsome in his own way, 
but it was Paul’s compelling gray eyes that warmed her and 
made her feel strange and weak inside, and she turned to 
André for rescuing, holding her hand out to take his arm. 

“There’s a restaurant a block from here,” said Paul as 
Lenore took his arm. “The hotel clerk said it’s about the best 
around.” 

André opened the door for Gigi, and she took his arm, let- 
ting him escort her outside, while Paul and Lenore followed. 
The early-evening air was still muggy. It was September al- 
ready, but this part of Texas was still hot, the days long and 
sultry. 

Gigi had paid little attention ta the town earlier on the way 
to the hotel; now she looked about curiously. There seemed 
to be as many Mexicans loitering around as Americans, and 
the town was extremely small compared to New York City. 
There were no large ten-story buildings or grand boulevards. 
Only facaded storefronts, wooden sidewalks, and not even a 
semblance of streetlamps. It was still light out, but shadows 
were beginning to appear here and there, deepening as they 
walked, and she knew that by the time they were through 
eating it would be dark out. 

The Steak House was a quiet place that specialized in what 
was called western food and home cooking. They were ush- 
ered to a table in the back by a friendly waitress who, much 
to Gigi’s surprise, stared at her rather curiously after she’d 
seated them. The waitress was a young woman, perhaps in 
her early twenties. A little plump and unpretentious, she wore 
her brown hair in one thick braid down her back, her brown 
eyes flashing excitedly at the obviously rich customers. She 
never said anything directly to Gigi, only looked puzzled 
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while she took their orders, as if trying to remember some- 
thing. 

The food was surprisingly delicious. They all had grilled 
steaks, baked potatoes swimming in butter, cabbage salad, 
glazed carrots, and apple pie. Gigi, André, and Paul ate 
heartily, while Lenore picked at her food. complaining that 
the steak was too rare, the potato too old, the salad too sour, 
and the carrots too sweet. Only the pie seemed to satisfy her. 

Paul was halfway through the meal when he suddenly felt 
an uneasy prickling at the nape of his neck, as if someone 
was staring at him. He set his fork down, reached for his cup, 
and as he slowly sipped his coffee, looked around at the other 
tables. 

There was a couple at the table near the door enjoying 
each other’s company, two men at another table arguing 
while they ate, two ladies near the front window who were 
deep in conversation, a man engrossed in cutting a steak at 
one of the other tables, But over Lenore’s right shoulder his 
eyes suddenly locked with those of a formidable gray-haired 
man who was sitting alone at a table in the corner, toying 
with his food, his generous mouth drawn into a severe line. 
The man stared into Paul’s eyes, his own dark blue eyes blaz- 
ing with curiosity. 

Paul frowned and glanced away, then looked back quickly 
in time to see the man’s eyes settle on Gigi. Paul watched his 
every move, He wasn’t eating, he was just staring, and his 
eyes seemed to devour Gigi with their intensity. Paul set his 
cup back down and continued eating, pretending to be oblivi- 
ous of the man, but every chance he had, he glanced his way, 
and the man was still looking at Gigi. Paul said nothing to 
the others, but later, when the meal was over and they were 
leaving the restaurant, he drew the waitress aside, asking her 
who the man was. 

She glanced quickly toward the man in the corner, then 
flushed, lowering her voice so he’d be unable to hear. “Why, 
that’s Judah Parsons, sir,” she answered. “Everybody in town 
knows Judah. He owns the Red Dog Saloon a few doors 
down. Doesn’t eat here often. Lives at the edge of town with 
his wife.” She smiled. 

Paul thanked her, made a mental note of it, then joined 
the others after taking one last hurried glance at Mr. Parsons. 

Gigi was reluctant to go back to the hotel right away, and 
for once Lenore agreed with her. There was nothing to do at 
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the hotel but sit and look at four walls, so they strolled about 
town, taking in the sights, which weren’t much. There were 
small stockyards near the depot, with a livery and feed close 
by. A freight office, gunshop, hardware, telegraph office, two 
banks, various saloons, a general store, and the usual other 
small businesses needed to keep life going so far from the. big 
cities. But almost everything at this hour of the evening was 
closed. Someday perhaps Eagle Pass would be a fairly good- 
sized city, but for now it was simply the last stop before the 
Mexican border. 

For the first time in days Gigi relaxed as they walked 
about town, unaware that Paul was far from relaxed. Even 
André seemed oblivious of the fact that everywhere they 
went, the few people they passed stared furtively at them, 
their eyes on Gigi especially. Sometimes their faces showed 
signs of puzzled recognition. Other times they looked bewil- 
dered, as if they should recognize her, but couldn’t. By the 
time they returned to the hotel, Paul was twice as determined 
to try to find out what was going on. 

Gigi had decided to go to bed early, tired from the long 
train ride, and André said he was going to see if he could lo- 
cate 2 man with a wagon, so Paul had escorted Lenore to 
their room, then informed her he’d be going out for a while, 

She stared at him as he headed for the door. “I suppose it’s 
necessary?” she asked as he reached for the doorknob. 

He turned, trying to ignore the sarcasm in her voice. “If 
you must know, I’m going to the Red Dog Saloon,” he said 
calmly. 

“The Red Dog Saloon?” She shuddered. “You mean that 
disgusting-looking place we passed a few blocks from the ho- 
tel?” She looked at him in repulsion. “Good heavens, Paul,” 
she exclaimed, exasperated. “If you must drink, can’t you just 
have a bottle sent up here! Do you have to go slumming with 
that riffraff?” 

He straightened. “I’m not going there to drink, Lenore. ’'m 
going there to try to get some answers to some questions that 
have been bothering me.” 


“What kind of questions?” 
He sighed. “Til tell you all about it when I get back.” H 
turned again to leave. a 


“Just like that you’re going out?’ she cried angrily. “Not, 
‘Lenore, do you mind if I go for a walk and leave you here 
all by yourself? or not even a ‘Would you like to come along, 
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darling, so you won't have to sit here all alone? ” When he 
looked back at her again, her eyes were blazing. “Just a flat 
‘T'm going out awhile, [ll be back’? Paul, what’s the matter 
with you?” she asked. “All evening your mind’s been miles 
away. And the way you stared at that man in the restaurant. 
It was positively embarrassing.” 

“T didn’t know you were aware of it.” 

She frowned. “You stared a hole right through him.” 

“I only did it because he was staring at Gigi.” 

“Aha!” she cried triumphantly. “The magic words. It’s 
your dear sweet sister you're worried about, isn’t it?” She 
shook her head. “I should have known.” 

“Now, what’s that supposed to mean?” 

She inhaled sharply, her eyes clouding with uncertainty. 
She hadn’t meant to say that. Not really. She'd been doing 
things all wrong lately. She hadn’t meant to say anything, 
She’d been trying not to let the shock of his apparent betrayal 
reach her, but it had, making her vulnerable in so many 
ways. She picked at him and everyone else constantly, even 
though she knew it was wrong. The anger and frustration in- 
side her continued to rebel at the thought of her husband’s 
horrible sin, only she couldn't let him know. Not now. She 
couldn’t risk losing him. So far, she had only suspicions. 
Nothing had actually been proven. She’d have to watch her 
tongue more closely. 

She relaxed, her eyes softening as she looked at him more 
casually. “As I said once before, Paul,” she said, her voice 
less harsh, warmth for him once more trying to creep into it, 
“your sister comes first, the rest of us second, thanks to your 
father.” She waved her hand as if dismissing him. “Oh, go, go 
on. You'll go anyway, whether I want you to or not. So go 
right ahead.” 

Paul stared long and hard for a moment, paying special 
heed to the way the light on the dresser fell across her 
breasts, remembering the well-rounded hips that were hidden 
beneath the folds of blue satin she was wearing. It had been 
well over a week since he’d made love to Lenore. Not since 
the night before he’d made love to Gigi. Lenore had com- 
plained about being too tired getting ready for the trip before 
they left New York, and it had been impossible to do any- 
thing on the train. Was that why she seemed so edgy? So irri- 
table and quick to criticize? It wasn’t like her. It wasn’t that 
he really wanted her, Not the way he wanted Gigi. But he’d 


HOLD BACK THE SUN 251 


been fighting Gigi’s nearness all week, and every time he 
looked at Gigi, his loins groaned with frustration. He looked 
straight into Lenore’s blue eyes. They looked lost, apprehen- 
sive. Maybe they both needed release. 

He let go the door handle, straightened, and walked toward 
her, taking her slowly into his arms, his gray eyes searching 
hers. “I’m sorry, darling,” he said softly, “It’s just something I 
have to do.” His hand moved up to caress her neck, and he 
touched her face. “Why don’t you just relax, get ready for 
bed, and I won’t be long.” 

Her lips parted, and she almost spoiled it, but then held 
her tongue. “Promise?” she whispered. 

“Promise.” He kissed her lightly. then released her and 
headed for the door. Once more she stopped him with his 
hand on the knob. 

“Paul?” He turned, and her eyes sought his, “I’m sorry I’ve 
been so miserable lately.” 

He nodded. “I know.” 

She smiled. “Hurry back.” 

He returned her smile, then left. As he stepped into the 
hall, his smile faded completely as he thought of the years 
ahead and the mess he’d made of things. He hurried past the 
door to Gigi’s room, went on downstairs, and headed for the 
saloon. 

Judah was standing on the balcony above the main floor of 
the saloon, contemplating whether to just march over to the 
hotel and confront the young woman with his revelation, or 
ask Mr. Larrabee, or what, when Paul walked in. 

The saloon was fairly crowded, it being Saturday night, but 
it wasn’t crowded enough that he had to elbow his way in, so 
Paul sauntered to the end of the bar, where he could get the 
bartender’s attention. 

“Yes, sit,” the man said as he wiped the bar in front of 
Paul. 

“I'm looking for Judah Parsons,” he asked casually. 

The big, burly man nodded toward the back and upward 
with his head, and Paul’s eyes narrowed as he glanced across 
the room to the balcony overhead. Judah was relaxing against 
one of the support posts, his eyes on Paul, and ‘Paul 
straightened uneasily. He’d probably been watching since he 
stepped inside, 

“Thanks.” 

He strolled toward the back, ascended the stairs, and intro~ 
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duced himself. “Mr. Parsons, Paul Larrabee, New York 
City,” he said, holding out his hand. 

Judah straightened to his full height and hesitated momen- 
tarily, then shook hands. “My office?” he said, gesturing 
toward a door behind him. 

Paul nodded. 

Judah’s office was fancier than Paul expected, and he could 
see that the adjoining room was furnished with a large four- 
poster bed. He remembered the waitress telling him that Mr. 
Parsons lived at the edge of town. with his wife. Evidently he 
believed in the old saying about too much work and no play 
. . . There was another door on the far wall, and Paul as- 
sumed from where it was located that it probably led down- 
stairs to the back alley. There was always a back way out in 
a setup like this. He turned as Judah spoke. 

“Well, at least that’s one decision I don’t have to worry 
about making anymore,” Judah said as he headed for the 
brandy decanter on his desk. “Care for a drink?” 

“A small one.” Paul watched him pour. “You know why 
Pm here?” 

“T might.” 

Paul accepted the drink. “What’s your interest in Gigi?” he 
asked bluntly. 

Judah took a sip of brandy. “Who is she?” he countered. 

“What do you mean, who is she? You evidently know very 
well who she is,” he said. “She’s my half-sister, Gigi Rou- 
vier.” 

_ Judah shook his head. “No, she ain’t, fella,” he said jrri- 
tably. “No siree. She may be calling herself that, but she’s no 
more Gigi Rouvier than I am.” 

Paul’s face went white. He swallowed hard, his fingers 
tightening on the glass he was holding, and he stared dumb- 
founded, as if he was going to fall over. “What are you talk- 
ing about?” he murmured breathlessly, almost incoherently. 

Judah finished his brandy, then set the glass down forceful- 
ly, his dark blue eyes steady on Paul. “I said she’s not Gigi 
Rouvier.” 

“But that’s impossible.” 

“Is it? Well, not to me. You see, six months ago I helped 
Gigi Rouvier bury her mother, then made sure the young 
lady was safely on a train headed for New York City, where . a 
she was to meet up with her real pa, a Mr. Jason Larrabee. 
That young lady over at the hotel, sir, is not Gigi Rouvier. I 
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sure as hell don’t know who she is, Mr. Larrabee, but I aim 
to find out. So I think you have some answers to give me, 
Now, where is the real Gigi Rouvier?” 

Paul stared, bewildered, then gulped the last of his brandy, 
trying to fortify himself, his hands trembling. “My God!” he 
blurted, then suddenly confronted Judah. “Do you know 
what you're saying?” he asked huskily. “You're sure?” 

Judah's eyes flashed. “I’ve known Gigi Rouvier for a good 
ten years, fella,” he said. “And that young woman ain’t her.” 

“Then who is she?” 

“You don’t know?” 

Paul frowned. This was unbelievable. “How should I 
know? I thought she was my half-sister.” He set his empty 
glass on the desk, took out his handkerchief, and wiped the 
beads of perspiration from his brow. “Maybe you'd better tell 
it from the beginning,” he said breathlessly. 

Judah offered him a chair, fortifying him with a refill of 
brandy, then sat in his own chair behind the desk and lit a 
cigar, pouring himself another brandy. 

“Gigi Rouvier’s mother carried the same name,” he began 
slowly. “She and I'd been pretty close ever since she came to 
Eagle Pass some ten years ago with her little girl. Times were 
rough, and she had a hard time findin’ a job. She started as 
just one of the girls, then ended up at the faro table. But she 
watched over her kid like a hawk. Wouldn’t let her hang 
around the saloon or nothin’, Tried to keep her away from 
this sort of life. It was hard, though. She was a stubborn kid, 
and although when she grew up she wasn’t too pretty, she 
really filled out and her ma used to worry about her all the 
time.” He hesitated, glancing studiously at Paul. “Yeah, I can 
see where you could be related,” he offered. “Same bone 
structure, same gray eyes. Gigi didn’t look nothin’ like her 
ma. Guess she took after her pa.” He flicked an ash off his 
cigar, then leaned forward across the desk. “To go on, last 
summer Gigi’s ma got real sick. She’d been losing weight, and 
...” Paul could swear he saw tears in the man’s eyes, but 
Judah swallowed, then went on. “When she knew she was dy- 
ing, she wrote to the girl’s pa, then made me promise to see 
that she went to him, Now, I know I probably should ,have 
gone with her, but I knew how bad her ma didn’t want the 
girl’s pa to know what kind of a life she was leadin’. So I let 
the kid go alone. Now, tell me, Mr, Larrabee. Gigi Rouvier 
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left this town for New York City back in April—where is 
she?” 

Paul was flabbergasted. “I don’t know.” He told Judah 
about the train wreck, the brooch, and the letter. “And when 
my father saw her, he said there couldn’t be any mistake. 
That she looks just like the original Gigi Rouvier.” 

“That’s just the trouble,” said Judah, agreeing with Jason. 
“She does. But why? Who is she?” 

Paul shook his head. “I haven’t the faintest ...” 

Both men were at a loss. They went back over both stories 
but could find no answer. 

“And she doesn’t remember anything?” asked Judah. 

“Not a thing.” Paul was in a turmoil. The shock of Judah's 
revelation had torn him apart inside. If Gigi wasn’t his sis- 
ter—rather, if the woman at the hotel wasn’t Gigi... But 
how, why, who? It didn’t make sense. The full realization of 
it began flooding through him, and his nerves tingled expect- 
antly, his stomach swirling, muscles tightening. He stood up 
and paced Judah’s office, then stopped by the window, gazing 
down into the alley below. “The convent!” he whispered ab- 
sentmindedly, then turned back to Judah. “What about the 
convent?” he asked. “Maybe someone there knows something. 
My father’s correspondence with Gigi Rouvier was sent to 
the convent of the Sisters of the Sacred Heart of Jesus. Some- 
one there forwarded it here. Maybe they know something.” 

“It’s worth a try.” 

“Do you know where it is?” 

“It’s about twenty or thirty miles northeast of here, near 
Elm Creek. You'll have to take horses. The railroad doesn’t 
go anywhere near it, and from what I hear, it’s cloistered.” 

“Then how did Gigi Rouvier manage to have her mail sent 
there?” 

Judah half-smiled. “You have a point.” 

Paul studied him thoughtfully, then asked, “Will you ride 
up there with me?” 

Judah took a slow sip of brandy. 

“TY need somebody who knows his way around,” explained 
Paul, “and since you already have an interest in all this .. .” 

Judah straightened, frowning, and chewed on his cigar. 
“When do you intend to g0?” 

“First thing in the morning. 

Judah puffed on the cigar while contemplating, then took it 
from his mouth. “Are you sure you really want me along?” 
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he asked. “What about that fancy Mexican who was stickin’ 
so close to your lady? Where’s he come into this?” 

Paul’s jaw flexed. “My wife and I are escorting her to 
Mexico, where she’s to marry him,” he said. “He thinks she’s 
Gigi Rouvier too.” 

“Then he'll be along?” 

“T imagine.” 

Judah’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t like his looks.” 

“Well, now, neither do I, Mr. Parsons,” said Paul defen- 
sively. “But I’m not the one who accepted his proposal, she 
did.” 

Judah tamped the cigar out in an ashtray on his desk, then 
finished his brandy, his dark blue eyes amused. “The name’s 
Judah, Mr. Larrabee,” he said gruffly, “And I’d be glad to go 
with you. I got my own horse. I'll meet you out front here at 
dawn tomorrow, if that’s all right with you.” 

Paul reached out his hand, and Judah shook it. “And my 
name’s Paul,” Paul said as he felt the man’s firm handshake. 
“Maybe between the two of us we can find out what the hell 
this is all about.” 

Judah released Paul’s hand. “You sure you wouldn’t care 
for another drink, Mr. Larra ... Paul?” he asked, but Paul 
declined. 

“Enough,” he said, “I'd better get back to the hotel. I'll see 
you in the morning.” He picked his hat up from the desk and 
left the room, while Judah frowned, watching him go, then 
followed him to the office door. He stood on the balcony 
watching Paul until he left the saloon, then shrugged. Strange 
' man, Paul Larrabee, he mused to himself. He’d have sworn 
thé man looked like he could use another drink. And his eyes 
when he learned about the woman who was supposed to be 
his sister—for a brief moment they’d been so vibrantly alive, 
as if a storm had been unleashed inside him. Weird. Oh, well, 
maybe he’d find out what was troubling the man tomorrow. 
He sighed, then turned and went back into his office. 

Paul jammed the hat on his head as he left the saloon, al- 
most colliding with a couple of dusty cowboys who looked 
like they'd just come off the trail, They stared at his tailor- 
made suit and fancy hat, then backed away, making sarcastic 
remarks, but Paul paid no attention; he was too busy trying 
to sort things out in his mind. 

His feet moved reluctantly toward the hotel, but the closer 
he came, the more hesitant he was. He couldn’t go in now. 
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Not yet. Lenore had said she’d be waiting. What should he 
do, tell her what he’d just found out? Should he tell André 
the truth, or just make up some excuse for going with Judah 
in the morning and tell André when he returned? Or maybe 
he should tell Gigi. But she wasn’t Gigi. He swore under his 
breath, then turned abruptly, heading away from the hotel, 
his feet taking him along a street that led toward the river. 

He slowed as he moved through the main street of town, 
walking deliberately, shoving his hands in his pockets, his 
thoughts miles away. If Judah was right, if Gigi wasn’t really 
Gigi, if she wasn’t really his sister, then they hadn’t done any- 
thing wrong. The love they shared was as natural as that of 
any man and woman. And Judah had insisted he was right, 
Paul could think of no reason why Judah would lie. He 
remembered the look in Gigi’s eyes just tonight when she’d 
joined them in the lobby, and he shivered inside. Then sud- 
denly a helpless feeling of rage began to stir within him. It 
was too late. Damn! Even if she wasn’t his sister, it was too 
late. He was tied to Lenore. 

For the next half-hour, as he made his way to the edge of 
the river, then stood staring into it, he fought with himself, 
trying to find an answer for his feelings and the mess he'd 
made of things. After a tremendous amount of soul-search- 
ing, in which he decided he was solely to blame for every- 
thing, he realized there was little he could do about the 
situation, at least not right now. 

He’d been sitting on the riverbank, and stood up now, tak- 
ing one last look across the river toward the faint lights of 
the Mexican village that stood on the opposite bank, then 
headed once more for the hotel. 

He couldn’t figure out what it was that made him stop. Or- 
dinarily others’ affairs were their business, but maybe because 
tonight was so explosive, everything was registering indelibly 
on his mind. As. he walked back, passing an old shed a few 
hundred yards from the river, he stopped as the conversation 
of the men inside penetrated his thoughts. 

“And how do we get her alone?” Miguel asked thought- 
fully, his deeply accented voice carrying out the broken win- 
dow. “She’s always with de los Reyes or Larrabee. We can’t 
take them on.” 

Paul froze, his ears alert, his mind suddenly cleared of the 
turmoil that had racked it. He inhaled sharply, then moved 
slowly closer, his back to the side of the hut, his head close to 
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the window, where he could hear better as the men kept talk- 
ing, unaware of his presence. 

“Whatever we do, we must do quickly, amigo,” said Juan. © 
“The sefiorita still does not remember who she is, so she will 
not come willingly.” 

Paul pressed even closer, listening to the conversation in- 
tently, turning his head ever so slightly, hugging the wall so 
he could use a corner of the window to. peek in. There were 
two men in the room. One tall, lean, with a thin mustache, 
his face still young, but with an expression grown old from 
living the life of a fugitive, The other man was shorter, stocky, 
his weather-beaten face lined from the elements, his expression 
intense, unsmiling. Paul studied their clothes, noting the ban- 
doliers slung across their chests, He scowled, puzzled. Now, 
why the hell were a couple of bandits hiding in a broken- 
down shack on the Mexican border talking about kidnapping 
Gigi? Because that’s exactly what they were doing. 

He stood outside the small hut for a long time, fascinated, 
drawing as close as he could, listening to Juan and Miguel ar- 
guing over the best way to capture her, and it wasn’t until a 
dog came sniffing about, whining, and both men lapsed into 
Spanish, that Paul slipped from the building and darted 
quickly away, melting into the shadows. 

He took a deep breath as he plunged into a copse of trees 
some yards from the shack, then hesitated, looking back to 
see if anyone was following. He flattened himself rigidly 
against a tree, holding his breath as one of the men, the tall 
one, appeared in the dimly lit doorway, then stepped outside, 
gun in hand, calling the dog, petting him affectionately as he 
gazed about, looking to see if anything was in the shadows. 
The Mexican circled the hut, then knelt by the door, petting 
the dog, talking to him softly as he continued to survey his 
surroundings closely. — 

Paul continued to hold his breath, not daring to move, 
hoping the dog would be content having his back scratched 
by the bandit whom the other man called Miguel, and he 
sighed, relieved, when the bandit finally shrugged, seemingly 
satisfied, and stood up, slipping the gun back in his holster, 
returning once more to the conversation inside the shack. - 

The breath eased from Paul slowly. His mouth was dry, 
like cotton, his heart racing, That was close. He stared at the 
tombledown shack, then frowned. Now what? Go gack to the 
hotel and . . . What? His jaw clenched stubbornly as he 
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straightened, then turned and made his way out of the tangle 
of trees, brushing twigs and dirt from his gray suit. 

There was only one man he could think of who might pos- 
sibly know what was going on—at least he’d give it a try— 
and a few minutes later he again pushed his way through the 
swinging doors of the Red Dog Saloon. This time, when he 
confronted Judah, the big man was seated at his desk just fin- 
ishing some tally sheets on the night’s winnings, since the 
tables had closed half an hour before, and only a few strag- 
glers were left downstairs, finishing the last of their beers. 

“Well, weil, Paul, I thought you’d be over at the hotel in 
bed already,” said Judah as Paul stepped through the door to 
his office. “It’s past midnight, and we have an early start in 
the morning.” 

“T’ve got a new problem,” said Paul, tossing his hat on the 
chair as he stared at the man, and he told him about the 
shack and the two men and the conversation that had 
brought him here. 

Judah listened quietly, engrossed in Paul’s story, his fingers 
drumming softly on the desk. When Paul was finished, Judah 
took a deep breath and scowled. “Weil, I'll be damned!” he 
murmured, “You're sure you heard right?” 

“There was no mistake.” ; 

Judah pushed his chair back and stood up, and Paul sud- 
denly realized that Judah wasn’t as big as he’d first thought. 
They were both six feet, but Judah seemed bigger because of 
his massive shoulders and broad face. Even his hands were 
larger than Paul’s, the fingers thick and blunt. Not the hands 
of a gambler. Paul watched him go to a small cabinet in the 
corner and return with a new box of fresh cigars, setting 
them on the desk; then Judah sat back down again. 

“I suppose you think I know something about it, right?” 
asked Judah, lighting a cigar, puffing on it ceremoniously. ~ 

Paul leaned forward, his gray eyes curiously alive. “Do 
you?” he asked. 

Judah exhaled, letting the cigar smoke curl to the ceiling. 
“All I know is that sometimes we get Mexicans from across 
the border. Most of them aren’t really bandits. They’re proba- 
bly some of El Verdugo’s men.” 

“El Verdugo?” 

Judah watched the question in Paul’s eyes. “The Execu- 
tioner,” he explained. “You see, President Diaz isn’t too well 
liked in Mexico, and there are some Mexicans who think the 
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country would be better off without him. El Verdugo’s one of 
them. Word from across the border is that he’s threatened to 
kill Diaz on New Year’s Day, and so far, everybody he’s 
threatened has died. That’s why they call him the Execu- 
tioner. Of course its his style too that helps give him his 
name. He usually holds a mock trial, then carries out his” 
death sentence in military fashion, with blindfold, firing 
uad...” , 
e paul was amazed. “But who is he?” 

“Who?” Judah shrugged. “Who knows? A disgruntled cit- 
sen, one of Diaz’s own men who turned against him, maybe 
even an American. The rumors fly thick, but I think Diaz 
probably knows who he is.” Judah leaned back in his chair. 
“You see, as long as El Verdugo’s men conduct themselves 
civilly on this side of the river, there’s nothing we can do, so 
they go back and forth at will. That probably explains the 
men you saw.” 

Paul’s eyes hardened. “But what about Gigi? I mean... 
well, you know what I mean ... why would they want her?” 

Judah straightened, taking the cigar from his mouth, lean- 
ing on the desk. “Now, that’s a question.” He paused, then 
went on. “This Mexican she’s supposed to marry. I never did 
ask his name.” 

“It’s André. André Diego de los Reyes. Says his family has 
a hacienda near the sierras somewhere, north of a place 
called La Mariposa. That’s where we're headed.” : 

He saw Judah’s eyes light up. “Aha, maybe that’s it,” he 
mused. “The man who’s head of Diaz’s army in Coahuila in 
the north country is General Reyes. I bet they're kin. If so, 
then El Verdugo may figure it’d be worth his while to get his 
hands on the bride so he could put a bit of a squeeze on the 
general. Stranger things have happened.” 

Paul’s scowl deepened. If Judah was right, why hadn’t 
André said something? And where was he now? He’d left the 
hotel, supposedly to find a wagon for hauling the trunks and 
baggage. Had he returned? 

Paul stood up and paced the room impatiently, trying to 
put the pieces together. Should he tell André, or should he 
tell anyone for that matter, until he found out what the devil 
was going on? But then, he had to protect Gigi in someway. 
He had to go to the convent tomorrow—there was too great 
a chance that someone there might know something—yet. he 
didn’t dare leave Gigi alone. He could leave her with Lenore, 
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but what protection would that be? Lenore wouldn’t be able 
to fend off two men. He could ieave her with André, but 
then, he wasn’t sure now whether to trust even André, the 
way things were going. Besides, as he had told Judah before, 
André probably would want ‘to go with them. And what if 
André was upset when he discovered Gigi wasn’t who she 
was supposed to be? It was too complicated! And what of 
Judah? The man seemed honest enough. It was Judah’s voice 
that brought him back to reality. 

“You're going to wear out that carpet, Paul,” he said 
grufily. “Why don’t you come sit down. I think I have a solu- 
tion to part of the problem.” . 

Paul stopped in the middle of the Persian carpet. “What's 
that?” 

“I know why you're so upset. You're worried about the 
young woman, Look, why don’t you bring her over here? No 
one will know. Come in the back way, it’s always unlocked 
downstairs, but I'll give you both of the keys to my office 
here. She can spend the night here and stay in the room all 
day tomorrow. It’s Sunday, and the place is closed. Nobody’ll 
bother her. Only you and I'll know she’s here. If you want, 
you can tell your wife and have her bring some food for her 
tomorrow. We should be back by late afternoon, and maybe 
by then we'll have some answers.” 

Paui stared at him hard, his mind going over the sugges- 
tion, weighing the possibility. “What about you?” asked Paul. 

Judah glanced toward the adjoining room, where the bed 
was clearly visible. “I guess I'll have to spend a night at home 
for a change,” he said. “I was going home anyway to tell El- 
sie I'd be out of town tomorrow. She might even appreciate 
having me spend the night, Who knows?” He half-smiled, 
then went on. “I’m afraid my wife and I don’t get along too 
well, Paul,” he said thoughtfully. “I suess we live in two dif- 
ferent worlds.” He stretched and put out his cigar as he stood 
up. “Well, have you made up your mind?” 

Paul watched Judah unhook a ring with two keys on it 
from his watch chain, then sighed. “Thanks, Judah,” he said 
softly. “I'm going to trust you. I don’t know why, but I am. 
Maybe because we both want an answer to all this. I don’t 
know. But thanks.” 

Judah tossed the keys to Paul. “Bring her up here now. I'll 
be gone by the time you get back. Come up the back way. I'll 
leave the lights on, but be careful nobody sees you. And tell 
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her to make sure she doesn't open either door unless she 
knows who’s on the other side.” _ 

Paul thanked him again, promising to see him in the morn- 
jng, and this time Judah ushered him down the stairs to the 
back alley. By the time Paul reached the hotel, even the desk 
clerk was snoozing on a cot in the back room, and he crept 
upstairs as quietly as possible, hoping he wouldn’t meet any- 
one on the way. For a second he contemplated secing’ if 
André was awake, then changed his mind and instead 
stopped at Gigi’s door, the full realization once more hitting 
him as he knocked lightly. She wasn’t Gigi, but who was she? 

Gigi stirred, half-asieep, not quite sure she’d heard right; 
then she heard it again. She slipped from the bed, put on a 
wrapper, and tiptoed quietly to the door. “Who’s there?” 

“It’s Paul.” 

“Paul?” 

“Gigi, I have to talk to you. Open the door, please.” 

She hesitated, remembering their last encounter under simi- 
lar circumstances, then realized he sounded extremely anx- 
ious. Wanting to keep as quiet as possible, she opened the 
door without further argument, and Paul stepped into the 
darkened room. 

“Don’t light the lamp,” he said, whispering. “I don’t want 
anyone to know you're stirring about.” 

She rubbed the sleep from her eyes, frowning. “What is 
it?” 

He turned staring at her. All he could see was her vague 
outline, but he could tell that her hair was down, cascading 
about her shoulders. His heart grew heavy. “I found some- 
thing out tonight,” he said slowly, his voice low and husky. 
“It’s going to take a lot of explaining, but I can’t tell you 
here.” He hesitated, then went on. “I want you to put on 
your clothes and come with me, but bring along your night- 
clothes. It’s going to be impossible for you to stay here in this 
room.” 

“But why?” 

‘Til explain later.” He could sense her reluctance, even in 
the dark. “Please, Gigi, I'll watch out the window while you 
change. You can get dressed in the dark, can’t you?” : 

She nodded. “Yes, but I don’t understand.” a3 

“I know. Just trust me.” 

She moved to the armoire and took down her green trav- 
eling suit, feeling about in the dark as she slipped from her 
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nightgown and into her clothes, All the while, Paul stood at 
the window, his back rigid, eyes alert for anything down in 
the street below that looked suspicious. He saw nothing, and 
when she was finished, he helped gather her nightelothes, then 
quietly opened the door and they crept down the stairs. The 
night clerk was still sleeping as they opened the door and 
stepped outside, and Paul breathed a sigh. So far, so good. 

In minutes he was opening the back door to the Red Dog 
Saloon and escorting Gigi up the back stairs. True to his 
word, Judak was gone, but the lamp was still lit, casting 
warm shadows through the office as he ushered Gigi inside. 

“Well, here we are,” he said as he closed the door behind 
them, locking it. 

Gigi whirled around, puzzled. “Here we are where?” she 
asked. 

Paul walked over to the bedroom door and swung it wide, 
‘stepping inside, and tossing her nightclothes on the bed. 
“You're to stay here tonight and all day tomorrow until I get 
back,” he said firmly. “And you're to let no one in except 
Lenore when she brings you something to eat, understand?” 

“Understand? Am I a prisoner, Paul? What’s going on? 
Where are you going?” 

She’d followed Paul into the bedroom and stood facing 
him. Her eyes were still heavy from sleep, and she looked all 
soft and warm, “No, you're not a prisoner,” he whispered. 
“But I want you here where you'll be safe.” 

“You said you’d tell me what this is all about,” she re- 
minded him as she watched the indecision in his eyes. 
“Please, Paul.” _ 

How to tell her? He took a deep breath. “First of all, this 
place belongs to a man named Judah Parsons,” he said. 
“They're his private rooms at the Red Dog Saloon.” 

Her eyebrows raised, but he continued. 

“Second...” He paused, his voice breaking. “Second,” he 
said again slowly, hesitantly, “you’re not my sister, Gigi. I 
discovered tonight that you’re not Gigi Rouvier.” 

Her eyes widened, mouth trembling as she stared at him, 
trying to comprehend. She shook her head slowly in disbelief, 
but he went on. 

“Judah knew the real Gigi Rouvier,” he explained, his 
voice heavy with emotion. “He knew the woman who was my 
father’s mistress, and he knew the daughter she brought into 
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the world, my half-sister, and he said you’re not Gigi Rou- 
vier, and everyone in this town knows it.” 

She gazed at him incredulously, her eyes shining, not dar- 
ing to believe what he was saying. ““There’s no mistake?” she 
asked, her voice tremulous. 

He shook his head, his voice lost momentarily in the lump 
in his throat. 

“But who am I?” she asked breathlessly. 

“J don’t know. That’s where I’m going tomorrow, to see if 
the sisters at the convent up near Elm Creek can shed some 
light on this whole thing.” 

Gigi flushed as she stared at Paul, and suddenly a warm 
glow swept through her. “Paul?” she whispered, her voice al- 
most lost in the large bedroom. “Paul, do you realize what 
this means?” 

He straightened, his face tense as his eyes met hers. “It 
means I’m still married to Lenore, Gigi,” he said bitterly. 
“Goddamm it! I should’ve gone away. I should’ve done any- 
thing but marry her!” 

Tears welled up in Gigi’s eyes. He was right. She was no 
fonger his sister, but Lenore was still his wife. No matter 
what he found out tomorrow, he was still a married man. Oh, 
God! 

“It’s hopeless, isn’t it, Paul?” she cried unhappily. 

He reached out. He only meant to touch her face, wipe the 
tears away, but suddenly she was in his arms, and all the long- 
ing of the past days caught up with them. 

His lips clung to hers passionately, and she kissed him back 
with a fervor that made up for their days of denial. 

He drew his mouth from hers and looked deep into her 
eyes. “Why do I feel like this?” he whispered softly. 

“Like what?” 

“Whenever I held you in my arms before, there was always 
something, a feeling deep inside that warred with me, turning 
my joy to a bittersweet sorrow, and it hung heavy on my 
heart, but now ... just knowing that you’re not my sister, 
that the love we share is no longer tarnished or forbidden, I 
feel free, exhilarated, like a little boy who’s discovered he can 
fly.” - 

“And Lenore?” : 

“Don’t spoil it, Gigi. Let me love freely, if for just a little 
while,” he whispered, his mouth barely inches from hers. “Let 
me enjoy what should have been mine but for a quirk of fate. 
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Tonight there’s no Lenore, no André, There’s just you and 
me.” 

His hands moved as he spoke, beginning to unfasten the 

back of her dress. She didn’t stop him. She couldn't, because 
she wanted him as much as he wanted her. Instead, she 
helped loosen his cravat and unbuttoned his shirt, her fingers 
running through the thick hair on his chest as he carried her 
to the bed. He laid her down gently, then stretched out beside 
her, and they were both transported to a world apart from re- 
ality. 
Dis hands worked their miracle, bringing her body to life, 
and she loved him in return with a passion that knew no 
bounds. As he thrust into her over and over again, slowly, 
sensuously, reaping the harvest of their mutual love, she 
arched to meet him with a violence that made them truly 
one, and they climaxed together, bringing them a rapture 
sweet with memories. 

Paul gazed down into her soft blue-green eyes, warm and 
satiated with love. “We'll work something out,” he said hoarse- 
ly, still trembling from the wonder of his release. “Now 
that I know we have every right to love each other, I don’t 
intend to let anything stand in the way.” 

“But Lenore will never give you up without a fight, Paul,” 
she whispered sadly, and reached up, touching his face, run- 
ning her hand down his strong cheek, letting her fingertips 
caress the corners of his mouth. 

He sighed. “I know, and I don’t want to hurt her. I never 
did, but I want you so badly it’s killing me.” 

“You have me, Paul,” she murmured softly. “I’m yours 
now and forever, you know that. But until we can figure 
some way out of this mess, some way for us to be together 
always without destroying everyone around us, no one else 
must ever know. Promise?” 

He looked deep into her eyes, his own filled with passion. 
“Promise,” he agreed, and kissed her hungrily, then let his 
mouth move fieetingly over her breasts as he slipped off her, 
taking her into his arms to hold her close. “My God,” he 
said. “I just remembered I told Lenore to wait up.for me. 
She’s probably wondering where the hell I am.” 

Gigi snuggled close, breasts tingling, loins throbbing, the 
feel of him next to her warming her deep inside; then she 
frowned. “Paul, you didn’t tell me why you brought me 
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here,” she said, and he hugged her tightly against him and 
told her of the two men in the hut. 

It was then she told him of the man at the depot, and he 
fit the description of one of the men, except for the clothes. 
“T finally remembered tonight, just before I went to sleep, 
where I’d seen him before,” she said as she lay with her 
cheek resting on his arm so she could look up into his face. 
“J was going to tell you in the morning. It was in New York. 
I hadn’t thought of it at the time, not until I saw him on the 
platform here at the depot, but he was always in the crowd 
somewhere whenever I’d go someplace, especially with 
André. I guess I got so used to seeing him that he became 
part of the landscape. But down here he seemed so out-of- 

lace.” 

“Well, after what happened in New York, with Jamie get- 
ting hurt and all, you’re to stay right here where you'll be 
safe,” he said as he brushed a stray strand of hair from her 
face. The dim light from the lamp on the dresser made soft 
shadows dance across the room and brought out the high- 
lights of her dark ‘hair spread on the pillow beside him and 
down across his arm. “Oh, darling, I wish I could stay with 
you like this forever,” he whispered. “But if I do, Pil never 
get any sleep.” He pulled her to him again, and once more 
began to kiss her, and before he left, he made her his again, 
merging their bodies in a love that made him ache inside later 
when she was no longer near for him to touch. 


is 


Lenore stood upstairs in front of the window of their room 
the next morning, watching Paul and André down the street 
as they reined their horses up in front of the Red Dog 
Saloon, where they were met by a man she assumed was Mr. 
Parsons, Her brilliant blue eyes were anything but tranquil. 
She'd tried to keep the anger from showing while Paul was 
present, but now rage flashed strikingly from her eyes, mak- 
ing them even brighter. 

Paul had been unaware last night when he came home so 
late that she’d been watching through a crack in their par- 
tially open door earlier in the evening and had seen him and 
Gigi sneak from her room and leave the hotel. Lenore had 
closed the door quickly, hurried to the window, opened it, 
and put her head out and had seen them moving furtively in 
the shadows as they made their way to the Red Dog Saloon. 

He'd been there with Gigi for over two hours, and it was 
close to three in the morning when he'd finally returned to 
the hotel. That had been another shock. When he returned, 
he'd told her that Gigi, or the woman they called Gigi, wasn’t 
really his sister. That Mr. Parsons, who owned the saloon, 
knew the real Gigi Rouvier, as did everyone in Eagle Pass, 
and that in the morning he and this Judah Parsons were rid- 
ing north to some convent where the original Gigi Rouvier 
had received her mail from New York, to try to discover just 
who Gigi really was. Oh, that was the clincher, all right. That 
did the whole evening up royal. 

Tears flooded to the surface of Lenore’s eyes, and she 
straightened her bouffant sleeves on her pink satin dress, then 
ran a hand over the tiny waist. The dress was getting tight al- 
ready. Good. Soon everyone would know, and soon she’d tell 


266 


HOLD BACK THE SUN 267 


Paul, but not yet. Not until that dark-haired witch was out of 
the picture. 

She clenched her fist, feeling the sharp nails against her 
palm. She should scratch her eyes out. But no, that wouldn’t 
be ladylike. 

She bit her lip as she watched the three men disappear 
down the road. They made an unusual trio. Mr. Parsons in 
his western garb, André wearing one of his elaborate Spanish 
outfits, and Paul in his riding clothes with the highly polished 
boots that was more suited to the bridle paths in Central 
Park. She wondered how Paul had broken the news to 
André, He’d said he was going to wake him early, tell him 
about Gigi, and ask him if he wanted to go along. She won- 
dered if André was still as eager to wed Gigi now that he 
knew she wasn’t really Jason Larrabee’s daughter. The little 
bitch was probably just pretending to be Jason’s daughter so 
she could take advantage of all his money. Oh, how she hated 
her, and now she had even more reason. Now she was sure. 
The look on Paul’s face last night revealed everything. The 
haunted, hungry look was gone from his eyes when he re- 
turned. He was relaxed and contented, so different from ear- 
lier in the evening. 

She had dozed off and on while waiting up for him until 
she’d heard the slight noise when he and Gigi had slipped 
from Gigi’s room. And afterward, for the rest of the evening, 
she was unable to even doze, but sat up in bed fuming while 
she waited. Paul hadn’t even cared. He’d forgotten ali about 
his promise to come back to her, and when he did show up, 
be’d climbed in bed without even bothering to give her a 
good-night kiss. She was the one who had to remind him, and 
even then, his kiss was cold, unfeeling. He’d given it all to 
Gigi, even the kisses that should have been hers. 

She turned from the window and took a deep breath, 
wiping the tears from her eyes. Paul had explained to her 
about the men he’d overheard planning to kidnap Gigi and 
why he’d taken her to Mr. Parsons’ quarters; then, this morn- 
ing, before leaving, he’d had the nerve to ask her to take Gigi 
some breakfast, Well, fine, it was the chance she’d been wait- 
ing for. She put on her brown felt hat with the pink satin 'rib- 
bons, grabbed a pair of pink gloves that matched her dress, 
and left the room. 

She ate breakfast alone at the Steak House, a situation she 
detested, then asked for some food to take out, if that was 
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possible. The waitress brought her two sweet rolls and a pint 
of milk in a small sack. She paid for her meal, then left, 
looking about to make sure she wasn’t being followed. Paul 
had specifically made it clear that no one was to see her take 
food to Gigi. She strolled along the boardwalk, crossed the 
next two side streets, then ducked quickly down the alley to 
the back of the Red Dog Saloon, positive no one had seen 
her. Then she opened the back door and stepped inside. Since 
it was Sunday, few people were wandering about, and com- 
plete silence greeted her as she stood in the back hall. She 
found the stairs on the left and ascended slowly, knocking on 
the first door she came to, disgusted at having to be in what 
she considered-a wretched, despicable place. Bad enough they 
had to stay at that hotel; then he made her come here. She 
knocked again. 

Gigi had slept later than she’d planned. Since there was 
really no reason for her to get up, she’d enjoyed the warmth 
and comfort of the big bed, remembering a few hours ago 
when Paul had shared it with her. After dozing off and on, 
she’d finally crawled out and put on her clothes, then spent 
the next few minutes making the bed. She’d just finished, 
when she straightened, startled. Someone was knocking on 
one of the doors to the office. 

Leaving the bedroom, she walked into the office, listening 
closely, then moved to press her ear against the door that led 
down the back stairs as the knock came again. 

“Who's there?” she whispered. 

“It’s Lenore. Paul said to bring you something to eat.” 

Gigi walked over and took the key from the desk, then 
came back, opening the door, and Lenore stepped in. 

“{ think this is absolutely ridiculous,” she said as she 
watched Gigi hurriedly lock the door again behind her. “Paul 
must be out of his mind. I can’t think of any logical. reason 
why anyone would want to kidnap you.” 

“Nor can I,” replied Gigi. “But after some of the things 
that happened in New York, I can see where he’d worry.” 

Lenore handed Gigi the small paper bag. “Here, I hope 
this is enough. I didn’t want to be conspicuous bringing a 
tray or anything.” 

Gigi put the key in the pocket of her green silk skirt, then 
took the bag to the desk, looking inside as she walked. She 
set it on the desk, then turned back to Lenore. “It’s fine,” she 
said. “'m not hungry right now. Ill eat it later.” She studied 
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Lenore carefully, noting once again that she looked stunning. 
- Gigi’s hand moved up to her own hair that was pulled back 
and tied with a ribbon to keep it from swirling all over her 
head. She’d found toilet articles on the dresser in the bed- 
room and at least had been able to brush it, but once more 
Lenore looked like she’d just stepped off the pages of Har- 
per’s Bazaar, and Gigi felt deflated. 

“Did Paul tell you why he went away?” she asked Lenore 
timidly, wondering if he’d said anything about her not being 
his sister. 

Lenore glared back at her contemptuously, “He told me,” 
she retorted, “‘As if it'll make any difference.” ‘ 

Gigi frowned. “Any difference? What do you mean?” 

“Oh, come now, Gigi.” Lenore’s eyes were suddenly wild 
and savage. “Don’t play the little innocent with me,” she said 
viciously. “It doesn’t really matter what he finds in that con- 
vent, now, does it? Whether you're really his sister or not 
doesn’t matter anymore at all, because you see, regardless of 
what he discovers, he’s still my husband, and he’s going to 
stay my husband. Now, do you understand?” 

Gigi paled as she stared into Lenore’s eyes. 

Lenore laughed cynically. “You didn’t think I knew, did 
you?” she said coolly. “Oh, I’m not as dumb and naive as 
you think, Gigi, believe me. Not at all. You and Paul think 
you've put something over on me. Well, you haven't. You 
think I never saw the way the two of you were with each 
other? The sly looks, whispered conversations. No one could 
be under the same roof with you two and not see it.” She 
straightened arrogantly and looked down her nose at Gigi as 
if she were looking at a small, annoying insect. “You know, I 
rather suspected it before we were married, but then 1 
thought Paul had more sense. That something so evil and sor- 
did was beyond him, And then, too, I wasn’t about to let an- 
noying suspicions spoil things. You see, marrying Paul wag 
mIny one dream in life.” Again her eyes flashed with hatred, 
and her voice became harsh and brittle. “But I wasn’t wrong, 
was I?” She saw Gigi clutch the side of the desk as she tried 
to keep her knees from buckling, and knew she was right, 
“From the day we returned to Larrabee Manor after the hon- 
eymoon, I could see it in both your eyes.” She was enjoying 
watching Gigi squirm, and Gigi had no recollection of ever 
having seen anyone look at her so viciously and with such 
hatred, “Rose knew, didn’t she? She tried to warn me, only I 
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didn’t listen. I didn’t think I had to. Then, last week, the day 
before your momentous decision to marry André, you had 
your chance, didn’t you? Tell me, who seduced whom?” 

Gigi se to talk, wanting to deny all of it, but was unable 
to “I. 

“Oh, dont: bother trying to justify yourself,” Lenore ex- 
claimed hurriedly, waving away her feeble attempt at an an- 
swer with a quick gesture of her gloved hand. “I wouldn’t 
expect either of you to admit it. But you see, I know Paul 
was in your room that night, Gigi, the scent of him was un- 
mistakable, just as it’s probably in there right now on the bed 
where you slept last night.” She gestured with her hand 
toward the open bedroom door. “And Paul reeked of your 
cheap perfume that night too, just like he did last night when 
he came back to the hotel trying not to look guilty.” She 
paused, letting the words sink in. “Oh, yes, I know Paul made 
love to you last night, Gigi. I know. He didn’t even try to 
hide the fact that something had taken that lustful, yearning 
look from his eyes. You see, earlier, when he left, he'd 
promised to come back to me. He needed me last night, and 
would have been content with me, if it hadn’t been for you.” 

“Please, Lenore!” Gigi finally found her voice, unsteady as 
it was. “It isn’t like that at all. We never wanted anything to 
happen.” 

“Then why didn’t you leave him alone?” 

“TI tried. Oh, God, how I tried. I tried to stop loving him. I 
didn’t want to love him. I even promised to marry André to 
get away, because I knew it wasn’t right, but now... Pm 
not his sister, Lenore, now there’s no reason we can’t love 
each other.” 

Lenore stared at her wide-eyed. “No reason?” she asked in- 
credulously. “What do you think I am, nothing?” 

“That’s not what I meant.” 

“But it’s what you said.” Her eyes blazed. “If you think 
I'm just going to step aside and give Paul a divorce, or let 
him get an annulment so you can have him, you’re sadly mis- 
taken, my dear,” she said fiercely. “Paul’s mine. I made up 
my mind years ago that I was going to be his wife, and now 
that I have him, I don’t intend to relinquish him to you or 
anyone else.” 

Gigi bit her lip nervously. “Even if he doesn’t want to 
stay?” 

“Oh, he’ll stay.” She sneered. “You'll see. He'll stay, be- 
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cause I’m afraid the alternative would ruin him both socially 
and financially, and his father as well. You see, I can play as 
dirty as you. How long do you think Larrabee Enterprises 
would last if Jason’s business associates discovered his son 
committed incest?” 

“He hasn’t!” 

“But he thought he had, Both of you thought you had, yet 
it didn’t stop you, did it? You still kept right on. Wouldn’t 
the world love to know that you fell in love thinking you 
were brother and sister. I can just see the headlines.” 

“That’s not fair. When they discover we're not related, 
they'll understand.” 

“Will they? You think so? You don’t know New York so- 
ciety very well. An affair is bad enough, Gigi, but something 
like yours and Paul’s . . . He’d never live it down, and 
besides, Jason would never let Paul divorce the woman who’s 
going to give him his first grandchild.” 

Gigi’s heart sank with despair, and she felt sick. “Oh, no!” 

“Oh, yes.” Lenore smoothed the waistline of her pink satin 
dress. “I wasn’t quite sure at first, but I am now. There are 
too many signs. I haven’t told Paul yet. I was going to tell 
him last night, but then. . . You see, I don’t think Paul will 
think it proper to divorce a pregnant wife, Gigi. On top of 
everything else, it would just add fuel to the fire. Believe me, 
Gigi”—her eyes glowed with satisfaction—“I don’t think 
Paul’s quite that callous.” 

Gigi turned away. She couldn’t look at her any longer. Ev- 
erything she’d said was right, Last night she and Paul thought 
maybe there was a way out somehow, that some way, now 
that they knew they weren’t related, maybe they could sort 
things out and find an answer, but there was no answer. It 
was as simple as that. Paul was married to Lenore, and 
Lenore was prepared to fight for him. A fight that would ruin 
both Paul and his father. it seemed hopeless, yet Gigi 
couldn’t completely give up. Instinct, something, told her to 
fight back. She couldn't give Paul up that easily. 

She stared out the window into the deserted alley below, 
then slowly turned back to face Lenore, her eyes filled with 
pain. “You'd use a child to hold him?” she asked. 

“Tll use anything I can.” z 

“Then I pity you. Because Paul doesn’t love you and never 
has,” Gigi said. “He married you because Jason insisted, not 
because he loves you.” 
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“He told you he doesn’t love me?” 

“He loves me!” 

Lenore straightened confidently. “Gigi, Paul asked me to 
marry him before he even knew you existed,” she said slowly. 

“But he doesn’t love you!” 

“Oh, Gigi, for heaven’s sake.” Lenore sighed, hoping her 
voice sounded convincing. “How many men have done the 
same thing? A pretty face, a woman who’s willing . . . Gigi, 
you're a diversion for Paul. Nothing more,” she said. “Like 
Gigi Rouvier was for his father. You think because he’s told 
you he loves you that it makes it true? How stupid and naive 
can you be? He’s told me hundreds of times since our mar- 
riage that he loves me, just like he’s told you, and he’s made 
love to me too, Gigi, the same as he has you.” She was fight- 
ing to keep Paul any way she could. Her jaw tightened. “Do 
you think I got pregnant all by myself? You’re not that inno- 
cent, Gigi.” She glanced surreptitiously at Gigi, then contin- 
ued. “I knew when I married Paul that he might have a 
roving eye, but I decided I could handle it. You see, that part 
of our marriage isn’t the most important part. The important 
thing is that regardless of how many times he might stray, 
he'll always come back to me. I’m the one who'll have his 
children—his wife. Regardless of what he’s told you, he does 
love me—he proved that by coming back to me last night, 
and he’s proved it by the child I’m carrying. So you might as 
well go right ahead with your plans to marry André, because 
no matter what Paul finds out, no matter who you really are, 
Gigi, Pll never give him up. Never, and you might as well ac- 
cept it.” 

Gigi stared at her, tears glistening in her eyes. Lenore was 
lying; Paul didn’t love her. Yet she was right. Gigi could fight 
for him all she wanted, but it wouldn’t do any good. Lenore 
was his wife, and she had no right to him. Yet, something in- 
side made her continue to rebel. She fought back the tears, 
swallowing hard, and reached in her pocket, taking out the 
key, then walked over and unlocked the door. She kept her 
back to Lenore as she opened it, then took a deep breath. “If 
you don’t mind, I'd rather be alone,” she said stubbornly. 
“We'll discuss the matter when Paul returns.” 

Lenore snorted irritably. “It won’t change a thing,” she 
said heatedly. “Not a thing. Paul belongs to me.” 

Gigi turned, her face livid, eyes blazing and wet with tears, 
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“Get out!” she gasped furiously. “Get out now before I forget 
who you are!” : 

Lenore’s eyes bored into hers steadily, and for a few 
reckless moments the air between them bristled dangerously; 
then her head tilted haughtily, and she took a deep breath. 
“Gladly,” she spat at Gigi as she headed toward the door, 
and she flounced out with an air of superiority that left Gigi 
trembling. 

Gigi watched her disappear down the steps, then shut the 
door, locking it, stuffing the key in her pocket, then leaned 
against it, her heart pounding. What was she to do? It was 
bad enough discovering she wasn’t Jason’s daughter. The 
mystery of who she might be had haunted her all morning. 
Now this! Did Paul really love her, or was Lenore right—was 
she just a diversion? No! It couldn’t be. What she and Paul 
had together was more than that. He did love her, This was 
only Lenore’s way of hanging on, of hurting her. She felt 
miserable as she turned from the door and walked to the 
desk, staring down at the paper bag Lenore had brought, 
wondering where Paul was and what he might have discov- 
ered.. 


The sun was hot, beating down on the parched earth where 
it reflected up at the three men as they rode along. Paul 
glanced down at his city clothes that were so out-of-place 
here, brushing dust off his riding breeches, pulling the wide- 
brimmed hat down a little more to shade his eyes. They’d 
been riding for hours. 

He glanced over at Judah, marveling at the man’s stamina. 
He might spend a good deal of time at the gaming tables, but 
he was also no slouch when it came to the saddle, and he 
seemed to know the area like the back of his hand, He'd 
changed from the fancy clothes Paul had seen him wearing 
last night to Levi’s, leather vest, blue linen shirt, ten-gallon 
hat, and high-heeled boots, and he looked at home in them. He 
was even wearing six-shooters. A necessity, he’d pointed out 
to both Paul and André before they’d started out, explaining 
that the territory was infested with rattlers. Paul had been 
right the first time. Judah was no ordinary gambling man? He 
watched now as André moved closer to Judah and said senie- 
thing, pointing off toward some hills in the distance, and 
Judah nodded; then André moved back to his position at 
Judah’s far left. 
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Paul frowned, glancing at André as he reined his stallion 
away from Judah, his eyes on the hills up ahead. Something 
had been bothering him ever since he’d confronted André 
this morning with the bizarre news that Gigi wasn’t Jason’s 
daughter. : 

For some strange reason, André didn’t seem too surprised. 
Oh, he put on a good act, pretending shock and registering 
concern about who she might be, but his eyes showed no 
alarm, their depths contradicting the confusion that his words 
implied. The farther they rode and the closer they came to 
the convent, the more he was convinced that André knew all 
along that she wasn’t the real Gigi Rouvier, but there was no 
way he could satisfy his suspicions. At least there wasn’t 
without perhaps putting Gigi in more danger, because he still 
felt uneasy about de Jos Reyes in other respects. There was. 
still an air of mystery about him that couldn’t be ignored. So 
he rode along, one eye on André, the other on the trail, pray- 
ing to God he’d find an answer at the convent. 

It was noon by the time they reached the sunbaked walls 
of the cloistered convent and rang the huge bell that stood 
outside the wooden gates. Some fifteen minutes later, after 
much arguing and pleading, they were finally ushered into the 
office of the mother superior, a short woman, roundly built, 
with a solemn face that stared at them curiously from her 
neatly tailored black habit. 

“I'm sorry you had to wait outside so Jong,” she apolo- 
gized, her pale blue eyes studying them. “But visitors are un- 
welcome here. I wished to refuse your plea, but Sister 
Theresa said you stated it could be a matter of life and 
death.” 

Paul straightened, apologizing for their dusty appearance 
and their insistence that they couldn’t leave without talking to 
someone, and the men nodded as she studied them, her eyes 
resting exceptionally long on André. 

“Then what is it you wish?” she asked. 

Paul glanced at André and Judah, then back to the nun. 
“We'd like to have some questions answered if we may, 
ma’am,” he said. “Some time ago some letters were sent here 
addressed to a Miss Gigi Rouvier.” He hesitated, wondering 
if his eyes were deceiving him, because he’d have sworn he 
saw the nun tense, yet as he stared at her hard, there was no 
further sign. He went on. “Someone here evidently 
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readdressed the letters to Miss Rouvier and sent them on to 
Eagle Pass. We'd like to know who that someone was.” 

The nun licked her lips, then pretended to relax, although 
her eyes were still sharp, alert. “I’m the one who readdressed 
the letters,” she said casually, and Paul was surprised, 

“You?” 

“Why not me?” 

“But how did you know Miss Rouvier?” he asked, startled. 

It was obvious Gigi Rouvier was a lady of questionable vir- 
tue, and the idea that she’d be friends with a nun didn’t add 
up. 
Pay didn’t know her,” she explained. “Not intimately. Occa- 
sionally she and her daughter would stop by the convent here 
and visit with some of the sisters, I think perhaps Miss Rou- 
vier wished her life had been a different.one. Then one day a 
Mexican gentleman—or should I say a man, that would be 
more appropriate-—_came to the gates and left a letter. It was 
addressed to me. There was some money in it, a letter, and in- 
structions. I was to send the accompanying letter, then read- 
dress any answering mail to Miss Rouvier in Eagle Pass. The 
donation was acceptable, so I complied.” She frowned. “Was 
it unlawful? Did I do something wrong?” 

Paul shook his head, then glanced at André and Judah 
again before going on. “Well, can you answer me something 
else?” he asked. 

“PIl try.” 

He reached into the inside pocket of his green riding coat 
and took out an envelope, opening it, slipping what looked 
like a newspaper clipping from inside, and began unfolding it 
as both Judah and André watched curiously; then he held it 
out for the nun to see. It was the newspaper clipping telling 
of Gigi’s arrival in New York and her identity as the daugh- 
ter of Jason Larrabee; the picture was clear, easy to Tecog- 
nize, 

“Do you know, or have you ever seen, this young 
woman?” he asked the nun, and for a moment he saw some- 
thing in her eyes. Was it fear? “Do you know her?” he asked 
anxiously. x 

Her jaw flexed nervously, and she held her mouth rigid. 
“I've never seen her before,” she said, and glanced furtively 
at André as she said it, as if watching his reaction. 

Paul was puzzled. It was obvious by the look on her face 
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that she was lying, but why? And why would she be so con- 
scious of André’s reaction to her denial? It didn’t make sense, 

“You're sure?” he asked. 

“Quite sure,” she said, handing the clipping back to him. 

Paul was frustrated as he stared at the picture of Gigi, 
“But there has to be an answer somewhere,” he said, 

“What kind of an answer?” she asked. 

This time Judah spoke, telling her of putting Gigi Rouvier 
on the train to New York, and the young woman back in 
Eagle Pass now who thought she was Gigi Rouvier, but 
couldn’t remember who she was. 

“She’s to marry Sefior de los Reyes here,” he said hope- 
fully, gesturing toward André. “But I think we should find 
out who she really is first, and too, we have to find out what 
happened to the real Gigi Rouvier.” 

The mother superior looked anguished, as if she wanted to 
speak but couldn’t, and shook her head sadly. “I'm sorry. I 
wish I could help,” she said. “But I can’t.” 

“Can’t or won't?” asked Paul. 

It was the wrong thing to say. The nun’s eyes suddenly 
turned cold, her back stiff as she straightened, giving the bell 
cord behind her a pull, then excused herself. “Sister Theresa 
will see you out,” she said sternly, and left the room, using a 
different door than the one they’d used to enter. 

“You really fixed that one,” said Judah a few minutes later 
as they left the gates behind and headed back toward Eagle 
Pass. “If she did know anything, she wasn’t about to relent 
and tell us after what you said.” 

“She wasn’t about to tell us either way,” countered Paul. 
“Tt was obvious she knew something, but what?” He glanced 
at André. “How about you, André? Any ideas?” 

“Ideas?” He shook his head. “I think this whole thing is for 
nothing,” he said irritably. He hadn’t wanted to come along, 
but was forced to. Coming here was only delaying them. The 
sooner Gigi was in his complete control, the better. Then he 
could relax. “I’ve got a wagon all set, supplies ready, and 
within another two weeks Gigi will be Sefiora de los Reyes, 
so what does it matter who she was or is?” he said. 

“You don’t care?” 

He straightened in the saddle, pulling the brim of his fancy 
embroidered sombrero down to cover his dark eyes from the 
late-afternoon sun. “Not especially,” he said, moving easily 
with the slow gait of his stallion. “Gigi’s a very beautiful 
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woman. Perhaps someday she’ll remember who she is, I don’t 
know. But I don’t much care, either. I didn’t fall in love with 
a name, sefiores, I fell in love with a woman.” 

“You're not even curious?” 

“Si, yes, I’m curious. Who wouldn’t be? But whoever she 
might be won't change the fact that I still intend to marry 
her, so I don’t see why we have to go through all this. It’s a 
waste of time.” 

Paul’s eyes narrowed slightly as he dug his horse in the ribs 
and moved closer, pursuing his conversation with André. 
“Just how do you intend to marry a woman without a 
name?” he asked cautiously. 

André glanced sideways at him. “What do you mean?” 

“It’s obvious she can’t use the name she’s been using. If 
she martries you using the name of Gigi Rouvier, the mar- 
riage would be invalid.” 

“Then perhaps we can find another name for her to use. 
The name matters little. With all due respect to your family, 
Paul,” he said, “I’d say the matter is out of your hands now. 
It’s up to Gigi, or whatever her name may be. I’m sure the 
fact that she’s not Gigi Rouvier hasn't given her a change of 
heart, so I don’t intend to change my plans. Everything’s ar- 
ranged for tomorrow morning—-horses, wagons, even some 
men to ride escort because of the bandidos in the hills.” 

Paul bit his lip. Ah, yes, the bandits. He had told André 
about Gigi’s identity, but had neglected to inform him of the - 
two bandits in the hut by the river, who were planning to 
kidnap her. Now, why hadn’t he told him? Judah and Lenore 
knew, and Paul had even sworn them to secrecy. Maybe it 
was instinct that made him cautious. Whatever it was, he was 
glad now that André had been kept in the dark, because the 
man’s whole attitude just wasn’t normal. If he really loved 
Gigi, if he really cared, he’d be willing to go through hell it- 
self to help her discover her real identity. No, there was too 
much about André that still bothered him. 

“I’m afraid the wagons are going to have to wait,” he fi- 
nally said, and watched André’s eyes flash unexpectedly. “She 
may not be a Larrabee, André,” he went on, “but she’s still 
my responsibility, and I don’t intend to cross into Mexico un- 
til we try a little harder to find out who she really is. Even if 
we have to go back to New York.” 

“Madre de Dios! You can’t mean that,” cried André, 
alarmed. “I’ve everything arranged. I even sent a telegram to 
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my parents.” He blustered irritably, his cocksure attitude of 
only moments ago suddenly gone. “You can’t be serious.” 
“Dead serious,” said Paul, “A young woman’s disappeared 
somewhere between here and New York, and another 
woman’s taken her place. I think maybe when we get back to 
Eagle Pass it’s time we talked to the authorities, and I think 
Mr. Parsons will agree.” He glanced at Judah. “How about it, 


5 

Judah had been listening to the conversation between the 
two men; now he moved closer, reining his horse next to 
Paul. “I think the man’s right, Sefior de los Reyes,” he agreed. 
congenially, his eyes on André’s handsome face. “Young Gigi 
was like a daughter to me, and I don’t intend to let it just 
drop.” 

André’s stomach tightened. Caramba! Of all the damn 
Tuck. So close, and now this, Maybe he ought to tell them 
about the real Gigi Rouvier, but if he did, he’d have to ex- 
plain how he knew, and the whole thing would be over. He 
clenched his teeth angrily, smoothing the edges of his 
mustache, trying to appear calm and nonchalant. He couldn’t 
fail, He had to find a way. “Muy bien,” he finally said after a 
few moments, his voice harsh, unyielding. “If you insist. But 
no matter what you discover, sefiores, and no matter how long 
it takes, I still intend to make her my wife, remember that!” 

“If she still wants it,” said Paul. 

André half-smiled. “She will.” As they quickened their 
pace, dodging wrinkled cactus and dry grass that crackled in 
the hot afternoon breeze, he kept his mind working. He 
wasn’t about to be thwarted now. Trying to kidnap her from 
New York would have been foolhardy, but from Eagle Pass? 
The border was only a few hundred yards away, and once 
ACTOSS ... 

Paul glanced over at André as they rode, noting his preoc- 
cupation with his thoughts, and so did Judah, and as they 
shortened the miles between themselves and Eagle Pass, nei- 
ther knew that the other had the same misgivings every time 
their eyes fell on the Mexican, both wondering apprehen- 
sively just what he was up to. 


Miguel had been watching the back door of the hotel all 
morning and had now become impatient, his lazy gaze mov- 
ing from the hotel door to Juan, who was sitting on the steps 
of the general store across the street from the hotel. He 
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strolled toward Juan. “It isn’t fair, amigo,” he said cautiously 
as he settled in beside him, leaning against the porch rail. 
“We have seen nothing of her all day, and she was not there 
this morning before dawn when we went to her room. The 
door was unlocked, the room empty. You saw for yourself.” 

“And I still say she was in the other room with the Sefior 
Larrabee and his wife.” 

“Ha! You saw in New York. Sefior Larrabee’s wife looks 
at her with hate in here,” and he pointed to his heart. “Why 
should she spend the night in their room?” 

Juan threw up his hands. “How should I know?” Both men 
bad their bandoliers and guns hidden beneath serapes as they 
pretended to lounge about, keeping an eye on the hotel. It 
wasn't quite noon, and they’d been trying all morning to fig- 
ure out a way to find out where the young woman calling 
herself Gigi Rouvier could have disappeared to. 

Suddenly Juan smiled, straightening, eyes alert as he saw 
the blond woman, Sefior Larrabee’s wife, pull back the cur- 
tain of her hotel-room window and glance down the street. “I 
know that has to be it,” he said hurriedly. “It has to be.” He 
looked up at Miguel. “We both saw Sefior Larrabee and Ma- 
jor de los Reyes leave town this morning with Judah Parsons, 
right?” 

“Si.” Miguel continued to look uninterested, and relaxed 
as he leaned against the rail. 

“And we know only the two women are in town, right?” 

COS add 

“We don’t know where one is, but we do know where the 
other is, and I just know I’m right. They are both together. 
Only Sefiora Larrabee comes to the window, but that doesn’t 
mean the other one is not in the same room. Only Sefiora 
Larrabee goes to breakfast. Perhaps the other one didn’t care 
to eat. It’s the only answer. Maybe they discovered some- 
thing. Maybe the sefiorita has finally remembered who she is, 
or maybe she has discovered who de los Reyes is. Whatever, 
she has to be with Sefior Larrabee’s wife. Come on.” He 
stood up, and Miguel caught his arm. 

“Where are you going?” 

“To knock on the door to Sefior Larrabee’s room.” * 

Miguel’s eyebrows raised. “Knock?” ; 

Juan smiled, his tanned face wreathed in creases x he 
stared at his friend. “How else to get her to-open the door, 
amigo?” he said. “Now, adelante! Come along, all is not 
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lost,” and: they headed toward the hotel, then skirted around 
to the back, using the back stairs. 

Lenore had been in a dither all morning. Her confronta- 
tion with Gigi hadn’t gone well at all, although she was sure 
her statements had borne more truth than what Gigi wanted 
to admit. 

She turned from the window and walked to the dresser, 
staring at herself in the mirror. She studied the line of her 
jaw, the arch of her brow, and the golden sheen of her blond 
hair. She was beautiful, there was no way to deny it. And 
how many times Paul had toid her so. Then why? 

Her fists clenched savagely. Why had he gone to that 
tramp? That... that ... What was the fascination? Be- 
cause that’s what it had to be. He couldn’t really love her. He 
couldn’t! She was his wife, and he’d made love to her too 
many times. Oh, God, how she hated Gigi, or whoever the 
devil she was. 

She jerked abruptly from the mirror, startled by a knock 
on the door, then turned, staring at the door apprehensively, 
It was too early for Paul to be back. 

“Who's there?” she called. No one answered. 

The knock came again, harder. She moved to the door. 

“Who's there?” 

“A message for you, Sefiora Larrabee,” a deeply accented 
voice said, and she froze. 

“What kind of a message?” 

“A telegram.” 

She hesitated, then sighed. It was probably from Jason. 
“Put it under the door,” she said cautiously, but the voice on 
the other side of the door wouldn’t comply. 

“You have to sign for it, sefiora,” he said. “Please, it will 
take but a minute. The telegrapher said it was important.” 

She shrugged, disgusted. Oh, this was silly. Paul had said 
Gigi had to keep hidden; he didn’t say that she had to stay in 
her room and keep the doors locked. After all, he even made 
her promise to take Gigi some food. She was being overly 
cautious. 

She reached down and unlocked the door, then began to 
open it slowly, and was taken compietely by surprise as two 
Mexicans pushed their way quickly in, pulling guns from 
beneath their serapes, pointing them directly at her. 

“Shut the door quickly,” Juan ordered as he waved his pis- 
tol at Lenore. 
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Miguel closed the door behind them while Lenore backed 
away toward the other side of the room, her face pale, eyes 
wide with fright. 

“What do you want?” she cried breathlessly. 

Juan frowned as he gazed about the room. “Where is she?” 
he asked. 

Lenore shook her head, her voice unsteady. “Who?” 

Miguel’s dark eyes caught her as he moved up behind 
Juan, leaning over his friend’s shoulder, “The sefiorita who 
calls herself Gigi Rouvier,” he said softly. “Where is she? She 
is not in her room’—he glanced about—‘“nor is she here.” 
His eyes locked with hers again. “What have you done with 
her?” 

“I... I didn’t do anything with her,” she said, trying to 
compose herself as she stared back at him, 

“But you know where she is?” . 

Lenore forced herself to calm down and tried to think ra- 
tionally, studying them both. They were obviously the two 
men Paul had told her about last night, and they were look- 
ing for Gigi. She frowned, wondering what it was all about. 

“Yes, I know where she is,” she finally said as an idea be- 
gan to form. “Why do you want her?” 

The men looked at each other, then back to Lenore. “We 
intend her no harm,” Juan said, watching her closely. “Our 
only wish is to get her out of Eagle Pass to where she'll be 
safe.” 

“Safe?” . 

“Si.” His eyes narrowed. “Right now, sefiora, the sefiorita 
is in much danger for her life.” 

‘Lenore was taken aback. “I don’t believe you.” 

“Believe what you will, but the important thing is that 
what’s to be done must be done today, now.” He raised his 
gun a little higher. “Now, if you will kindly take us to the 
seforita...” 

Lenore looked down the barrel of his pistol and swallowed 
hard, her palms clammy. What should she do? 

“Sefiora?” asked Miguel, his pistol moving up beside 
Juan’s, and Lenore bit her lip, her eyes moving to the taller 
of the two Mexicans. 

If Gigi was gone when Paul returned, he’d be furious. Yet, 
what was she supposed to do—get killed because of her? Be- 
cause of that tramp? Besides, if these men took her away 
... They said they weren’t going to hurt her... . Paul 
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would never know whether she’d told them willingly or by 
force. She licked her lips nervously, once more looking down 
the barre! of Juan’s gun. It was the answer to her prayers. 

“You're sure you don’t intend to hurt her?” she asked anx- 
iously. She wasn’t about to get involved in any murder, al- 
though she’d give almost anything to get Gigi out of her life 
forever. Actually, at first, she’d thought of killing Gigi her- 
self, but the thought of getting caught made. her change her 
mind. She wasn’t about to end up rotting in prison some- 
where for murdering Gigi and still not have Paul. There were 
other ways to put Gigi in her place, and it looked like one 
had been plunked down right in her lap. But she didn’t want 
to appear too anxious. She had to make it look like she was 
reluctant, just in case. 

She wrung her hands nervously. “Oh, dear,” she said, look- 
ing directly at the guns in their hands. “You'd really shoot?” 

“There are other ways to persuade you to tell us where she 
is,” said Juan, grinning broadly; then his grin faded, replaced 
by a dour look. “But I was hoping perhaps these would be 
persuasion enough,” and he moved his pistol slightly to indi- 
cate what he was referring to. 

She took a deep breath, taking in the strong, ropelike 
hands that held the pistol. The knuckles were scarred, He was 
a frightening man, strong, formidable. So was his partner. 
Neither of them made her feel comfortable. 

“Sefiora, where is she?” asked Miguel again. 

' Lenore trembled. “All right,” she said, trying to keep her 
voice steady. “She’s at Mr. Parsons’ saloon.” 

“The Red Dog?” Miguel frowned. “It’s closed today. It’s 
Sunday.” 

“Yes, I know,” she explained. “But she’s in Mr. Parsons’ 
private quarters, with orders to open the door only for me.” 

Juan nodded, his face breaking into a grin. “Ah, si, we 
should have thought of it before, since Judah Parsons rode 
off with Sefior Larrabee.” Once more his pistol moved, this 
time directly into her vision, only inches from her face, “And 
since, as you say, she will open the door only for you, Sefiora 
Larrabee, then I suggest you come with us. Andale!” and 
minutes later Lenore was leading the way down the back 
stairs, accompanied by the two Mexican bandits, their guns 
rhe of sight beneath their serapes, but still trained directly on 

er. 
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Gigi sat at the desk, her head in her hands. She’d been try- 
ing all morning to try to remember, She’d thought back over 
everything that had happened since she’d come to months ago 
in Mrs. Thornapple’s big four-poster bed. Nothing helped. 
She sighed and stood up, turning to look out the window, as 
a knock echoed through the room. She glanced at the clock 
on the wall. It was only eleven-thirty; it couldn’t be Paul yet. 
He said he wouldn’t be back until late afternoon. 

She moved toward the door that led to the stairs and the 
back alley, and leaned close, listening as the knock came 
again. “Who is it?” 

There was silence; then: “It’s Lenore.” 

Gigi’s jaw tightened. ““What do you want?” 

“Paul said to bring you something for lunch too.” 

“I’m not hungry.” 

Lenore glanced quickly at the two bandits standing beside 
her with their guns drawn. She had to think of something, 
some way to make Gigi open the door. 

“Please, Gigi,” she said anxiously. “I have to talk to you.” 

“Not until Paul returns.” 

She was getting desperate. “It can’t wait until Paul returns. 
Please,” she begged. “Open the door, Gigi. I’m sorry I spoke 
to you the way I did. Please, open the door just for a 
minute.” 

Gigi hesitated. Maybe she should. After all, it must be im- 
portant if Lenore had the gumption to say she was SOITY. 

“All right,” she murmured slowly, and reached in her 
pocket, pulling out the key, and put it in the lock. She turned 
it slowly, reluctantly, then began to open the door, only to 
have it pushed in quickly, startling her. 

She Jet out a cry and backed away as the two Mexicans 
pushed Lenore aside and burst in, but there wasn’t time to 
think. She turned, bolting for the open door to the bedroom, 
darting through, and tried to close the door behind her, but 
the men were too strong. They pushed against the door hard, 
and when she knew she couldn't hold it any longer, she let 
80, scrambling toward the bed, both of them at her heels. 

She started to scream as the taller of the two men grabbed 
her, but his hand stopped her scream in flight, covering her 
nose and mouth at the same time, and she fought frantically 
for air. Her arms flailed, and she kicked wild! , catching the 
other man in the face with the heel of her shoe. 

“Caramba!” he cried, trying to grab her legs, and all the 
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while Lenore stood in the bedroom doorway watching com- 
placently. 

The man’s hand slipped from Gigi’s nose to cover only her 
mouth now, and her eyes stared into his face fearfully as she 
sucked air into her lungs through her freed nostrils. It was 
the man from the depot. She began to squirm, jerking her 
body wildly, and as she started to slip from the man’s grasp, 
he tried to tighten his hold. She wrenched her head from his 
hand so her mouth was free, but the movement was too quick 
and she couldn't stop herself in time, and the last thing she 
felt as she opened her mouth again to scream was her head 
hitting something solid, a sickening crunch bringing quick 
tears to her eyes. She tried to hang on, but the pain was un- 
bearable. She tried to finish the scream that had been tearing 
from her throat, but nothing came, and as voices reeled 
around her, trying to come into focus, she slipped slowly into 
a deep dark pit, into blackness where there was nothing to 
fight anymore, 


16 


Paul was furious as he stood in the bedroom of Judah’s pri- 
yate quarters and stared at Lenore, who was sitting on the 
edge of the bed, rnbbing her wrists to get the circulation back 
in them. 

It had been a lucky accident that had rendered Gigi uncon- 
scious, because Lenore was sure the two men wouldn’t have 
been able to get her out of the building otherwise. She stared 
at Paul now, her eyes blazing. He didn’t seem to be worried 
about whether she was all right or not. It didn’t matter that 
her mouth felt like cotton, the edges of it sore and chafed 
where the gag bit in. No, all he cared about was that his pre- 
cious Gigi was gone. 

The bandits had said it was necessary to tie her up too so 
she wouldn’t warn anyone, and she hadn’t protested, figuring 
it would look better when Paul arrived, but there’d been no 
reason for them to pull the ropes so tight. Nor had there been 
any reason for the gag in her mouth, although she had to ad- 
mit it had been more impressive. When Paul and Judah 
broke the door down and found her trussed up on the bed, 
they had quite a shock. She rubbed the edge of her mouth 
with her fingers gingerly. 

“Well, what was I to do?” she yelled at Paul as she glared 
at him. “Let them shoot me? Because that’s what they would 
have done, you know, shot me. Or broken my arm or some- 
thing just as horrible if I hadn’t told them.” 2 

“Dammit, Lenore, you could’ve thought of something!” 

“What?” “i 

Judah had gone back into the other room, and came back 
with a glass of brandy, handing it to her, “Here, take a sip, 
itll make you feet better,” he said. 
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She looked up at him, her blue eyes edged with tears, 
“Thank you.” 

Paul was still holding the rope he’d taken from Lenore’s 
ankles and wrists, and he curled it about his hands as he 
turned and walked to the window, staring out. “What Id like 
to know is, how did they get her out of town?” he murmured, 
half to himself. 

“They used a wagon,” said Lenore as she sipped at the 
brandy, and Paul whirled around. “At least that’s what I 
heard them saying while they tied me up,” she went on self- 
consciously. His gray eyes seemed to bore into hers. “One of 
the men, the one called Miguel, went after a buckboard while 
the other one tied me up and kept an eye on Gigi. They tied 
her up and gagged her in case she came to, and I heard them 
say something about putting her in the back of the buckboard 
and covering her with a tarp until they were out of town and 
could use horses.” 

Paul glanced at Judah. “Do you think they'll cross the bor- 
der?” he asked. 

Judah nodded. “If they’re El Verdugo’s men, they'll not 
only head for the border, but go straight for the mountains.” 
He looked at Paul intently. “How are you going to explain 
this to Sefior de los Reyes?” 

Paul shrugged. “I don’t know.” He scowled. They'd left 
André back at the hotel. Judah had accompanied Paul to his 
room, where they'd discovered Lenore missing, then both 
men had rushed to the Red Dog Saloon, breaking the door in 
when there’d been no answer to their knock, Now Paul was 
going to have to try te explain to André why he hadn’t. told 
him about the bandits. 

Lenore emptied the brandy from the glass and handed it 
back to Judah, then tried to stand up. Her knees were still 
shaking a little, and Judah helped her. In a way she was glad 
the Mexicans had been so rough on her afterward, because it 
made her story to Paul more plausible, If he knew she’d sim- 
ply stood by and watched them take Gigi without even at- 
tempting to go for help .. . But then, there was no need for 
him ever to know. She straightened, thanking Judah, brushing 
the wrinkles from her pink satin dress. “Well, I guess that 
settles that,” she said. “If she’s across the border in Mexico, 
there isn’t much we can do, is there?” 

Paul frowned as he stared at her. “Nothing we can do? 
What the hell’s the matter with you?” He looked at Judah. 
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“Do you know anybody around who’s good at tracking?” he 
asked. 

A slight smile played about the corner of Judah’s mouth, 
and somehow Paul knew what he was going to say before he 
said it. “I'm the best there is,” he answered. “Before settling 
down in Eagle Pass, I think I roamed every inch of land on 
both sides of the Rio Grande. You plan to look for her?” 

Lenore cringed, cutting Paul off before he had a chance to 
answer. “You can’t!” she cried helplessly, and both men were 
startled by the ferocity of her plea. 

Paul’s face darkened, his eyes stormy. “Lenore, for Christ’s 
sake,” he yelled. “Do you expect me to just sit back and do 
nothing? They might kill her!” 

“Well, I wish they would!” she cried, and tears welled up 
in her eyes. “I hate her!” 

Paul turned crimson. 

“I think I'd better leave,” said Judah diplomatically as his 
face flushed, embarrassed. “I'll be out in the other room,” 
and he left the two of them in the bedroom alone, shutting 
the door behind him. 

Paul straightened, pulling savagely on the rope he was still 
holding as he stared at Lenore. It was the first time he’d ever 
seen her so unnerved. “All right, now that Judah’s gone... 
what's this all about?” he asked, and she paled. 

She’d said too much already, far too much, but there was 
no going back now. Well, he might as well know. “What do 
you think it’s about?” she said through her tears as she tried 
to stare him down. “I know all about you and your so-called 
sister.” 

“She’s not my sister.” 

“Oh, I know that. And aren’t you glad?’ Her mouth curled 
into a cynical sneer and she sniffed in, wiping her eyes with 
her fingers, wishing the tears would stop. “You and your pre- 
cious Gigi, I know you've slept with her,” she went on tear- 
fully. “Last night, and the night before she decided to marry 
André, I know all about you two, and I wonder, Paul .. .” 
She gulped back the tears, swallowing hard, “I wonder if 
your father and friends would think so highly of you if they 
knew about your disgusting affair.” ; 

His eyes narrowed, and she straightened, composing herself 
some, knowing that she was hitting him where it hurt, and 
she went on. “And you had no idea she wasn’t your sister 
then, either, Paul, did you? Not until yesterday. Believe 
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me”—her voice grew harsh, brittle—‘“the scandal would rock 
New York as well as the foundations of Larrabee Enterprises, 
and you know it.” 

*You bitch!” 

“Me, a bitch? Oh, come now, I’m the wronged wife, Paul. 
Good heavens, you’re my husband, not hers,” she said; then 
her voice lowered again viciously, and she added disgustedly, 
“Although watching you, sometimes it’s hard for people to 
te i 

His eyes blazed as he stared at this beautiful woman he'd 
promised to love. A woman who despised the very act. “I 
could kill you!” he said furiously. 

“Why don’t you? Then you'd never have her,” she laughed, 
mocking him. 

He moved quickly, grabbing her wrist, his eyes like molten 
steel, the fire in them strengthening his dark good looks, mak- 
ing him even more desirable, and Lenore shuddered. 

“You think it wouldn’t be easy?” he whispered brutally, his 
face so close to hers that his breath fell hot on her cheek. His 
fingers tightened on her wrist until it hurt. “Dammit, Lenore, 
don’t tempt me!” 

She stared back at him, suddenly feeling the magnetism he 
radiated, the virile masculinity that he always exuded, and re- 
alized once more why women found him so attractive. Why 
she’d loved him all these years. She couldn’t lose him. Not 
now. What would people think? What would they say? She 
had to keep him, use her head, and she had to be strong. 
Stronger than she’d ever been before in her life. He belonged 
to her and she wasn’t going to let him go. Not for anything 
or anyone. 

“Paul, please,” she said, her voice unsteady. “Do you think 
it’s easy for me to see her taking you from me? I love you, 
Paul. I always have, and I always will.” 

He stared at her forcefully, but his fingers eased on her 
Wrist. 

She wrenched her wrist from his hand and straightened, 
smoothing her skirt, composing herself, then went on. “IT 
meant what I said, Paul.” Her voice broke. “If you go after 
Gigi, if you bring her back, I still won’t give you up. Never!” 
she said bitterly, and once more tears came to her eyes. “Re- 
oe of what’s happened, you’re mine, and you always 

e,” 
He stared at her hard, his breathing heavy, fists clenching 


HOLD BACK THE SUN 289 


angrily. Oh, how he’d like to hit her, but he wouldn’t give her 
the satisfaction. It would be only another thing she could 
chalk up against him. Instead, he took a deep breath and 
turned, heading for the bedroom door. 

“Paul?” she yelled after him. 

He stopped with his back still to her, his hand on the knob. 

“If you go after her, I'll never forgive you!” she yelled. “I 
mean it. You'll be sorry!” 

He swung the door open, ignoring her threat, and stepped 
outside, and as he slammed it behind him, her voice became 
only a mufiled jumble, then quickly died away. 

Judah was sitting at his desk pretending to go over some 
papers as Paul stepped into his office. When he saw him, he 
stood up, shoving a cigar in his mouth. “Are you ready?” he 
asked, taking special note of the fury still in Paul’s eyes and 
his flushed face. 

Paul nodded. “Let’s go,” he answered, heading toward the 
back door, hanging splintered on its hinges, “I guess we'd bet- 
ter find de los Reyes and let him know what’s going on,” and 
he stepped carefully through the broken doorway and started 
down the steps, followed closely by Judah. . 

André wasn’t at the hotel. After a fifteen-minute search 
they found him outside the freight office, where he’d been 
checking on the wagon and driver he’d hired for the trip in 
the morning, and the look on his face when Paul told him 
about Gigi was electrifying. His face turned livid, and his 
dark eyes held a fury that was frightening. 

“You knew those men were in town last night and said 
nothing?” he questioned Paul heatedly, but Paul wasn’t easily 
intimidated by André or anyone else. 

“Going over what I did or didn’t do won’t get Gigi back,” 
he said with equal vigor, “I came because I felt you should 
know what’s happened, not to stand here listening to you 
trying to blame me for it.” 

André stared at him, fire in his eyes, his fists clenched as 
he spoke. “If you’d just told me.” He shook his head in dis- 
gust, “Are you sure the men who took her are the ones you 
heard talking? The ones who talked about El Verdugo?” 

“That’s another thing,” said Paul, ignoring the question. 
“You accuse me of not telling you everything, Why didn’t 
you tell me about this El Verdugo? Surely you knew about 
him before this. And why didn’t you tell me there was a 
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chance he’d try something like this because of your relation 
to this General Reyes Judah was telling me about?” 

André straightened arrogantly, staring at the two men. So 
that’s what they thought. That El Verdugo had kidnapped 
Gigi in an attempt to intimidate General Reyes. Well, fine, let 
them, so much the better. 

“Because I never dreamed it would matter,” he answered 
cautiously, going along with their conclusion. “I didn’t think 
the man would stoop so low as to do something like this, but 
I should’ve known, been more careful.” 

Paul watched his eyes. They weren’t the eyes of a man 
who'd just discovered the woman he loved was in danger. 
They were the eyes of a cunning man, a man who was both 
angry and cautious, weighing every word before it left his 
mouth. 

“We're going after her,” he told André, looking for his 
teaction, but to his surprise, André agreed. 

“Til go with you,” he said firmly. “Whether you want me 
to or not, but I suggest we travel light, take only what's 
necessary. If they’re El Verdugo’s men—and you said they 
were—they'll head straight for the mountains. Perhaps if we 
leave right away, we can catch them.” He brushed some dust 
from the pants of his elegant black suit with its silver trim, 
and Judah noted the muscle control the man had. Earlier, 
he’d also noticed the way he rode a horse, the easy gait yet 
erect posture. He’d have sworn it was the mark of a military 
man. He frowned, watching André closely as Paul answered 
him. 

“I have to get some things from the hotel,” said Paul, 
“And we'll need supplies.” 

“TIl get supplies,” said Judah, finally taking his eyes from 
André. “T’ve been this route before. It’s not quite five o’clock, 
so we have a couple of hours before dark. If we can pick up 
their trail tonight, it'll make it easier in the morning. If we 
Wait too long, we might not even find anything. As it is, they 
have a pretty good head start.” _ 

André brushed the edge of his mustache, “I'll meet you 
both at the hotel in half an hour, then,” he said thoughtfully, 
“T have something to do before we leave.” 

“Anything we can help you with?” asked Paul. 

He shook his head. “No. Nothing. It’s something I have to 
take care of. And J’ll cancel the wagon, too,” he replied, and 
turned, going back into the freight office. - 
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Judah watched him leave, then turned to Paul. “Why is it I 

t can’t like that man?” he said. “There’s something about 
him that don’t ring true.” 

“I feel the same way you do,” agreed Paul. “But there’s 
nothing I can do about it except keep my eyes open. Now, let 
me help you get those supplies before I get my things from 
the hotel.” 

Judah nodded, and they walked off together. 

A short while later, as they stood in front of the general 
store fastening the supplies onto a packhorse Judah had ac- 
quired, Paul suddenly looked up, then caught Judah’s atten- 
tion. 

“Look what just came out of the telegraph office,” he said 
as he fastened down a canvas bag, pulling the ropes secure to 
tighten it, 

Judah looked up in time to see André heading toward the 
hotel, his long stride unmistakable, the late-afternoon sun glit- 
tering off his fancifully embroidered clothes. 

“Wonder who he got in touch with,” mused Paul as they 
watched him disappear into the hotel. 

“You want to find out?” 

“How?” 

“Come on.”. Judah finished tying down the last bundle, 
then hitched up his Levi’s, motioning for Paul to follow, and 
in minutes they were standing in the telegraph office. 

Judah winked at Paul, then turned to the telegrapher. 
“Hey, Sam,” he said jovially, “you know that ten dollars you 
owe me?” Five minutes later they left the telegraph office. 

“Now, what do you make of that?” asked Paul as they 
walked toward the hotel. 

Judah hunched his shoulders, stuffing his hands in his 
pockets as he thought over the message. André had sent a 
telegram to Romero Rubio, who besides being Minister of the 
Interior and head of the dreaded Bravi was also President 
Diaz's father-in-law. The message had been in Spanish, and 
Judah had translated it for Paul. It read: “El Verdugo’s men 
have bride. Will rendezvous as planned at San Rodrigo and 
proceed from there.” He'd signed it simply “André.” - 

“As I said before,” said Judah when they reached the hotél 
steps, “I don’t trust the man. Rubio’s the head of the Bravi, 
Diaz’s secret police. I think perhaps there’s more to the mys- 
tery of Gigi Rouvier than either of us realized.” They 
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stopped, and he glanced quickly at Paul. “Be careful, my 
friend,” he said suddenly. “Damn careful.” 

Paul nodded. “Thanks, Judah. Now, bring the horses 
around as soon as you can. I'll go up and see what I need.” 

Paul watched, frowning as Judah turned and sauntered off 
toward the packhorse that was still tied up in front of the 
general store; then he turned and went into the hotel. He hur- 
ried upstairs, but hesitated before the door to his room. 

Lenore was undoubtedly in there. She probably had come 
back while they were looking for André. Well, what the hell, 
he couldn’t avoid her. After all, as she kept reminding him, 
she was his wife. 

He opened the door and stepped in, shutting it hurriedly 
behind him, then stared across the room. Lenore stood by the 
bed, wearing a dark brown riding skirt, short-waisted 
matching jacket with gold buttons, and tan silk blouse, her 
blond hair braided neatly and fastened into a coronet atop 
bet head. She was stuffing some clothes into a small carpet- 

ag. ; 

“What are you doing?” he asked as he headed for his 
suitcase in the corner to get a few things he’d need. 

Her blue eyes hardened as she watched him. “I’m going 
with you.” 

“Oh no you're not!” He plunked the suitcase on the chair, 

“Oh yes I am.” She was just as determined. She 
straightened, fastening the clasp on the carpetbag in front of 
her. “Because if I don’t go with you, I’m going to send a tele- 
gram to Jason telling him all about you and your precious 
sister.” 

“You wouldn’t dare!” 

“Try me!” 

He swore under his breath. 

“I’m not going to have you out there alone with her,” she 
Went on as she watched him fume. “I won't sit back here 
wondering if you’re ever coming back, wondering what’s go- 
ing on. I’m going.” 

He sighed. What was the use of arguing? He shrugged as 
he finished gathering the things he needed, then grabbed a 
small bag from on top of one of the trunks, dumping the 
contents of soaps and paraphernalia onto the floor, stuffing 
his clothes inside. This done, he reached down among the 
things on the floor, grabbed a bar of soap, his razor, and a 
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few other things, wrapped them in a towel, and put them in 
on top of the clothes, then shut the bag. 

“Come on, then, If you’re coming with me, Iet’s go,” he 
said. “Judah said we have only a couple of hours until dark.” 
He headed for the door. 

Lenore grabbed her bag, shoved a broad-brimmed hat on 
her head, and followed him out. 

Judah wasn’t any too pleased about her joining them, but 
one look at her face told him she’d never change her mind. 
So they waited while he found a horse for her and added a 
few more supplies, and at half-past five they were heading 
out of Eagle Pass along the winding river, where Judah dis- 
covered that a lone wagon, accompanied by two men fitting 
the description Lenore had given them, had traveled earlier in 
the day. 

Paul glanced at the scabbard on his saddle, at the Winches- 
ter Judah insisted he take along, then let his eyes settle on the 
mother-of-pearl-handled silver pistol André wore on his hip 
in a beautifully tooled gunbelt. He wondered, would they 
teally need them? He drew his eyes from the gun and 
glanced at Judah, unsmiling. 

Judah nodded back. “Don’t worry, Paul, we'll find her,” he 
assured him. “There ain’t nothin’ can hide from me out 
there,” and he hitched his own six-shooters more comfortably 
onto his hips, then spurred his horse forward, leading them 
northwest along the banks of the Rio Grande. 


Gigi was coming to. Her head hurt something fierce. She 
tried to swallow, then realized there was a gag across her 
mouth, Breathing heavily, she managed to drag air into her 
lungs, only it hurt. And, oh, her head. The pain was excruci- 
ating. Her hands were tied behind her. 

She opened her eyes slowly. All she could see were the 
gray, weather-beaten sides of a wagon. She was being hauled 
somewhere. Suddenly, as she stared at the old boards, feeling 
the jostling of the buckboard as it bumped along the road, a 
weird sensation filled her, and she frowned, her eyes puzzled. 

She moved her head, looking up at the sky, watching, the 
occasional passing of a tree overhead, and the realization 
slowly crept through her, making the flesh on her skin cfawl. 
Suddenly the whole thing was clear. She could remember! 
Oh, God, she could remember! The past came flooding into 
her memory like a dam bursting. She knew, at last she knew! 
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Tears welled up in her eyes as the past and present all 
jumbled together in a haze of memories that left her 
breathless. 

She blinked, then shut her eyes again, letting the full im- 
pact hit her as she rode along, She wasn’t Gigi Rouvier! My 
God, Judah Parsons was right. She wasn’t Gigi Rouvier! Sud- 
denly her forehead creased into a deep frown, and with it, 
with the realization of who she really was, the danger of the 
moment became more frightening. Where was she, and what 
were they going to do with her? 

Opening her eyes again, she tried to roll over into a better 
position, the tarpaulin covering her almost completely off, and 
she froze as the wagon suddenly stopped. She lay helpless, 
wondering what was going to happen next, moving her head 
into a better position, where she could see the back of the 
head of the man who was driving. He sat on the wagon seat, 
talking in Spanish to someone she couldn’t see, She strained 
her ears, listening, then held her breath. There couldn’t be 
any mistake. It had to be. 

She started moaning, grunting beneath the gag, trying to 
get their attention, and Miguel turned, looking down at her, 
then climbed over the seat into the wagon bed. 

“She’s come to,” he called to Juan, who quickly left his 
horse and joined him. 

He climbed into the buckboard, and they knelt beside her, 
gazing down into her blue-green eyes, and Miguel laid his 
hand on her brow. “At least she’s not feverish,” he said in 
Spanish. 

She tried to move. She had to let them know somehow. 
She tossed her head about, trying to make them understand, 
holding her mouth toward them, hoping they'd get the idea, 

Miguel glanced back over his shoulder at Juan. “What’s 
the matter with her, do you think?” he asked, still talking in 
Spanish. 

Juan frowned. “Why don’t you take the gag from her 
mouth and find out?” 

“Poor little one,” Miguel said as he reached down, and she 
stopped tossing her head about as he lifted it, turning it to 
loosen the cloth, then let the gag fall. 

She turned her head slowly. It was stili cradled in Miguel’s 
large tanned hand, and she gazed up at him, tears forming in 
the corners of her eyes. “Miguel?” she whispered hoarsely, 
her voice breaking, and both bandits’ eyes widened in sur- 
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prise. “Miguel . . . it is you, isn’t it?” she gasped breathlessly. 
She smiled through the tears. She hadn’t seen either Miguel 
or Juan for at least six or seven years. The mother superior 
had said it was for the best. “You were in New York 
watching over me, weren’t you?” she asked. “Both you and 
Juan,” and she glanced over Miguel’s shoulder to the other 
man who was staring down at her. 

' “You remember?” asked Juan. 

“Si. I remember,” she answered, 

Miguel let go of her head and reached down, turning her 
over to reach the ropes that held her wrists bound, then 
yanked the tarpaulin the rest of the way off her and untied 
ber ankles. While he did this, Juan rolled the tarpaulin up 
into a ball, then handed it to Miguel when he was through, 
and they put it beneath her head as a pillow. 

“We. did not want to tie you up like this, little one,” he 
said affectionately. “But with your memory gone ... we 
couldn’t take a chance that you might cry out or try to get 
away.” 

She moved slightly in the hard wagon bed, trying to get the 
circulation moving more freely in her arms and legs again, 
and reached up to touch the back of her head. Dried blood 
was encrusted on a small cut that hurt like the devil. “What 
did I hit?” she asked. 

“One of the bedposts.” Miguel fiushed. “I tried to avoid it, 
but you are surely your father’s daughter, Seforita Gia, you 
fight like a tiger,” he said, and his mouth broke into a grin 
beneath the dark mustache that adorned his upper lip. . 

Her hand dropped from her head, and she tried to sit up. 
“Where are we?” 

“We're up near the old fort, about four miles from Eagle 
Pass. Juan feels it’s better to cross the border up here where 
we're not as apt to be seen by the border guards. Besides, the 
water is shallow here, and we weren't sure just how soon you 
could sit a horse.” 

She sat up all the way now that her wrists and ankles were 
free. Her head was still hurting, but beginning to clear. The 
sensation of memory after so long a time was strange, almost 
heady. She remembered not only the past but alae the 
present, and suddenly she shuddered. 

“What is it, little one?” asked Miguel as he saw aher 
tremble. 

“I think I’m remembering too much,” she murmured bitter- 
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ly and put her hands over her eyes. Paul’s face rose before 
her in the blackness beneath her palms, and all the memories 
of everything they’d shared together filled her. A bittersweet 
ache settled deep in her loins. How much she loved him, but 
it was hopeless. Lenore was pregnant, and she’d never give 
him up without a horrible fight, The scandal would destroy 
Paul and probably kill Jason. 

Her hands slid slowly from her eyes, and she looked at 
Miguel. “I almost ruined everything, didn’t I, Miguel?” she 
confessed hesitantly, remembering why she had come to 
Eagle Pass, “André is in on it somehow, isn’t he?” she asked. 

She remembered André’s dashing personality and dark 
good looks. He was the perfect Latin, experienced with 
women, and just the man to charm a naive young girl. 

Only she wasn’t a naive young girl anymore. Paul had 
changed all that. No wonder she had known nothing of life 
and love when she’d arrived in New York. Her life since the 
age of nine had been spent in the convent of the Sisters of 
the Sacred Heart of Jesus. She remembered it all now. The 
danger and intrigue, The years of frustration, being shut off 
from the world. She wasn’t Gigi Rouvier. No, she was Gia 
Maria d’Alessandro, daughter of General Maximilian d’Ales- 
sandto, who was of Spanish and Italian heritage, and his 
wife, the former Genia Rouvier, twin sister to the original 
French actress Gigi Rouvier. No wonder she had looked so 
much like the portrait Jason had of Gigi. Gigi Rouvier had 
been her aunt. Genia had died when Gia was only eight, and 
for almost a year afterward she and her father had stayed at 
the hacienda in Montetrey, enjoying each other’s company, 
comforting one another. She bit her lip remembering all the 
times they went riding in the hills together, and the beautiful 
palomino horse he’d bought for her that year on her birthday, 
and the Christmas celebration with the pifiata and songs, Her 
father had loved to play the guitar, and often played while 
they sang together. 

She sighed. Those days were gone forever. They’d been 
wrenched from her viciously with the confiscation of her fa- 
ther’s lands. She hadn’t known what it was all about at the 
time, only that her father was no longer a wealthy man, and 
that his life was in danger, and that in order that he might 
live, she had to go away. It was only later, as the nuns taught 
her of the treachery of President Diaz, that Gia knew the 
full extent of her father’s ostracism. He was an outlaw, living 
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in the-mountains fighting for the poor people of Mexico with 
every weapon God gave him. 

El Verdugo! The Executioner! How far he’d come from 
being one of Diaz’s favored generals. Of course, that was be- 
fore Porfirio Diaz, dictator, decided that he was God’s gift 
to Mexico with virtual authority over its people. 

She gazed up at Miguel. Kind, faithful Miguel. And Juan. 
They had been with her father for years, and had worked at 
the hacienda before all the trouble began. It was Miguel and 
Juan who had journeyed north with her and taken her across 
the border that dark, stormy night years ago, leaving her at 
the convent. It was Miguel and Juan who had brought the 
occasional letters from her father, until the journey had be- 
come too dangerous. It was Miguel and Juan who had 
brought Aunt Gigi and cousin Gigi from California toe Eagle 
Pass so they could visit her occasionally so she didn’t feel 
quite so abandoned, 

Even after all these years she had recognized them.. She 
took Miguel’s hand and squeezed it. “Exactly what was 
André’s plan?” she asked him. 

“He was to get you across the border willingly, if possible, 
then once into Mexican territory, where there was no chance 
for escape, the soldiers would miraculously show up and take 
you into custody. Your father thinks much of you, little one,” 
he said. “If he didn’t turn himself in, they were to threaten to 
kill you.” 

“Oh, no, And I went right along with it, thanks to the train 
wreck.’ 

“Ah, but no. The wreck was a blessing for you in one 
way, little one,” explained Juan. “Major de los Reyes’ mission 
was to return you to Mexico, He managed to trace you to the 
convent and to Gigi Rouvier. If there hadn’t been a train 
wreck, and if you hadn’t taken the place of the real Gigi 
Rouvier, it would have been so easy for him to abduct you in 
New York and smuggle you aboard a ship heading for Mex- 
ico. After all, who would cry if the daughter of a Mexican 
outlaw disappeared? But Jason Larrabee would have raised 
hell if his daughter had disappeared. Because of the train 
wreck, it became too dangerous for them to kidnap you.’ Al- 
though his foolish henchmen tried twice.” He bowed his 
head humbly. “TI feel bad about your cousin, though, Gia.” 

Tears rotled down Gia’s cheeks. She and cousin Gigi had 
become close over the years, and now, remembering the train 
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wreck and the horrible death that had taken her life 
wrenched at her heart, But she straightened stubbornly. It did 
no good to dwell on these things. Just as it did no good to 
think of Paul anymore and the love she knew could never be 
hers, She’d changed so much since the day she’d left the con- 
vent and joined Gigi in San Antonio for the trip to New 
York. She’d been excited, innocent, yet frightened a little. But 
the world hadn’t changed, and she was back in the same 
cruel world. 

There were still men trying to kill her father, and Gia 
Maria d’Alessandro was still a fugitive from her native land. 
For just a moment she wished she could be Gigi again, but 
she had to leave that life behind, and that meant leaving Paul 
behind too. 

She brushed the tears from her eyes and moved about 
more, setting her muscles into play. In a way, it was good to 
be Gia again, although her life as Jason’s pampered daughter 
was going to leave more scars than she really needed. 

“Did Father tell you to bring me to him?” she asked, try- 
ing to keep her mind on the present as she stood up, shaking 
the dust from her clothes. 

Both men got to their feet beside her, gazing about to 
make sure they weren’t being watched. The road had been 
fairly deserted, and when they'd heard ber coming to, they’d 
pulled off it into a maze of trees. 

“Si,” said Juan, answering her question. “We have a horse 
and clothes ready.” He motioned toward the green silk trav- 
eling suit she was still wearing, with its abundance of petti- 
coats and fancy satin trimming. “We knew you could not ride 
in those.” 

He jumped from the wagon bed and strode to one of the 
horses, taking a bundle from the back, while Miguel got 
down, then lifted his arms and helped her down. She took the 
bundle from Juan and cautioned them to keep watch while 
she changed, then hid behind some bushes and shed the fancy 
street clothes, pulling on a pair of baggy leather pants and 
white shirt like those worn by the two Mexicans. Although 
they had belonged to a young Mexican boy back in Eagle 
Pass, on Gia there was plenty of room, and she frowned as 
she glanced down at herself. But at least they had remem- 
bered to bring her something for her feet, and she slipped off 
her black kid shoes and put on the Apache moccasins. 

She came out from behind the bushes, tossed the rumpled 
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green suit into the wagon, then reached up, touching the 
goose egg on her head. 

“Here,” said Miguel, handing her a sombrero he’d had on 
the seat beside him. “Put this on.” 

She set it on her head gingerly, then slipped the bead up 
on the ties until it reached her chin, so it wouldn’t fall off. 
“Well, I guess I’m ready,” she said finally, after straightening 
her clothes a little. 

They helped her into the saddle, then unhitched the horse 
from the buckboard, tied some supplies onto his back, and 
within half an hour were wading the Rio Grande in an iso- 
Jated spot even farther upriver. 

Gia pulled her wet horse up onto the bank in Mexican ter- 
ritory and glanced behind her at the long expanse of water 
known as the Rio Grande. It was behind her, the life she’d 
grown accustomed to and the man who had made that life 
worthwhile. Tears began to seep into the corners of her eyes. 
She bit them back, clenching her teeth stubbornly. She 
couldn’t let it get to her, not now. Things had changed so 
much since the moment she’d opened the door to let Lenore 
into the room again, and there was no going back, ever. It 
was better like this anyway. She'd be out of Paul’s life. 

As Juan and Miguel joined her on the riverbank, she 
whirled her horse around, then spurred him forward, gal- 
loping off, her dark hair flying, the wind in her face. It had 
been years since she’d ridden like this, so wild and free. She 
had never ridden during her years at the convent, and in 
New York she’d had to ride prim and proper, but here she 
could feel the sandy soil flying at her horse’s feet and breathe 
in the nostalgic smell of the sunbaked earth. For a few mo- 
ments anyway it was good to be Gia again and forget the 
ache in her heart as she let out a cry, challenging the world 
about her and the two Mexicans who tried to keep up. 

Hours had passed. They were riding slowly now and had 
been riding steadily, with Miguel in the lead, stopping only 
long enough to check the trail. They were avoiding the main 
roads, following half-hidden trails the Apaches and Coman- 
cheros had used during the years they had terrorized the set- 
tlers, Trails now used only by outlaws, bandits, and anyone 
else trying to avoid the ever-present soldiers that patrolled the 
area. 

When night came, they camped in a small grove of trees 
near a stream, sleeping out under the stars, Gia spent a rest- 
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less night, waking often from dreams.of Paul, the train wreck, 
and all the memories of her life jumbled together. 

When morning came, she was still tired and dragged her- 
self from her bedroil. There was little ceremony at breakfast, 
only a tin of coffee and plate of beans eaten over a low fire; 
then they moved on. When lunch came, it was more of the 
same. After a day and a half more of extremely hard riding 
and sleeping out again under the stars, they followed a nar- 
row path in the foothills of the sierras that led to her father’s 
camp. It was hidden well, and as she rode in, looking about 
at all the men, rifles close at hand, their faces showing the ef- 
fects of being hunted, the tears finally came in full force. She 
was going to see her father again for the first time in ten 
years, and she wondered how much he had changed. 


17 


They had picked up the trail just before dark, finding the 
abandoned buckboard in a grove of trees near the river, 
Gigi’s rumpled clothes still in it. 

“I bet they crossed just the other side of the old fort,” said 
Judah as he studied the hoofprints. 

They moved on, pressing hard, trying to beat the darkness 
that was ‘slowly beginning to descend. Judah was right. They 
found the tracks of the horses leading into the river at a shal- 
low spot just beyond where Judah said the old forty-niners’ 
trail crossed the river—a spot, he explained, logical for them 
to use, because border patrols on both sides were scarce in 
this area, riding through only every few days. The river was 
long, desolate miles, and it was hard to keep watch on every 
place where anyone could cross. Even now there was no sign 
of any border patrol. 
___ As they moved. forward and waded their horses into mid- 

stream, Paul frowned. The river was still higher than usual 
because of the fall rains, and it looked so far across. He 
glanced at Lenore. She was holding up well so far, but they’d 
been on the trail only a few hours. It would be dark by the 
time they reached the other side of the river, and he won- 
dered how she was going to manage sleeping all night in a 
bedroll out under the stars. 

When they finally reached the other side, wet and tired, it 
was so dark Paul could barely see his hand in front of his 
face. They made camp a few hundred yards from the edge of 
the water, and Paul watched Lenore’s face closely as she kept 
her eyes on Judah while he built a fire. She hadn’t even 
started to take care of her horse. She was just standing there 
holding on to the reins quietly, watching what was going on. 

Suddenly he felt sorry for her. He hadn’t wanted to hurt 
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her, and when he’d asked her to marry him, he’d never 
dreamed he ever would hurt her. How could he guess when 
Gigi came into their lives that things would become so com- 
plicated? He’d cooled down some since their argument earlier 
in the afternoon, and he finished taking care of his horse, 
then walked over to where she was standing. “Give me the 
reins and I'll settle him for the night,” he said. 

Her head tilted arrogantly. “Why?” 

“Look, I’m sorry,” he said, taking the reins from her 
hands, moving over to pat her horse’s nose. “That wasn’t fair 
of me this afternoon.” 

‘Don’t be ridiculous, Paul,” she said. “You meant every 
word, and so did I, so why this sudden concern?” 

“You're still my wife.” 

“How nice of you to remember.” 

“Lenore, we’ve a long way to go, and it won't help if you 
keep that attitude,” he said. “You’re not used to this sort of 
thing. I can help make it easier for you.” 

“Don’t put yourself out.” 

“Will you stop that!” He looked directly at her, searching 
her eyes. “I meant it when I said I was sorry. I don’t like 
what’s happened any more than you do,” he said. “Don’t 
make it even harder.” He tensed. “I admit I’ve acted abomi- 
nably. I’ve been the worst husband a woman could have. I’ve 
committed every sin in the book, but Pm still your husband, 
Lenore, and from what you've said, and the stubborn [ook in 
your eyes, it'll be a long time before the situation changes. So 
whether you like it or not, I’m still responsible for you.” 

He started to walk away with her horse, but she stopped 
him. “Paul?” 

He turned, hesitating. “What is it?” 

“There’s something you should know, Paul,” she said 
slowly, then bit her lip. Her voice lowered to barely above a 
whisper. “I’m pregnant, Paul,” she said softly. 

He stared at her dumbfounded, “You're sure?” 

“Yes,” 

“Damn!” His jaw clenched as he saw any prospect of ever 
getting his freedom tossed to the winds, How could he even 
think of trying to divorce a woman who was carrying his 
child and still hold his head up? He studied her thoughtfully, 
wondering if maybe she might be lying. “You came on this 
trip knowing you were pregnant?” he asked. “Knowing you 
could lose it?” 
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“You wouldn’t care,” she snapped. 

“Wouldn’t I?” His eyes hardened. “You're going back,” he 
said, straightening stubbornly, but she shook her head. 

“I won’t go.” 

“You'll go if I say so.” 

“I won't go, Paul,” she repeated, her eyes rigid, unyielding, 
“Don’t worry, I won’t lose the baby. My mother went riding 
every day when she carried me, at least until she couldn’t fit 
on the horse anymore,” __ 

“Your mother rode sidesaddle in Central Park,” he remind- 
ed her. “She wasn’t chasing someone halfway across the 
country.” 

“So what’s the difference? I had Nordic ancestors who - 
probably did worse. Besides, why should you care?” 

He exhaled irritably. “You know better than that, Lenore,” 
he said. “You know very well this changes things.” 

Her mouth curved sardonically. “It does?” She looked deep 
into his eyes, “I didn’t realize . . . What does it change, 
Paul?” 

She knew very well what it changed, that’s why she hadn’t 
told him earlier in the day. She’d been letting him hope, give 
ing him enough rope to hang himself before tightening the 
last screw. She knew very well that no matter how much he 
wanted out of the marriage, he’d never leave her under these 
circumstances. 

“Don’t play with me, Lenore,” he said bitterly. “I don’t 
like games. You know I can’t divorce you now.” 

“Then that means you've come to your senses and decided 
- she isn’t worth it?” she asked viciously. 

Paul’s eyes darkened. “It means I'll stick around and play 
the dutiful husband and father, but that’s all I'll do,” he said 
angrily. “If you want more, you'll have to go somewhere else 
for it.” 

“Oh, no, Paul. This is going to be on my terms, not yours,” 
she countered, her eyes blazing. “And I refuse to have you 
make me a laughingstock in front of my friends. You'll not 
only play the dutiful husband, but you'll play the faithful 
husband too, do you understand? Because if you slip just 
once, Paul, the whole world will learn about your precious 
sister, Make no mistake, Paul, you're mine, and as J said*be- 
fore, I don’t intend to ever give you up.” 

He stared at her intently. How deceiving she could be. The 
flames from the fire Judah had started cast their warm light 
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on her, animating her face, softening the severe lines of her 
hair, making her look soft and lovely, and anyone gazing at 
her would swear she was all sweetness and warmth. Too bad 
he could see beyond the beauty, too bad he knew the woman 
beneath the sweet veneer. 

“And to think I felt sorry for you! All right,” he said re- 
sentfully. “The terms are yours, my dear, because as you’ve 
reminded me, this whole thing is my fault. But I'll warn you 
now, Lenore, since you'll allow me no freedom to vent my 
lusts elsewhere, the next time you crawl in bed with me, 
you'd better be ready to respond instead of lying there like a 
limp rag. Do I make my point?” 

“You wouldn't dare!” 

“Wouldn’t 1? Don’t push me!” 

Lenore fidgeted nervously as she stared at him. “Will you 
give her up, Paul?” she asked anxiously. “Wiil you teli her to 
go ahead and marry André?” 

His eyes were wild, burning. “Yes,” he said softly. “On the 
condition that you never tell a living soul what happened be- 
tween her and me. Agreed?” 

She smiled triumphantly. “Agreed,” she said. “And don’t 
worry about the baby, Paul, we Van Der Lindens are 2 
strong breed. I intend to have this baby, make no mistake. 
And, oh, Paul, thanks for taking care of my horse,” she said 
confidently. “And when you're through there, you can throw 
my bedroll down beside yours. I wouldn’t think of sleeping 
by myself out here.” 

His eyes were like granite as he turned and walked away, 
his grip on the horse’s reins so tight his knuckles were white. 
She’d won. Lenore had won. She knew that a baby was the 
one thing that would hold him, that would hold any man of 
conscience. Was that why she’d been so eager to get pregnant 
since their wedding? Damn her anyway! He glanced back at 
her for a moment, then fastened her horse beside the others 
and started to loosen the cinch. 

Lenore watched Paul walk away, a feeling of satisfaction 
winging through her. She was going to make him pay for 
what he’d done. Oh, how she’d make him pay. She sighed, 
then turned to walk toward the fire, almost bumping into 
André, 

“Oh, excuse me,” she said, flustered. “I didn’t know you 
were there.” 

“De nada,” he eid. softly, making sure he wasn’t in the 
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way. “You and Sefior Paul, something’s the matter?” he 
asked suddenly, his eyes intent on her face. 

She straightened haughtily, brushing some of the after- 
noon’s dust from her riding skirt as she glanced over at Paul, 
then back at André. “Why, no, André, nothing’s the matter, 
Why do you ask?” she said. 

He frowned, “You both seemed rather quiet on the trail, 
and just now I could have sworn I saw fire in your eyes, 
sefiora.” 

She pursed her lips. “A minor disagreement,” she ventured 
reluctantly. “Nothing serious.” 

“Bien,” he offered. “I'd hate to think the two of you 
weren’t getting along well. Tell me, did Paul tell you about 
Gigi last night and about the two bandidos?” he asked. 

She gazed at him curiously. “Certainly. Why?” 

“I was just wondering. It seems strange he was so reluctant 
to tell me about the two men.” He glanced over at Paul, who 
had taken the bedroll from Lenore’s horse and unrolled it 
beside his own. “Has he told you why he didn’t tell me?” he 
asked. 

Lenore frowned. He hadn't. “No.” 

“Hmmm. Ah, well, perhaps he has his reasons,” he mused, 
then straightened, the puzzled look on his face replaced by 
one of expectancy. “Shall we see if our guide has any coffee 
started?” he asked, using his inborn charm, and Lenore let 
André escort her to the fire, where Judah was watching a pot 
of coffee bubbling away. 

It was late. The night was quiet except for the noises of the 
gently flowing river, and occasionally a night animal wand- 
ered through, sniffing about. Paul had a hard time sleeping. 
For one thing, it was hard to sleep fully dressed, and all he 
could think of was the godawful mess he’d made of every- 
thing. Time after time he’d glance over at Lenore, her head 
close to his, and study her face in the moonlight, wanting to 
hate her, but unable to. He didn’t love her, but he didn’t hate 
her either. 

When morning finally came, he was tired and irritable, and 
Lenore, sensing it, didn’t cross him. After a quick breakfast 
cooked by Judah over the rekindled fire, they set off notth- 
west across the plains. The tracks they. were following stuck 
close to the road at first, while the land was fairly level; then, 
a little before noon, when the landscape became more scenic, 
with rocky, bush-covered knolls cropping up now and then to 
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replace the cactus and sand, Judah began to lead them from 
the road into the rocky hills toward trails long forgotten by 
most Mexicans. 

Paul noticed the nervous fidgeting André had begun to do 
shortly after they’d left the main road, and he kept a furtive 
eye on him. André kept looking around, studying the land- 
scape, craning his neck as if looking for something. 

Finally, shortly before lunchtime, they dropped down near 
the roadway again, following close to it until they reached the 
banks of the San Rodrigo River. The river was shallow here, 
and Judah explained that the road forded it about half a mile 
upstream from where they were crossing, and once on the 
Other side, they took to the hills again before finally stopping 
to eat. As they munched on their beans and dry bread and 
drank their coffee, taking a short break from the saddle, 
André stretched, setting his plate down. “How far is the main 
road from here, Sefior Parsons?” he asked casually. 

Judah had found a clearing for them to stop in, and now 
he was resting his back against a small boulder, using the 
shade of a scraggly bush. He squinted as he glanced up at 
André, “About a mile,” he answered. 

“In which direction?” 

“Now, why do you want to know that?” 

“I have my reasons, Sefior Parsons, por favor?” he said, 
straightening his jacket arrogantly. 

Judah nodded his head toward a break in the rocks off to 
his left. “Straight that way.” 

André sauntered toward his horse, then mounted, turning 
to address them. “While you all finish eating, ’m going for a 
short ride,” he explained, pulling his horse about, moving in 
the direction Judah had pointed. “I won’t be long,” and while 
they sat silently watching, he maneuvered his horse among 
the rocks until he was out of sight. 

“I hope he gets lost,” said Paul. 

“He won't,” remarked Judah. “He knows right where he’s 
going.” He glanced at Paul. “Remember that telegram?” 

*“Veah,” 

“I got a good look when we were at the top of that last 
hill, and I think he did too. There’s a whole passel of soldiers 
on the road back there by the river. They weren't moving. 
Looked more like they were off their horses waiting for some- 
one. That telegram said, ‘rendezvous at San Rodrigo.’ Well, 
that river’s the San Rodrigo. That’s why 1 decided to stop 
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here to eat. I could see de los Reyes was getting edgy, and 
wanted to see what he’d do.” 

“You think those men are waiting for him?” 

“They sure weren’t sitting around just enjoying the scenery. 
They've got soldiers patrolling these hills and the river, I 
agree, but they’re few and far between, and usually not more 
than two or three at a time at the most. I got a glimpse of 
close to a hundred or more men down there.” 

Paul frowned as Lenore listened closely to their conversa- 
tion. “What do you think it’s all about, Judah?” he asked. 

“I think maybe we're in the middle of a rat’s nest, my 
friend,” he said quietly. “And I don’t think I like it.” 

Lenore’s stomach began to churn as she looked at the 
beans on her plate, then glanced at Judah. “What do you 
mean, a rat’s nest, Mr. Parsons?” she asked warily. 

Judah’s frown deepened. “I mean I think we’re leading 
President Diaz’s secret police right into El Verdugo’s strong- 
hold, and we're going to be right in the middle.” 

She grimaced. “Who is this El Verdugo anyway?” she 
asked. “T’ve heard all of you mention him before.” 

Judah explained. 

“Then why don’t we go back?” she asked when he’d fin- 
ished. 

He glanced at Paul. “Are those your sentiments too, my 
friend?” 

Paul’s jaw tightened. “We came after Gigi.” He looked 
quickly at Lenore. “I won’t leave until we know she’s safe.” 

“Paul, be sensible,” she said, trying to keep her voice down 
in case André was within earshot. “We can’t get mixed up in 
this.” 

“We're already in it, Lenore,” he retorted. “You don’t 
think they’re going to let us just leave, do you?” 

“But—” 

“There’s only one thing I don’t understand,” said Judah, 
contemplating. Paul questioned him with his eyes. “de los 
Reyes sent that telegram yesterday afternoon, late,” Judah ex- 
plained. “Now, I can see if a few soldiers showed up from 
Piedras Negras across the river from Eagle Pass, maybe ten 
or twelve, but I could bet that was a whole platoon I saw 
down on that road. They had to have been close by waiting 
for orders. They could never have ridden up from Monterrey 
or anywhere else in so short a time. And if they were waiting 
here, what were they waiting for? Why were they going to 
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rendezvous with de los Reyes in the first place? He was com- 
ing to Mexico to get married, not fight El Verdugo.” He 
looked at Paul intently. “There are too many questions, my 
friend, without any answers.” 

Paul stared at the plate of beans in front of him as he 
thought over what Judah had said. Judah was right. Why had 
André planned to meet those soldiers? And why was he being 
so secretive about it? The whole thing smelled. He set his 
plate down and stood up, walking in the direction André had 
ridden out. The land was rocky here, with scrub mesquite 
clinging to the sides of the hill. 

He moved cautiously across the dry, rock-strewn ground, 
climbing away from them, up the hill quite a distance, work- 
ing his way until he looked back and had a clear view of the 
road below. He stood for a long time, partially hidden by 
some bushes, and watched the activity below. Every muscle 
in his body was taut as he shaded his eyes, watching, the 
newly acquired tan on his face creasing deep wrinkles into his 
forehead. 

Finally, after a quarter of an hour, he broke his stance and 
climbed down from the small ridge he was on and joined 
Lenore and Judah again at the fire. They'd been quietly 
watching him, and it was Judah who asked the question 
they’d been waiting to hear the answer to, “What’s happen- 
ing?” 

Paul’s eyes narrowed as he spoke. “He’s on his way back 
with the whole damn lot of them,” he said. 

Lenore stood up quickly, brushing the dirt from her riding 
skirt. “Paul, let’s get out. of here,” she said hurriedly. “I don’t 
like it.” 

“It’s too late,” he said. “Ask Judah. He'll tell you we 
wouldn’t have a chance of getting away.” 

Judah finished the beans on his tin plate. Lenore cringed, 
watching him as he wiped it clean with some sandy soil and a 
rag, since water was scarce. “Paul’s right,” he said, standing 
up, walking over to put the dish away on the packhorse. 
“Besides,” he went on, “if we slipped out of here, we'd never 
find out what that sneaky Mexican’s up to, now, would we?” 

Lenore didn’t care. She was already tired of riding. Her 
‘muscles were stiff and sore, her seat tender, and she felt filthy 
from head to foot. Even when she licked her lips she could 
feel dirt and grit, and it got inside her mouth, crunching 
against her teeth, She argued heatedly with Paul about the fu- 
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tility of the whole trip, and it wasn’t until he reminded her, 
with little sympathy, that he’d told her not to come that she 
shut her mouth stubbornly and left him be. 

Seconds after the last heated words passed between them, 
André rode back through the break in the rocks, followed 
closely by a number of men. All of the soldiers couldn't ride 
comfortably into the clearing on the side of the hill. Most of 
them were strung out in single file halfway down the trail. 
However, two men rode forward with André. One was a tall, 
thin Mexican with sharp features and eyes that snapped 
alertly, missing nothing. The other was a man of medium 
height, stocky, with a fairly good-sized paunch that hung over 
his gunbelt. He had a large mustache, heavy jowls, and slow 
eyes that looked things over very carefully before moving on. 

“We're in luck,” said André as he alighted from the saddle, 

followed by the two officers. “I ran into Colonel Alvarez and 
his men down near the main road. He told me they’ve been 
searching the hills for days trying to find El Verdugo, and 
when I heard that, naturally I offered to help.” He introduced 
them around, and when he did, Paul felt his stomach swirl 
apprehensively. The Mexican André was casually introducing 
to them as Colonel Alvarez was the man who’d stopped at 
Mrs. Thornapple’s shortly after the train wreck and ques- 
tioned both her and the constable about a young woman of 
Gigi’s description. He wondered just what the hell was going 
on. 
Paul glanced quickly at Judah, who returned his glance, 
winking furtively; then Judah looked at André. “Help how?” 
he asked after acknowledging the introduction but refusing to 
shake hands. 

“Why, sefior, we’ve been following El Verdugo’s men for 
miles,” André said, surprised that Judah hadn’t understood. 
“I thought since there are only three of us, it would be wise 
to have help, and since the trail we’re following is tangible 
and will no doubt lead us to the man’s main encampment, it 
would be smart to offer our services. The colonel and his men 
have been roaming the hills for days looking for some sign of 
the man.” 

Judah glanced at Colonel Alvarez, looking him over thor- 
oughly, then let his eyes linger on the men who followed*him. 
Actually, if he. didn’t know better, he could believe it, None 
of them looked smart enough to pick up the trail of anything. 
Except for the two officers, Colonel Alvarez and the one 
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André introduced as Lieutenant Ramén Chavez, the soldiers 
looked like what they were, an assortment of farmers and 
peons conscripted against their will into the military by the 
Mexican government. They looked ill-trained and unaccus- 
tomed to fighting. No wonder El Verdugo had remained hid- 
den for so long. 

Judah felt Paul’s questioning eyes on him, but had to play 
the game anyway, hoping Paul would understand and hold 
off any objections he might have until later. “I don’t rightly 
mind them comin’ along,” he said slowly, his Texas drawl a 
little more pronounced than usual. “But I can’t guarantee he’s 
goin’ to find El Verdugo at the end of the trail. I never took 
time to learn that Spanish of yours, Sefior de los Reyes, so 
make sure your colonel knows what we're doin’. We're goin’ 
after the girl, remember, and that’s all we're doin’. If we 
reach her before they reach El Verdugo’s hideout, that’s as 
far as I go.” 

André’s eyes narrowed slightly as he studied the man. Was 
he hedging or was he simply stating fact? He nodded. “I 
think the colonel understands.” He turned to Colonel Al- 
varez. “Esté bien, satisfactorio, Coronel?” 

The colonel nodded. “sé.” Then he spoke to André at 
length in Spanish while all three Americans showed ignorance 
of what was being said. 

Lenore and Paul didn’t have to pretend. They knew very 
little Spanish except “hello” and “good-bye,” but Judah had 
all he could do to keep his expression impassive as he lis- 
tened. Paul knew Judah had been lying when he’d told André 
he didn’t know Spanish, and now he watched Judah’s face as 
André and the colonel talked. Only his eyes revealed that he 
knew what the two men were saying, and Paul suddenly un- 
derstood why he feigned ignorance. Judah acted quite non- 
chalant and strolled over to the fire, kicking sandy soil onto 
the flames, putting it out, but making sure he stayed within 
earshot of the two men. Paul watched him furtively. 

When the fire was out and the men through talking, Judah 
picked up the rest of the tin plates and cups, cleaned them off 
as he had his own, then bundled them back onto the pack- 
horse. This done, he turned to Paul, who was checking out 
ee on Lenore’s horse. “Are you ready to ride?” he 
as 
Paul nodded, helping Lenore into the saddle, then mounted 
his own horse quickly. André, the colonel, and Ramén fol- 
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lowed suit. Minutes later, as they wound their way up the 
side of the hill, then over the top and down the other side, 
moving along overgrown trails that Judah seemingly discov- 
ered out of nowhere, Paul wondered what the hell this whole 
thing was all about and what Judah might have heard that re- 
flected so ominously in his eyes. But he’d have to be patient. 
Judah would tell him in his own good time. 

The late-afternoon sun was hot as they rode along, and 
Lenore could feel the perspiration trickling between her 
breasts, making her clothes stick to her, and the sunburn on 
the end of her nose was beginning to hurt. She didn’t dare 
complain, though, since she’d insisted on coming. She pritted 
her teeth as her rear end hit the saddle again, and she bit back 
the pain. She should have done more riding in New York, in- 
stead of lying in bed in the mornings; then at least she’d have 
been used to it. 

She glanced over at Paul. He was so determined. Well, at 
least she had one consolation. Even when they did find Gigi, 
there was nothing he could do but turn her over to André, 
unless he wanted to create one of the worst scandals of the 
century, and she knew that wasn’t Paul’s way. She smiled 
smugly, hating every mile they covered, yet glad she was go- 
ing to be on hand when Paul told Gigi it was over. Her 
smiled broadened as she glanced back at the soldiers follow- 
ing along the trail. It was almost a surety that with them 
along there’d be shooting when they finally reached the out- 
laws, and stray bullets were often known to pick their targets 
indiscriminately. Wouldn’t it be sheer luck if Gigi caught a 
bullet? Then she’d be out of their lives forever. Lenore 
gripped the reins tightly and spurred her horse faster to catch 
up to André, who was following directly behind Judah, Was 
it too much to hope for? she wondered. 

Paul watched Lenore ahead of him on her horse. He knew ~ 
she was in misery, but she was stubborn. She looked well in 
the saddle, even under those circumstances. Tall and stat- 
uesque. But her fair skin was taking brutal punishment, and 
he saw her pull the broad-brimmed hat she was wearing far- 
ther down in front to cover the tip of her nose where it had 
burned red. 

It seemed strange to think she was carrying his child. He 
stared at her back, watching the easy way she was letting the 
saddle hit her rear. He bet she was sore. Served her right. 
Then he took it back. No! He shouldn’t think that way. What 
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if the ride was too much and she lost the baby—how would 
he feel then? Damn her! Why had he asked her to marry him 
anyway? He had nobody to blame but himself, so he might as 
well accept his fate. He scowled, fighting vainly with his con- 
science, his eyes moving past his wife to André, riding ahead 
of her. 

André kept his eyes on Judah, moving slowly along the 
trail, following the tracks of the outlaws. With each mile, 
they were heading deeper into the foothills of the sierras, and 
the going became rougher. At times Judah had to leave the 
saddle and check the terrain when the trail moved over bare 
rock. 

At first André had been irritated because Judah had 
pushed his way into Paul’s confidence, but now he was glad. 
André was a military man. So were Alvarez and Chavez, and 
not one man with the troops could have followed the trail 
Judah Parsons was following. He’d been heartsick when Paul 
told him Gigi had been kidnapped, but now maybe it was go- 
ing to be a blessing in disguise. For years the patrols had 
tried to locate El Verdugo’s main camp. Now, with Judah’s 
help, they were going to walk right in. Sefior Rubio would be 
delighted. This was even better than originally planned. There 
would be no guesswork, no wondering. It would be just a 
matter of strength, and the strength was on his side. He had 
almost a hundred men with him, and enough arms to blow El 
Verdugo sky-high. He smiled, pleased with himself as he 
pulled his eyes from Judah, looking back at the packhorses 
and long line of soldiers threading their way along the trail. 


Judah stretched as he straightened from the fire. They had 
camped in an arroyo with steep hills on each side, guards 
posted at intervals. He stood for a minute watching the 
guards as they rested at ease, looking about. The sun had fi- 
nally dipped beyond the horizon, but it was still light enough 
to see fairly well. 

Ever since they’d set up camp, he’d been waiting for an 
opportunity to talk to Paul alone. Now it looked like he was 
going to get his chance as Paul sauntered over, leaving 
Lenore and André to finish the conversation the three of 
them had been having. 

“Any idea how close we might be?” Paul asked Judah as 
he stepped up beside him. 

Judah shrugged. “Nope, except our trio seems to be mov- 
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ing faster now. Might mean they’re getting closer.” He turned 
abruptly, his eyes locking with Paul’s. “There’s somethin’ I 
got to tell you, Paul, that you ain’t goin’ to like,” he said as 
his eyes hardened. “And when I tell you,” he went on, “you 
got to try to act like I ain’t tellin’ you nothin’ more excitin’ 
than the time of day. Understand?” 

Paul nodded. 

“Okay.” Judah took a deep breath, then began again. 
“That fancy dude de los Reyes ain’t what he’s supposed to 
be,” he said slowly. 

Paul frowned, his eyes boring into Judah’s. “My father had 
him checked out.” 

“Somebody was covering for him. He’s a major in Rubio’s 
Bravi, those secret police I was telling you about,” he ex- 
plained. “Colonel Alvarez is Mexican Army, Lieutenant 
Chavez is his aide. I've listened to them talking off and on all 
afternoon. De los Reyes was sent to the United States to kid- 
nap the daughter of El Verdugo.” 

“Daughter?” Paul looked momentarily shocked, and Judah 
cautioned him to take it easy and not look so surprised, then 
went on, 

“Seems his daughter spent the past ten years at the convent 
of the Sisters of the Sacred Heart of Jesus near Elm Creek, 
but when de los Reyes sent Alvarez to the convent to locate 
her, she’d left. Somehow they got wind she was headed for 
New York.” He stopped, his eyes searching Paul’s. “Does 
that give you any ideas, Paul?” he asked. 

Paul frowned, trying to fit the pieces together. “Gigi?” he 
asked hesitantly. 

“The woman we're following, the one calling herself Gigi 
Rouvier, is really the daughter of one of Diaz’s ex-generals, 
Maximilian d’Alessandro, otherwise known as El Verdugo, 
the Executioner. Her name is Gia Maria d’Alessandro.” 

“But where does the real Gigi Rouvier come into it?” 

“That's what I haven’t found out yet,” he said, and 
glanced toward André. “But maybe I'll learn that too before 
this is over.” 

“What do you think is going to happen, Judah?” he asked 
anxiously. 

Judah sighed. “I wish I knew.” 

“We can’t let them attack that camp, you know that,” he 
said. “Gigi could get killed.” 

“You mean Gia.” Judah nodded, “I know. I have no love 
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for Dfaz and his regime, and I’m in sympathy with these 
men in the hills—they’re fighting for a good cause-—but I 
also know that de los Reyes is smart enough to know if I 
tried to double-cross him by leading him on a wild-goose 
chase, At least now.” 

“What do you have in mind?” 

Judah turned, heading toward his horse, untying his bed- 
roll, and Paul followed. They were still far enough away 
from André or any of the soldiers to be heard. 

“I’ve got a plan,” he said furtively. “Don’t know if itil 
work or not, but we can’t afford not to try it.” 

“Go on.” Paul pretended to relax, watching the soldiers but 
lounging about as if be and Judah were merely passing the 
time of day. : 

“Well, I figure we’re moving much slower than our quarry 
is, with all these men,” he said, motioning with his head 
toward the soldiers. “Now, it’s logical Gia and the two men 
with her will reach El Verdugo’s camp before we do, and it’s 
also logical that they'll have guards watching to signal our 
approach, If I can catch any of those signals, I might be able 
to know when we’re getting close. If not, they'll let us know. 
I’m sure they ain’t goin’ to let us just walk right in.” He 
glanced around quickly to make sure no one was close 
enough to overhear. “I thought when we got close enough, 
maybe once these toy soldiers get set for whatever they’re 
planning to do, when nightfall comes, we'd sort of slip off to 
El Verdugo’s camp and have a little parley with him and find 
out how the young lady’s doin’.” 

“You think he’s going to be happy, us leading them in?” 
asked Paul as he looked again toward the soldiers. 

Judah shrugged. “That’s the chance we have to take. 
Besides, maybe the young lady we're goin’ to see will put in 
a good word for us, since she’s obviously his daughter.” 

“Then what?” asked Paul. 

“Then, my friend, we decide whose side we’re going to be 
on. Theirs. . .” He glanced at the soldiers again. “His . . on 
He looked off toward the mountains ahead. “Or ours.” 

“What do you mean, ours?” 

“I’m hoping our side can sneak away when and if the fight- 
ing starts. I’ve been takin’ inventory. We’ve been movin’ 
northwest for the past four or five hours. We're somewhere in 
the Serranias del Burro. Now, if he’s holed up where I think 
he’s holed up, it’s only about fifty miles from the Big Bend, 
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maybe less. That means only fifty miles from the border in- 
stead of the almost hundred we've already gone. We won’t be 
anywhere near Eagle Pass, but we'll be just downriver from 
the Boquillas Canyon, and I don’t think de los Reyes’ men’ll 
follow us into American territory.” 

“If they do?” 

“That’s the chance we'll have to take.” 

“When do we make our move?” 

“PH let you know.” He glanced across the camp to where 
Lenore was sitting staring into the fire Judah had started for 
them to cook supper over. “Only one thing’s botherin’ me, 
Paul,” he complained. “What about your wife? I don’t think 
she’s goin’ to like the idea of ridin’ into the outlaw camp.” 

Paul frowned, his eyes moving to watch Lenore. Judah was 
right, Lenore would refuse to go. Unless . . . “Suppose we 
don’t tell her where we're going,” he said cautiously, looking 
back to Judah. “Suppose we wait until it’s time to leave, then 
Til try to think of some explanation. Maybe il tell her we’re 
giving up, that we discovered who Gigi is and there’s no need 
to worry about her anymore.” 

“You think she’ll believe you?” 

“We have to take her with us, so it’s the only thing we can 
do.” He glanced at Lenore once more. “I think she'll go. 
along with it. Especially if you try to convince her I’m telling 
the truth.” 

Judah smiled. “You think I can do a better job of convinc- 
ing her?” 

“Let’s put it this way,” said Paul, watching the curious 
look in Judah’s eyes. “I think she'll believe you quicker than 
she would me. As you probably noticed, we haven’t exactly 
been getting on too well.” 

“I noticed.” Judah frowned. “Anything I can do to help?” 

“Nope,” said Paul. “But thanks for the offer.” Paul 
straightened, stretching as André strolled toward them from 
the other side of camp. 

“T’ll let you know when,” said Judah quickly, then changed 
the subject, greeting André casually as he joined them. 


For the next three days they moved on slowly through the 
desolate countryside. The weather stayed hot, the land inhos- 
pitable. There were no signs of any villages—or even any 
other human beings, for that matter. Their only sign of any- 
one ever having been in the area was the tracks they were 
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following and an occasional abandoned mine—abandoned 
years before, when they’d played out. Even these were few, 
though, and were almost unrecognizable by the growth of 
brush around them. 

Now Paul began to understand why the land was so deso- 
late and uninhabited. They rode through deep arroyos where 
raging rivers once wound their endless. ways. They had dried 
up over the centuries and left nothing but sand, gravel, and 
dust in their wake. Then the group climbed up hills that grew 
into mountains as they moved farther into the sierras. Moun- 
tains covered with chaparral, pine, and firs that grew in spite 
of the rocky soil, leaving the palo verde, yucca, and century 
piant behind near the dry washes. And where there had once 
been water, willow and cottonwood trees shaded the 
saltbushes of the alkali sinks. The land changed so quickly 
with each elevation, sometimes bringing cool breezes among 
the firs, but always bringing incessant heat as the trail 
brought them slowly down once more into the arid sunbaked 
arroyos that could stretch for miles, with steep clifis on each 
side. 

It was near sundown the sixth day after they'd left Eagle 
Pass when Judah saw the telltale signal he was looking for up 
ahead. El Verdugo’s men were using mirrors to signal their 
approach, and he figured they had to be close. He slowed his 
pace, getting off his horse more often than usual to study the 
ground, wasting as much time as he could, until finally, about 
half an hour before dark, he told André it was getting too 
dark to see and they’d better make camp. 

He’d made it a habit every night to sleep as far from the 
soldiers and André as possible, having Paul and Lenore join 
him near his bedroll. And they’d also made it a habit to keep 
their horses saddled and tethered close by in case of any trou- 
ble, so André suspected nothing as Judah built the fire. They 
talked a little, and the evening moved along as usual; then ev- 
eryone began to settle down for the night. 

Judah unfastened his bedrolf as he stood next to Paul, his 
eyes furtively watching a group of soldiers not too far away. 
“Tonight’s the night,” he told Paul. ‘“‘That’s why I picked this 
spot to bed down.” 

Paul looked around. They were halfway up the side of a 
sloping hill that leveled off partway, then dropped again at a 
steep grade before reaching the flat ground below. Judah had. 
told André and his colonel that it would be cooler up here on 
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the side of the hill than near the radiating heat of the sandy 
arroyo below. 

Judah set his bedroll down close to the edge of the steep 
slope, then motioned for Paul to put his and Lenore’s bed- 
rolls beside him, Their horses were tethered not ten feet 
away. 

“So far, so good,” said Judah. “Now, warn your wife. Tell 
her I told you we're getting close to the outlaw camp and I 
don’t like what’s goin’ on. Tell her the story you thought up, 
and add that we're goin’ back down the trail we came up ear- 
lier today, where we'll be safe. I don’t think she'll know the 
difference in the dark, once we get started.” 

Paul nodded and ieft Judah, joining Lenore, who was 
standing by the fire alone. “Do you still want to get out of 
here?” he asked quickly, keeping his voice down. 

She stared at him, surprised. “Why?” 

“Don’t ask questions, just answer. Do you still want to go 
back to Eagle Pass?” 

She eyed him suspiciously. “And not go after Gigi?” 

“Shhh,” he cautioned her. “Keep your voice down. Do you 
want to go or don’t you?” 

“Why the sudden change of direction, Paul?” she asked. 
“You were willing to risk your life to go after her before.” 

“That was before I found out who she really is.” 

“Oh?” 

“I thought she was in danger, that the men who kidnapped 
her would harm her. Now I know they won't.” 

“What makes you so sure?” 

“She’s the daughter of El Verdugo. That’s why she was 
taken,” he explained. “They were only taking her to her fa- 
ther. She'll be safe, and there’s no reason for us to go on.” 

She eyed him skeptically. “You're lying.” 

“Why should I?” he half-whispered. “Now, look. I’m leav- 
ing. If you want to go with me, fine. If not, you can stay here 
and play the deserted wife for André and take a chance on 
getting shot. I don’t care.” 

“How did you find out about Gigi?” she asked. 

“Never mind how I found out, I just did,” he said angrily, 
still trying to keep his voice down. “Now, are you coming 
with me or not?” 

“You're sure you're not going to that outlaw’s camp to try 
to rescue her?” 
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He stared at her hard. “I told you she doesn’t need res- 
cuing.” 

She licked her lips, feeling the dust that still ching to them. 
It was such a long ride back. Yet... She gazed at Paul sus- 
piciously. It wasn’t like him to ride off and leave Gigi. “Why 
are you doing this?” she asked slowly. 

“Because it’s the sensible thing to do. As long as Gigi’s safe 
with her father, there’s no point in going on. We could all get 
shot. André will never be able to find the outlaw camp with- 
out Judah’s help, so if we leave, there won’t be any fighting. 
We'll be safe, Gigi will be safe, and nobody will have to 
worry about getting shot.” 

She frowned. “But André’s planning to marry Gigi.” 

“Lenore, look, André’s not planning to marry Gigi,” he 
said firmly. “I’ll explain the whole thing later. But for now, 
please, are you going with me or aren’t you?” 

She took a deep breath as she looked at him. “Was there 
ever any question, Paul?” she said confidently. “I don’t in- 
tend to let you out of my sight.” 

‘He exhaled. “Good,” he said, then cautioned her not to let 
on to André or the soldiers that anything was going on. “If 
you do, we'll never get. out of here alive,” he cautioned her. 
“They need Judah to find the outlaw camp for them.” Then 
he took her elbow, ushering her toward their bedrolls. 

The camp quieted down earlier than usual. Probably be- 
cause the weather had cooled considerably after sundown, 
making for comfortable sleeping. 

Lenore felt a shiver run through her as she lay next to 
Paul in her bedroll. She tried cuddling farther into it to get 
warmer, but still trembled. “Paul?” she whispered quietly, 
gazing over at him in the dark. “I’m cold, Paul.” 

He sighed, then held his arm out. She squirmed from her 
bedroll into his and cuddled close, savoring the warmth from 
him, and her trembling stopped. 

“['m glad you’ve come to your senses, Paul,” she said 
softly. “We'll have a good life together, you'll see.” She 
tucked a stray strand of hair into the coroneted braids that 
were still atop her head. Only twice since leaving Eagle Pass 
had she been able to take her hair down and brush it out, 
then rebraid it into long golden coils, putting them back on 
top of her head. The last time had been three days ago, so 
her hair was pretty unruly. It seemed like there was never 
enough time, and she was too tired even to attempt it again. 


HOLD BACK THE SUN 319 


And she hadn’t had a sponge bath for days, either, only man- 
aged a superficial wash each time they came to a stream or 
trickle of water. She felt dirty all over, yet at the moment she 
was content, because for the first time in days Paul hadn’t 
turned from her, “I’ve missed being close to you like this, 
Paul,” she said softly. 

He sighed. She felt warm against him, her supple, long- 
legged body molding against his intimately, A wave of revul- 
sion washed over him. He didn’t want to be with her, yet 
knew there was no way out. She was his wife, and in spite of 
everything, she wanted him to treat her like a wife, He forced 
himself to pull her closer, pretending an intimacy he neither 
felt comfortable with nor wanted to share. 

“Pm sorry, Lenore,” be whispered buskily, realizing there 
was no use dreaming or even wishing things could be differ- 
ent. Knowing there was no use fighting the years ahead. He 
could live those years arguing with her constantly, growing to 
hate her with every day of his imprisonment, or he could ac- 
cept the inevitable and try to make the most of a bad situa- 
tion. He didn’t want to hate her, As angry as he was over the 
situation, it hadn’t been her fault. She was going to have his 
child, had married him in good faith, She deserved better than 
what she was getting. At least he could do that much for her. 
He held her close, letting her face press against his neck, 
feeling her breath warm on his flesh. “I’m sorry for every- 
thing that’s happened,” he went on slowly. “And it'll never 
happen again. When all this is over, we'll go back to New 
York and the baby will be born and everything will be as it 
should be, As it was meant to be.” 

’ She kissed his neck. “Oh, Paul, I’m so glad.” She sighed. 
“And you'll forget about this ridiculous infatuation for... 
for her?” she asked. 

He swallowed hard. “It’s over,” he whispered softly. 

“Paul, kiss me,” she pleaded. 

He hesitated. 

“If it’s over, Paul, then kiss me,” she demanded again, her 
voice barely a whisper. 

Her face tilted up to his, and he hesitated again. Then 
slowly his arm tightened about her, pressing her closer,’ and 
his lips found hers and he kissed her long and hard while his 
heart was tearing to pieces inside him, and he knew it would 
always be like this. 

It was two hours before daylight when Judah nudged Paul 
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on the shoulder, making sure he was awake. Paul put his 
hand over Lenore’s mouth as he woke her, so she wasn’t 
startled at his touch, because she’d fallen asleep in his arms. 
She had tried to stay awake until it was time to leave, but af- 
ter a few passionate kisses she’d become warm and contented 
and had given in to her drowsiness. 

She stared at Paul, puzzled at first, then remembered what 
was going on and nodded. He released her and motioned 
with his head toward the horses. Judah was already standing 
beside his horse. 

There was no moon, the fire had died almost completely, 
and it was so dark you could barely see your hand in front of 
your face. Paul and Lenore worked quickly and quietly, roll- 
ing up their bedrolls, staying crouched low, hugging the 
ground, This done, they crept on all fours to where the horses 
were, Judah had untied all three and was waiting silently for 
them to join him. No one said a word, afraid their voices 
would carry in the cool night air. Paul tied Lenore’s bedroll 
down and fixed his own, then looked at Judah. 

Judah motioned with his hand for them to stand stock-still, 
then took one last quick look about the camp. Everything 
was still peaceful and quiet. The soldiers who were on guard 
had their backs to them, and everyone else was still asleep. A 
finger went to his lips, and he cautioned them about noise, 
then motioned them forward. They took their horses’ reins 
and took three or four steps cautiously, heading for the edge 
of the hill; then Judah glanced again quickly behind him. So 
far it was going well. They had only a few feet to go. They 
held their breath and continued walking, still leading the 
horses. When they reached the edge of the hill, Judah sighed. 
They were going to make it. 

He took one last careful look, then straightened and 
stepped over the edge, starting slowly down the incline with 
Lenore and her horse beside him and Paul on the other side 
of Lenore, Within minutes they'd dropped below the ridge 
above, where they were out of sight of the camp. Judah still 
moved cautiously, however, slowing some when the hill be- 
came a little steep, then moving faster when the footing was 
more sure, and Paul and Lenore kept up right beside him. 

Occasionally they scared up a small animal or had to go 
around a clump of bushes, but the hill was mostly bare of ob- 
stacles. Some ten minutes after leaving camp, Judah finally 
stopped, his heeled boots grating on the fine gravelly sand of 
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the arroyo, and he heaved a sigh. “Well, we made it,” he 
whispered softly. “So far, so good.” He motioned for them to 
get into the saddle, and Paul helped Lenore mount. 

By the time the sun reached the horizon, spreading a warm 
golden glow over the countryside, they were well on their 
way deeper into the arroyo, leaving behind them an encamp- 
ment that rang with André’s curses as he blamed the guards 
for their stupidity and vowed he’d never rest until the treach- 
erous gringos were once more in his hands. 


is 


Gia sat cross-legged on the hard cot, her eyes studying the 
man who sat going over some papers at a table on the other 
side of the large room that was furnished with crude hand- 
made furniture and Mexican ingenuity. It was early yet, the 
sun having risen less than an hour before. She leaned back 
against the adobe wall behind her, toying with the front of 
her old shirt as she stared at him. He was so different from 
the man she remembered. 

His hair had been black and wavy the last time she’d seen 
him, and had been meticulously groomed. Now it was pep- 
pered with sray, thick and bushy, falling carelessly to his col- 
lar, and the sideburns growing far down on his chin were 
joined by a huge mustache that almost hid his mouth. His 
dark eyes had once been enhanced by thick lashes that made 
them seem even larger, and so warm. Now they were adorned 
by crow’s-feet and sun-weathered wrinkles that narrowed 
them slightly and made them hard and cold. That night so 
long ago when he’d said good-bye to her he’d been wearing a 
beautiful suit of deep blue velvet with silver trim that made 
him look so handsome and elegant. Now he wore an old mili- 
tary uniform that had seen better days, his only adornment a 
six-shooter resting on his hip. Even his boots were creased 
and worn, the hat he usually wore grease-stained. 

She watched creases play across his brow as he studied the 
map before him, and she felt a tug at her heart. What had 
happened to him over the years? She’d arrived two days ago, 
and from the moment of her arrival she knew he’d changed 
in more than just appearance. Gone was the laughing, warm- 
hearted father she’d known in her youth. The handsome ca- 
ballero and dashing officer who'd kissed her good-bye that 
day and instructed her to go with Juan and Miguel had been 
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replaced by a bitter man whose heart was weary and whose 
head was filled with killing and vengeance. Oh, he had a 
cause, yes. She knew the plight of those under Porfirio Diaz 
only too well. The mother superior at the convent had made 
sure of that. His cause was just, but in accepting it he’d killed 
the man he’d once been, and a new one had been born. A 
savage man with a goal that made her shiver. He was no 
longer her father, he was El Verdugo, the Executioner, with 
blood on his hands, coarse curses on his lips, and a mistress 
who shared his bed. 

That was another thing hard to get used to. Her father had 
been every inch the gentleman and had adored her mother. 
Genia d’Alessandro had been such a lady. She'd been small, 
enchantingly lovely, with the same blue-green eyes that were 
now staring from Gia’s face, and after her death Maximilian 
d’Alessandro had mourned her heartbreakingly, vowing never 
to love again. What a shock it had been on her arrival to see 
Dolores hanging on his arm so possessively. Dolores was 
voluptuous and earthy, with dark flashing eyes, a generous 
mouth, uproaricusly hearty laughter, and a way of moving 
that was an open invitation to enjoy her wares. Her hair was 
long, black, and straight, jaw square, cheekbones prominent, 
and she had large work-worn hands. Yet Maximilian 
d’Alessandro treated her with an intimacy that shocked Gia, 
Miguel and Juan should have warned her, but they’d said 
nothing. Now Gia stared at her father, wishing the years 
could be rolled back and life could be different for them 
both. 

. She turned abruptly as Dolores came in, chattering angrily 
about something one of the other women had done. There 
were always camp followers, and El Verdugo’s camp was no 
different. 

Gia watched them together. Watched the intent look on 
her father’s face as he listened to Dolores’ complaint, then 
saw his eyes soften as he talked to her, trying to soothe her 
ruffied feathers. His arm went about her waist and he looked 
up at her with an appreciative glint in his eyes. t wasn’t a 
look of love, but a look of need. An intimate look that’told 
Dolores she belonged to him. Gia was expecting to be asked 
to go for a walk any moment now. 

She smiled cynically to herself. A year ago she’d have been 
innocent of the look that passed between her father and Do< 
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lores. Now, she not only recognized it but also understood it, 
and a deep restless ache settled in her loins as she remem- 
bered Paul’s lovemaking. She straightened, starting to move 
toward the door voluntarily so they wouldn’t have to ask her 
to leave, but her father stopped her. 

“Where’re you going, little one?” he asked gruffly in Span- 


ish. 

She hesitated, then turned back to face them, answering 
him in the same language. “I was going to go for a short 
walk,” she said quietly. “I get tired of sitting here doing noth- 
ing.” 
He laughed. “I think you were going to be discreet. Am I 
mistaken?” he asked, and saw her flush. “Come here, child,” 
he commanded, but she stood -her ground. 

“I’m not a child anymore, Father,” she said. 

His eyes roamed over her. No, she was right, she wasn’t a 
child anymore. His gaze rested on the full breasts barely 
concealed beneath the plunging neckline, moving down, tak-. 
ing in the vague outline of the hips beneath the baggy pants 
she had on; then he looked intently at her face. She was the 
image of her mother, and his heart turned over inside him, 
‘Those days were so long ago, A tear threatened at the corner 
of his eyes. 

“No, querida,” he said huskily, his voice deep with emotion 
as he remembered the past. “You're not a child anymore,” 
and his arm tightened about Dolores’ waist, but before he 
could say more, a noise out front distracted them and all 
three stared toward the door. 

Gia backed up, returning to the cot as Miguel hurried into 
the room. “Jefe! he cried as he burst io, then apologized 
quickly for not having knocked first. 

“Miguel, it’s all right,” Maximilian said to his old friend. 
“It’s all right, just tell us what it is,” he said. 

Miguel took a deep breath. “The men are bringing some 
people in,” he answered excitedly. “They’re almost here.” 

Maximilian d’Alessandro’s arm dropped from about Do- 
lores’ waist and she moved away from him as he shot to his 
feet. “Where are they now?” he snapped. 

“About a quarter-mile off, coming down the hill.” 

El Verdugo hitched his gunbelt higher on his hip, his hand 
caressing the butt of his six-shooter. “I'll meet them outside,” 
he said, then turned to Dolores. “It’s a long time since we've 
had strangers here,” he said. “Tell the women to stay under 
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cover until I give the word.” He looked back at Miguel. “Sig- 
nal the men,” he said, then turned his attention to Gia as 
Miguel left. “You'll stay here,” he commanded sternly, his 
dark eyes flashing. 

She nodded, then moved to the window of the adobe, pull- 
ing back a corner of the rough dark green cloth that covered 
it so she could see out. She watched as her father joined his 
men and they stood waiting for the arrivals, 


Paul stared down into the valley ahead of them, Unlike the 
dried-up arroyos they’d been moving through for the early 
part of the morning, the valley they'd entered was greener 
and more fertile, with a stream running through it, fed by a 
natural spring. They’d moved up out of the last arroyo and 
climbed some distance, then ridden through a rocky pass and 
begun to drop to the valley, and he realized it was part of the 
mountain itself. It was a dimple in the mountain’s surface, 
which, although nothing like the mountain valleys of the east, 
could be considered lush next to its surroundings. 

_ It wasn’t this, however, that made him gawk as they rode 
down into the valley, led by the two bandits who had accost- 
ed them about an hour earlier. It was the fact that men had 
begun to emerge from everywhere. They were only small 
moving blurs at first when he’d seen them from a distance, 
but as they left the ridge that circled the valley and drew 
closer, he began to make out their features, and it was then 
he realized where they were coming from, and he stared in 
awe, as did Lenore and Judah. ; 

From above, as they'd descended down the slope, the val- 
ley had looked like any other valley. A little less sand and 
rock and much greener in places, but that was all. Now, here, 
riding into its midst, Paul could only marvel at what had 
been done. No wonder no one had ever found El Verdugo. 

The adobe buildings that housed the outlaw’s men, the 
barns and sheds that hid his horses and equipment, were all 
hidden beneath the rocks and greenery that lay on the valley 
floor, Dirt and stones had been carried to the rooftops and 
piled against the outside walls of every building, and bushes 
had been planted there. Now, years later, vegetation covered 
almost everything, making natural caves of the buildings. 
From a distance it was completely concealed, Now, up close, 
Paul shook his head in amazement. 

He nudged his horse in the ribs as he moved up beside 
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Judah at the insistence of one of their guides, and Lenore fol- 
lowed suit, so the three were riding abreast of each other, 
with Judah at Paul’s left and Lenore at his right, the bandits 
one ahead and one behind. 

There was a small clearing up ahead, grasses giving way to 
some sandy soil. Paul could see that the area was used more, 
the grasses worn, paths here and there, but these smaller de- 
tails had been undetectable from above. As he watched, the 
men in the clearing ahead moved aside, and one man walked 
toward them, his stride confident, stature solid, unyielding. 

He yelled something in Spanish, and the men escorting 
them motioned for them to stop. Paul reined up, leaning 
toward Lenore’s horse, calming the animal, which seemed to 
sense her upset and was jittery as she tried to bring him to a 
halt. 

Lenore had thrown a fit when the bandits pounced on 
them, and she’d accused Paul of maneuvering the whole 
thing. “You knew we were going the wrong way, didn’t youl” 
she'd yelled at him. “You did it on purpose. I know you. You 
had to see her! You just had to see her!” She’d straightened 
then, realizing Judah was witness to her outburst, and her 
yoice lowered, more controlled. “Well, you can see her all 
you want, Paul,” she’d said through clenched teeth. “But ['m 
still holding you to your promise, do you understand?” 

He'd looked directly into her eyes, his own eyes smolder- 


£. 

“J mean it,” she’d repeated viciously. 

“T know. I said before, I won’t ever leave you and the 
baby, Lenore. I promise.” His voice was flat, stilted. “We 
only want to make sure Gigi’s going to be safe with André 
and his men out there,” and as the outlaws brought them the 
rest of the way into the valley, he'd finally explained to her 
who André was and why they couldn’t just run off. 

Lenore was still upset, but she’d listened; now she stared 
angrily at Paul as he helped quiet her mount. 

Maximilian stood directly in front of Judah’s horse, legs 
apart, feet planted firmly, and stared up at him. He spoke in 
Spanish, and Judah answered, while Paul and Lenore 
watched. Then the man, known to Paul as El Verdugo, 
turned to him and chose his words carefully. His English was 
quite good, although heavily accented. “You're Sefior Larra- 
bee?” he asked. 

Paul nodded. 
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“Then it’s you to whom I owe much for the care of my 
daughter, am I right?” he asked. 

Paul shook his head. “To my father,” he answered. 

“Ah, si.” El Verdugo smiled, white teeth glistening be- 
neath his huge mustache. “Then I welcome his son to my 
camp.” He raised his hand to shake Paul’s, but Paul stared at 
him, embarrassed, 

“But, sefior ...” he began and turned to Judah hesitantly. 
“Judah, didn’t you tell him about the soldiers?” he asked. 

El Verdugo’s smile faded, but he still extended his hand to 
Paul, moving it even closer to Paul to take. “Si, he told me 
about the soldados,” he said firmly, still holding his hand out. 
“But that doesn’t mean J can’t welcome you. You didn’t 
bring them here because you wanted to.” 

Paul relented and grasped the man’s hand. It was strong, 
firm, and his eyes missed nothing. 

“T think perhaps I’m as much to blame for the soldados 
-being here as you, mi amigo,” he said. “It was I who had 
Juan and Miguel bring Gia here. It was my men who left the 
trail that brought you here. So I too am to blame. If I hadn’t 
brought her here. . .” He shrugged. 

“If you hadn’t brought her here, she’d be in the hands of 
Major de los Reyes’ men by now and things could’ve been far 
worse for you and her,” Judah reminded him. 

El Verdugo nodded. “Si, you’re right, sefior,” he said. 
“That’s why I blame no one. At least here, both she and I 
have a chance.” 

“How is she?” asked Paul. 

_“She’s fine,” he said, straightening proudly. “She’s been 
here two days, and already she’s becoming one of us.” 

Paul frowned. Gigi a bandit? His frown deepened, and 
suddenly Maximilian understood. 

“Ah, st, I understand,” he said, staring at Paul. “But my 
Gia knows who she is now,” he said, trying to put Paul’s 
fears to rest. “She knows she’s not your sister now, Sefior 
Larrabee,” he said. He glanced at Lenore. “Isn’t it marvelous 
she remembers everything?” he went on. “And she’s told me 
she wants to forget all about New York, that she’s happy 
here with me in her own land.” - 

“And if the soldiers attack?” asked Paul. * 

El Verdugo’s face hardened, his eyes blazing hotly. “Then 
my men will make short work of them,” he snapped. 

“I hate to sound pessimistic, sefior,” said Judah, interrupt- 


328 June Lund Shiplett 


ing him. “But de los Reyes has a whole platoon of men out 
there, and I’ve a sneaking feelin’ he’s learned enough on this 
trip to maybe follow our tracks right on in here, It was dark 
when we left his camp, and we didn’t get a chance to cover 
our tracks.” 

This time El Verdugo didn’t look quite so sure. “Til send 
some men out to hit and run, try to divert them,” he said 
seriously. He scowled. “If they should find their way here, 
sefior, then I’m afraid we’re in more trouble than I thought, 
if he does have a whole platoon. I’m not at full strength, most. 
of the men are out on raids.” He straightened. “But all isn’t 
lost,” he said optimistically. “The battle’s never over until the 
last shot’s fired, and there’s every possibility they won't find 
us. Now,” he addressed them all, “if you'll leave the horses to 
my men, I’m sure Gia’ll be glad to see all of you.” 

Gia had been watching from the window, and the sight of 
Paul had set her heart racing. He couldn’t be here! Not here 
in the middle of nowbere. Not Paul! She watched him talking 
to her father, hoping in one way her father would send them 
all away so she wouldn’t have to talk to him again, yet wish- 
ing she could hear his deep, rich voice just once more. Then 
she saw them dismount and knew her wish had been granted. 
She stood still, watching them approach, then bit her lip as 
her father called for her to come out. 

She dropped the corner of the curtain that covered the 
window and straightened, smoothing the neckline of her shirt, 
hitching up the oversize pants. She licked her hand and 
wiped a dark hair back into place off her forehead. She'd 
combed her hair when she'd first gotten out of bed this morn- 
ing, but it was always unruly, She looked a mess. Oh, well, it 
was now or never. 

Her head was high, eyes squinting slightly from the bright 
sunlight as she stepped from the camouflaged adobe hut. She 
walked slowly, her moccasins moving easily on the dusty 
path, Her eyes avoided them, and she used one hand to shade 
them, but knew it wouldn’t do any good; sooner or later she’d 
have to focus on something, on Paul, and the pain would 
come, 

She stopped, staring at the ground, then slowly looked up. 
It was no use. She couldn’t avoid it. Her eyes locked with 
Paul’s and she inhaled, a shock running through her, weaken- 
ing her knees. 

Maximilian saw the strange, passionate look in his daugh- 
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ter’s brilliant blue-green eyes as she looked at this man who 
only a few days ago she’d thought was her brother, and he 
cringed. It was the look her mother, Genia, had given him so. 
often. A look of love so savagely passionate the air seemed 
charged with electricity, and as he gazed at Paul, he could 
see he was returning the look with the same vibrant emotion. 

He laughed, trying to ease the situation, realizing now why 
Gia had avoided talking about her stay in New York. Why 
she’d wanted to forget it. Then his eyes moved to the tall 
blond woman standing beside Paul Larrabee. His wife! Max- 
imilian d’Alessandro tried to save the moment for his daugh- 
ter, and his arm went about her shoulder protectively, helping 
her break the hold Paul’s eyes had on her. “Here, I told you 
she’s fine,” he said affectionately. “And see...” He gestured 
to her clothes. “She’s already one of us.” 

Lenore watched the flush on Gigi’s face deepen. Only she 
wasn’t Gigi. She wasn’t Paul’s sister. What was it that outlaw 
called her? Gia? Her name was Gia, and Paul was looking at 
her as if he could devour her, as if she were the only other 
person on the face of the earth. Lenore clenched her jaw rig- 
idly as El Verdugo invited them all into his quarters. 

The adobe was large inside, and cool because of the cave- 
like atmosphere the camouflage gave it. Gia moved over to 
her cot on the far wall and sat down, feeling Paul’s eyes on 
her, pulling her legs up beneath her because they wouldn’t 
reach the floor if she sat on the edge of the bed. She avoided 
looking at Paul, and instead watched quietly as Dolores 
moved about the room finding chairs for everyone; then Gia 
frowned as Lenore, who was about to sit down, suddenly 
gasped loudly, a hand moving automatically to her abdomen. 

Lenore held her breath, grinding her teeth as a sharp pain 
coursed through her, cramping her insides, and Paul drew his 
eyes quickly from their conquest of Gia and let them settle 
on his wife. “What is it?” he asked, seeing her flinch. 

She shook her head. “I don’t know. I... J had a few 
small pains earlier, shortly after we started down the hill,” 
she gasped breathlessly. “But not this bad.” 

“My wife’s pregnant,” said Paul, explaining to everyone, 
“Do you suppose .. . ?” He addressed El Verdugo. “Is there 
a place she could lie down?” - 

Dolores came to Lenore’s side and put an arm about her, 
trying to help. “Til take her into our bedroom,” she said, 
glancing at Maximilian, who nodded his approval; then she 
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turned Lenore toward a curtain hanging over a doorway at 
one end of the hut. 

Lenore started to move slowly, as if every movement was 
painful, and her face revealed the agony she was in. Paul 
watched, but only for a brief second; then he walked over, 
picked her up, and Dolores held the curtain aside while he 
carried her into the other room and laid her on the bed. 

Four hours later, Lenore, with Dolores at her side and Gia 
helping, lost the baby she had wanted so badly, while outside 
the adobe hut, in the surrounding hills, Major de los Reyes, 
his soldiers following close behind, stumbled onto one of the 
secret passes that led to the hidden valley. 

At first André didn’t see it. He’d been following the tracks 
of the horses since daylight, then lost them in a rough area 
where there was an abundance of gravel and rocks. He prob- 
ably wouldn’t have seen it then either if it hadn’t been for the 
button. He’d been riding back and forth for some ten 
minutes, trying to figure out which way they could have gone. 

He had tracked men before, but not like this. This kind of 
tracking, in these hills, was the kind a man like Judah Par- 
sons thrived on. It took an expert, and even then he’d have 
trouble. André had never realized the good job Judah had 
been doing until now. Damn the man anyway! He should 
have known they were up to something. The way they were 
acting, keeping to themselves, letting conversations die when 
he came around. And now the three of them had been joined 
by two more horses. Probably guards from El Verdugo’s 
camp. 

Could they have discovered who he really was or who Gia 
really was? This whole thing was becoming impossible, and 
would all have been so simple if that puta Gigi Rouvier 
hadn’t died and decided to send her daughter to New York. 
If she hadn’t died, Gia wouldn’t have decided to go with her 
cousin, she would have stayed at the convent and been there 
when Colonel Alvarez and Ramén went after her, and it 
would have been such a simple task to get her across the bor- 
der. By now they'd have had El Verdugo in their hands, 
André would have had Gia all to himself, and this whole 
mess would have been over. Instead, everything was getting 
botched up. . 

He dismounted and dropped the reins, gazing about, look- 
ing for something, anything. Then he saw it, something shin- 
ing, the sun glinting off it as he moved his head. He stepped 
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forward and bent down, then grimaced. It was one of the 
buttons off the brown jacket Lenore was wearing. The jacket 
to her riding suit had a double row of tiny gold buttons down 
the front, and she had evidently lost one. He glanced about, 
noticing a few broken twigs on a small scrub oak near two 
huge boulders, then realized there was a large space between 
the boulders. He glanced down, then knelt, examining the 
ground carefully, seeing the faint outline of hoofprints in the 
dirt. 

He straightened, walking back to his horse, then mounted 
quickly, signaling to the colonel and Ramén to get the men, 
and within minutes they were moving through the wide crev- 
ice behind the bushes, Once the branches of the scrub oak 
had been pulled aside, the space between the boulders was 
even wider than it had first looked, and the men could easily 
ride through two at a time. André never would have found it 
if it hadn’t been for the button, and he smiled as he watched 
the men spreading out behind him, wondering if El Verdugo’s 
men had alerted him yet. He was sure they must have been 
watching, because they had been harassing the line of soldiers 
off and on all morning. 

That was another thing. To the untrained eye, the land he 
saw below him now that he’d reached the other side of the 
pass would have been nothing more than an innocent-looking 
valley hidden away in this mostly arid land. But to the ex- 
perienced eye of a soldier, one with military training, it took 
only a short time to realize that the brush-and-rock-covered 
hills in the valley below were not just haphazardly formed by 
nature, but were set at intervals exactly like those found in 
military forts. And it didn’t take long for his trained eye to 
notice that the supposed wild horses cavorting on the floor of 
the valley were really being kept in by split-rail fencing that 
was hidden beneath thick growing bushes forming their cor- 
ral. He grimaced. The place was so well-hidden. Even if 
someone stumbled on the trail between the boulders, he 
wasn't likely to look at the valley with more than an appre- 
Giative eye, 

There were no tents, no usual signs of an outlaw éamp. 
Even the gardens that fed El Verdugo’s small army of men 
weren't planted in rows, but were planted haphazardly here 
and there to appear not to be gardens. He’d hidden here in 
these mountains for some six or seven years now, and it was 
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evident why he was able to stay hidden. The man was clever, 
all right. But not clever enough. 

André had moved a little closer down the slope, and he 
glanced back occasionally, watching the soldiers above him 
filtering along the high ridge that rimmed the valley. He 
studied the terrain, looking about for places that could be 
used best to his advantage, while below, Maximilian 
d’Alessandro stood outside the entrance to his headquarters, 
watching through binoculars as the thin line of men made 
their way across the ridge about a mile distant. They looked 
like small ants scampering about. 

He squinted in the late-afternoon sun. The men he'd sent 
out earlier to harass the soldiers had returned only a few 
hours later with the news that the ploy hadn’t worked and 
that the small army of men was still moving on and had, in 
fact, found one of the hidden entrances that led to the valley. 
He put the binoculars to his eyes again and watched as the 
soldiers began to move off the ridge and his men prepared for 
the fight that was inevitable. . 

“How many men do you have?” asked Judah from beside 
El Verdugo as they stood near the door to his headquarters. 

Maximilian frowned. “Enough, perhaps,” he said slowly, 
then took the binoculars down once more and turned to 
Judah. “But I'd feel better if the rest of my men were here.” 
He stretched, hitching up his gunbelt. “Where’s your friend 
from New York, amigo?” he asked, gazing about. 

Judah nodded. “He went in and talked to his wife for a 
few minutes, then came back out and took off walking.” ~ 

“He should have known better, letting her make this trip,” 
Maximilian offered. “A ride like that in her condition .. .” 
He shook his head. 

*¥ don’t think Panl had much of a choice, General,” re- 
plied Judah. “From the way the two of them were acting on 
the way out, I don’t think he knew she was pregnant when 
we left Eagle Pass.” 

El Verdugo frowned, staring at the powerfully built man 
next to him. “You know Sefior Larrabee well?” he asked. 

Judah shook his head. “Not as well as I'd like. I only met 
him when they showed up in Eagle Pass.” 

“J wonder what this is between him and my Gia?” asked 
Maximilian. 

Judah sighed. “You saw it too?” 

“I saw it and I don’t like it.” He was restless, and shifted 
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his gunbelt again. “I think perhaps my Gia has grown up too 
soon,” he said, watching closely as the men prepared to de- 
fend the camp. “I think perhaps this man has broken her 
heart, sefior,” he said slowly. “What do you think?” 

Judah remembered the look on Paul’s face when he 
learned Gia wasn’t his sister, He nodded. “I think perhaps 
you’re right, General,” he said. “But I don’t think either one 
of us can do anything about it, can we?” 

Maximilian’s eyes darkened. “No, I suppose we can’t.” He 
straightened. “By the way. Have you seen my Gia?” he 
asked. 

“I think she went for a walk too,” said Judah, “Said she 
needed some fresh air.” 

Maximilian frowned, then was distracted as shots were 
heard in the distance and one of the men called to him. He 
left the doorway hurriedly, with Judah at his heels. 


Paul hadn’t strolled far. Sporadic fighting was already 
starting at the fringe areas of the camp, but at the moment 
he couldn’t seem to concentrate on anything. All he could 
think of was his own miserable predicament. He kicked at the 
gravel in the path as he absentmindedly watched some out- 
laws putting up a barricade of wagons, boxes, and whatever 
they could get their hands on. He glanced back toward El 
Verdugo’s headquarters. The adobe hut he used was built 
against the side of the mountain, which was small as moun- 
tains go, and the land behind it sloped up to the rocky tim- 
berline some couple of hundred feet above it. To the right of 
the headquarters were the stables, and beyond that was the 
first blockhouse. There were four blockhouses, and an uneven 
wall of rock and stone ran from each blockhouse, except for 
the spot directly in the center of the crescent-shaped fortifica- 
tions, where it had been left open as a gate. It was here the 
barricades was being thrown up. 

Living quarters for the men were scattered here and there 
in the half-circle that made up the camp, with the corrals and 
gardens between them and the irregular stone wall. It was 
like a small village, but there were no children. El Verdugo 
had allowed some of his men to bring women, but wives and 
children were left behind in the various villages scattered 
across Mexico, so the women were few. 

Paul watched as one group of outlaws pulled a wagon over 
to the opening to fill one of the gaps, turning it on its side, 


334 June Lund Shiplett 


starting to shove it into place; then suddenly he hesitated, his 
eyes caught by a slight figure pushing on the farthest end of 
the wagon. She had an ammunition belt slung across her left 
shoulder, covering her baggy clothes, the holster hanging onto 
her right hip, and her hair was pulled back, tied with a 
leather thong at the nape of the neck. 

He straightened, cursing, walked over as the wagon began 
to slide into place, and grabbed her arm, pulling her back, 
whirling her to face him, “Gigi, my God, what the devil are 
you doing?” he asked. - 

She stared at him, startled at first; then her eyes flashed 
with emotion as she wrenched free. “What does it look like 
I’m doing?” she said, putting her shoulder back to the wagon, 
pushing again. “These are my people, and I belong here.” 

He stared at her for a second, then put his shoulder next to 
hers, helping her push. “You don’t belong here, any more 
than I do,” he said as he strained against the wagon. 

“Paul, please,” she said. “It’s no use.” The wagon slipped 
into place, and they started to straighten, then both hit the 
ground, Paul’s body half-covering hers as a volley of shots 
splattered into the wagon bed beside them. 

“Are you all right?’ asked Paul as the men around them 
returned the fire, and Gia nodded as she moved from beneath 
him and lay on her stomach beside him in the dirt. 

“That was close,’ she said breathlessly, and she pecked 
around the corner of the wagon. 

“And they're going to get closer,” he said angrily. “Gigi, 
you can’t stay here.” 

“Paul, I’m not Gigi,” she said, correcting him. “It’s Gia, 
remember? We left Gigi back in Eagle Pass. She is no more.” 

His eyes bored into hers. “Oh yes she is. The name is dif- 
ferent, but the woman is still the same.” 

“Paul, don’t!” 

“T have to.” He reached for her, and she tried to pull away 
from him, but he was too quick and caught her, rolling her 
onto her back beneath him. She lay, her head on the ground, 
looking into his stormy gray eyes, his mouth only inches from 
hers. “You can’t stay here, Gia, I won't let you,” he said 
huskily. “Let your father fight his own battles. You’re not a 
part of it. You never were.” 

She shook her head. “It’s too late, Paul, don’t you under- 
stand?” she said. “It’s too late for everything. There’s no way 
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out of this valley except past those soldiers, and they’re not 
about to let anyone leave. And even if we did get out of here, 
Paul, there’d be nothing for us, ever. Don’t you see that? It’s 
better this way.” 

“How can you say that?” 

“Because I was there, Paul, you weren’t.” She bit her lip, 
her eyes misty. “I was with Lenore when she lost her baby, 
Paul. I listened to her screams, her pleading. I saw what she 
went through. Paul, she loves you! Whatever else she’s done, 
your wife loves you. You're her whole life. As important to 
her as the air she breathes and the food that keeps her alive. 
You're her whole reason for living. Being married to you has 
become an obsession with her. When she knew she was losing 
the baby, she became hysterical because she was so afraid of 
losing you. I should try to take that from her? I can’t, Paul. I 
can’t fight her. She’s lived for only one thing, Paul, ever since 
she was a little girl, to be your wife. Now she has you and 
she’ll never give you up, and I can’t blame her!” 

Another volley of bullets tore into the wagon, and once 
more Paul’s body shielded her. The men around them re- 
turned the shots again, and Gia slid from beneath Paul, mov- 
ing onto her knees, propping herself against the wagon. 

“What are you doing?” he asked as she leaned over again, 
peeking out from behind the wagon. 

She reached down, pulling the gun from its holster at her 
hip, and Paul gasped, startled. “You're not going to shoot 
that thing?” 

Her teeth clenched viciously. The gun was heavier than 
she’d realized. She’d had Miguel get it for her, but she'd 
never fired one before in her life. It felt hard and cold, her 
small hand barely reaching around the butt. “I have to, 
Paul,” she said stubbornly, trying awkwardly to lift it, then 
using both hands. She swallowed hard as tears welled up in 
her eyes. “Pm an outlaw, Paul,” she said shakily. “I’m El 
Verdugo’s daughter, and I’m expected to kill or be killed, 
That’s what I’m here for, remember?” and she tried to point 
the gun toward where the soldiers were hiding in the rocks 
and brush, ‘ 

“You're crazy!” he said, and reached for the gun, tryihg to 
pull it from her grasp. 

“No!” She struggled with him. “No, Paul, please! Don’t 
you see,” she cried helplessly as she hung on to the gun. 
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“This way you won't have to worry. You and Lenore and 
Judah are Americans, André will let you go. You can go 
back with Lenore and have a life together in New York, 
where you belong. I never was a part of your life, I never 
could be.” 

She managed to wrench free and try to point the gun 
again, but this time, instead of trying to take the gun from 
her, Paul stood up quickly, crouching, then leaned down and 
grabbed her arm, pulling her to her feet, breaking her aim, 
and he dragged her away from the wagon, running hard with 
her as-she stumbled along behind him, the gun dangling from 
her hand. Shots were spitting all around them as he ran a zig- 
zag pattern toward her father’s headquarters, pushed open the 
door, and ducked in, pulling her in after him, whirling her 
around to face him. 

“Now, let’s get this straight,” he said breathlessly as he 
stared at her hard. “If anybody’s going to use that gun, it’s 
going to be me, not you, do you understand? You can’t even 
shoot the thing.” 

Her hand hung limply at her side, but she shook her head 
stubbornly. “I have to, Paul,” she pleaded. “I’m his daughter. 
It’s expected of me. Besides, if I'm killed, itll only be so 
much the better, because it'll be quick and painless, not tor- 
tured like the years without you will be. I can’t live without 
you, Paul... I know that. I don’t want to.” 

“You can and you will!” He took the gun from her hand 
and set it on the table. “You're going to live, and somehow 
we're going to get out of here, and this whole nightmare’s go- 
ing to be over.” 

She stared at him, shaking her head. “It’s hopeless.” 

Suddenly Judah flew into the room with a couple of bullets 
close behind that embedded themselves in the thick door as 
he shut it behind him. He ducked to one side, then stood star- 
ing at the two of them. There were tears in Gia’s eyes, and 
Paul’s face was flushed. 

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt anything,” he said as he 
straightened, moving quickly toward the cot beneath the win- 
dow, where Gia slept. 

“You didn’t interrupt anything,” said Paul, and he noticed 
Judah was carrying a couple of rifles. 

Judah stared hard at Gia for a second, then looked at 
Paul, hefting one of the rifles toward him. “Here, I brought 
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the Winchester from your saddle,” he said. “Thought maybe 
you might need it.” His blue eyes studied Paul. “You know 
how to shoot it, don’t you?” he asked. 

Paul nodded as he took the rifle from Judah. “But I 
pene we were going to be on our side, Judah,” he remind- 


“That was before your wife decided to lose her baby, and 
before I saw the layout of this camp. Hell, I thought it would 
be like any other outlaw camp. A few tents. I never thought 
it would be a fortification like this, with only one way out. 
D’Alessandro built this place like a military fort.” 

Paul looked at Gia, and their eyes held; then she looked 
quickly at Judah, “Mr. Parsons, if you and Paul stay out of 
the fighting, André and his men won't be able to hold you, 
will they?” she said. “After all, you’re Americans.” 

“Half an hour ago you might have been right, honey,” he 
said, and his mouth was grim, “But it ain’t goin’ to work like 
that, Gia. Not now. I already made my mark out there, and I 
aim to.go back out. But I’m still hoping maybe I can find 
some way to sneak out of here. Maybe up over the back of 
this here place when it gets dark. I don’t know, but J saw 
Paul drag you in here, and I came to tell you your pa said to 
stay inside and stay put. He don’t want you gettin’ any crazy 
notions about helpin’. He saw you wearin’ that gunbelt,” and 
he let his eyes rest on her haphazard uniform. “I also thought 
maybe Paul might want to help out some,” he said as an af- 
terthought. 

Gia glanced at Paul, his face hard, unsmiling as he stared 
back at Judah. “You're right,” he said slowly. “I guess I'd 
better earn my keep.” Then he turned to Gia. “Stay in here 
and take care of Lenore,” he said. “We'll be back in a little 
while.” 

Judah started for the door, with Paul behind him, and Gia 
watched them leave, a heavy ache in her heart. “Be careful, 
Paul,” she called. 

He waved as he went out, crouching, and she prayed he'd 
be all right. 

The fighting went on all the rest of the afternoon, and as 
night settled in, so did the soldiers. The outlaws stayed in 
their positions ringing the uneven wall, and the women, in- 
cluding Gia, took around food and water, making sure they 
kept down, using the cover of darkness to hide them, 
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“How’s Lenore?” asked Paul as Gia handed him a drink. 

She tried to sound normal. “She’s doing fine. Dolores has 
her sitting up in bed. She said Lenore’s lucky she’s so healthy. 
The miscarriage was thorough, and she’s not hemorrhaging or 
anything.” Her eyes fell before his smoldering gaze. “She's 
been asking for you.” 

“I can’t go see her again, not yet,” he whispered. “Is she 
scared?” 

“Not of André or the soldiers, only of losing you.” 

He handed the tin cup back to her as Judah joined them, 
and the subject was subtly changed. 

The night seemed to drag on. Gia and the other women 
kept up their work, tending the wounded and feeding the 
men, It was hot and humid, the moon barely a slit crescent in 
the sky as the men tried to catch a few winks of sleep, alter- 
nating with each other while repelling the occasional out- 
bursts of fire from the enemy. Paul and Judah stayed side by 
side, dozing when they could, taking an occasional potshot at 
the movement far out in the brush, while Maximilian walked 
among his men giving encouragement, trying to weigh the 
odds on their chances of getting through the siege alive. 

In the adobe hut nestled against the side of the mountain, 
Lenore spent a restless night, cringing with each new volley 
of shots that broke the stillness, hating Gia for getting them 
in this predicament, and praying that Paul was safe. 

When the sun finally rose again over the horizon, it 
brought with it a renewed attack, and Paul and Judah found 
themselves in the middle of a battle that was slowly being 
lost. It was late afternoon when Judah glanced around at all 
the wounded and dead, wondering what the devil was keep- 
ing him and Paul alive and unhurt, then suggested Paul take 
a break and go see Lenore, since he hadn’t seen her since the 
shooting had started. 

“You're sure you'll -be all right?” asked Paul. He was be- 
coming fond of Judah. The man was a good friend to have 
around, 

Judah laughed. “Just make sure you're all right,” he said 
lazily. “It’s goin’ to take some doin’ just to make it back to 
the hut. They’ve been pickin’ us off like flies.” 

Paul took a deep breath and looked around. Some of the 
soldiers were in vantage points on a slight rise the other side 
of the wall, where they were hidden behind some rocks, and 
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El Verdugo’s headquarters was a clear target for them. He 
clamped a hand on Judah’s shoulder affectionately. “Okay, 
cover me,” he said, then took off on a zigzag run toward the 


hut, some hundred yards away. 


i9 


The air was stale, and it was dark and musty in the bedroom 
inside the adobe. Its only window was half-covered with 
trailing vines that obscured the late-afternoon sunlight and 
kept out the heat, and Lenore was glad of that. But she 
hated being stuck away here in this miserable room, 
not knowing what was going on. She turned over onto her 
stomach, pushing herself up onto one elbow, listening to the 
staccato sounds of the battle being waged outside, then 
pursed her lips angrily. Damn Paul anyway! It was all his 
fault. He’d lied to her, told her they were going back. She 
should’ve known he’d never leave that little tramp. Her teeth 
clenched and her hands balled into fists, and she hit the pil- 
low with a violence that almost tore the worn casing; then 
wearily she let her head fall into the dent her fist had made, 
tears of anger glistening in her eyes. 

A few minutes later she raised her head from the depths of 
the pillow and stared toward the door that led to the other 
room. And that was another thing. Paul had come to see her 
right after she’d lost the baby, and Gigi—no, her name was 
Gia—had poked her head in once in a while to make sure she 
was all right, but other than that she hadn’t seen another soul 
since she’d been in this filthy room, except for that dirty 
Mexican woman who could speak only a few words of bro- 
ken English. Why didn’t someone besides that scroungy 
woman and Gia come to see her? Why hadn’t Paul come? 
Why? 

Well, if he wouldn’t come to her, she’d go to see him. She 
wasn’t going to stay in this room not knowing what was go- 
ing on, having no one to talk to, not knowing where Paul was 
and whether he was with Gia or not. Just the thought that he 
might be with her brought a new flood of tears to her eyes. 
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Had Gia spent last night in Paul’s arms? The thought made 
her furious, and she sniffed back the tears. 

She rolled over again angrily, yet gingerly, shoving the cov- 
ers aside, and pushed herself up easily, sitting at the edge of 
the bed. Strange that she wasn’t sicker. She was a little dizzy 
at first as she raised her head, and her legs felt a little weak, 
but all in all she felt better than she expected. Maybe because 
she had been only a few weeks along. Even the bleeding 
wasn’t heavy, and as she stood up, reaching for her blouse on 
the chair next to the bed, she felt the uncomfortable padding 
wadded between her legs. 

The Mexican woman had undressed her, all but the 
chemise, then put her underdrawers back on after she’d lost 
the baby, so she slipped the tan blouse back on, letting her 
thoughts wander as she buttoned it. Her clothes were filthy, 
having been worn for a week, but it was all she had. She’d 
had no idea when they left Eagle Pass that they’d be gone 
this long, and had brought along only a couple of changes of 
underclothes. Well, it couldn’t be helped. She picked up the 
soiled riding skirt and stepped into it, grabbing the edge of 
the bed when she almost lost her balance, then straightening 
as she fastened it at the waist. She reached for the jacket, 
then changed her mind. She didn’t really need it. It was hot 
enough without it. Besides, she’d lost a button. somewhere. It 
was bad enough having to wear dirty clothes, let alone 
clothes that were falling apart. 

She pulled her short leather riding boots from beneath the 
chair and put them on, shaking them out first, as Paul had al- 
ways cautioned her, to make sure nothing had crawled inside. 
‘She didn’t know what they’d done with her stockings, because 
she couldn’t find them, and the boots felt hot and sticky on 
her feet, but she wasn’t about to wander around on the hard- 
packed dirt floor of the adobe in her bare feet like that Mex- 
ican woman did. 

She sat on the edge of the bed, running her hand up the 
back of her neck to the messy braids that were still coroneted 
atop her head. The pins were secure, but strands were poking 
out here and there, and she tried to push them back into 
place. Tears filled her eyes as she thought of the bedutiful 
clothes back in her hotel room in Eagle Pass, and the ser- 
vants that had always made life so easy for her back in New 
York. How she hated this filthy place, and they wouldn’t even 
be here if it weren’t for Gia. How she hated her! 
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She sighed, holding back the tears, and stood up again, 
using the chair to steady herself for a second, when. her knees 
statted to buckle. She took a deep breath and straightened 
stubbornly, letting her eyes move to the door, staring hesi- 
tantly at the ragged curtain covering it. Now that she was up, 
she wasn’t quite sure she was doing the right thing. Someone 
was in the other room, she knew, because she’d heard shuf- 
fling noises a few minutes ago. 

Tf her luck was running true to form, it was probably that 
Mexican woman, or maybe that pompous outlaw. They said 
he was Gia’s father, but she couldn’t stand the sight of him. 
His clothes were dirty, and he’d made her feel so uncomfort- 
able the way he'd stared at her when Paul introduced her to 
him when they'd first ridden into camp. His dark penetrating 
eyes had made her flesh crawl, as if he could look right into 
her soul. 

She shrugged, her stomach tightening, then pursed her lips 
resolutely, and headed slowly for the doorway, determined to 
find out what was going on, She pulled back the curtain, then 
hesitated, staring into the other room. 

Her brilliant blue eyes fell on Gia, who was standing near 
the fireplace, her back to the bedroom door, putting things 
into a pot that hung down over the fire. Lenore watched 
silently, the knuckles on her hand white as she clenched the: 
green curtain that separated the two rooms, studying Gia as 
she moved about. 

Gia was still wearing the same oversize clothes she’d had 
on the day before, and they were just as soiled, and her hair 
was pulled back, tied at the nape of the neck with a leather 
thong, but to Lenore’s surprise, Gia’s hair looked clean and 
shiny, natural curls wisping about her face. She must have 
found time to wash it someplace. Lenore’s free hand instinc- 
tively moved to her own disheveled hair that hadn’t been 
combed out and rebraided for days. 

She watched Gia closely, her eyes narrowing as her mind 
began to wander. She tried to fight it, but couldn’t, and she 
began to imagine Paul making love to Gia, kissing her, mold- 
ing his body to hers, touching her lovingly, caressing her, and 
sour bile worked its way to her mouth and her stomach be- 
gan to churn. She continued to stare at Gia’s back, letting her 
thoughts fly erratically, hate building up in her until she 
trembled, shuddering with the violence of it; then slowly she 
straightened, pulling herself together, forcing her hands to 
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quit shaking, and stepped into the main room, the raging 
hatred inside her masked by a false calm. 

Gia had been trying to block out the sound of gunfire from 
outside as she made her way about the room fixing a pot of 
beans so the men would have something to eat. They were 
tired and weary, she knew, and maybe this would help raise 
their spirits a little. She tried not to think of Paul and what 
was in store for them, but it wasn’t easy. If only he hadn’t 
come. It had served no purpose except to make her heart 
shatter even more, because he couldn’t leave Lenore, ever, 
and she knew it. How could she take her happiness at an- 
other woman’s expense? It wasn’t right. She had put him out 
of her life when she’d crossed the Rio Bravo del Norte, the 
river the Americans called the Rio Grande. Why hadn’t he 
stayed on the other side? 

She stirred the beans absentmindedly, then jerked her head 
abruptly at a noise behind her. She whirled around, then 
stopped, the spoon still in her hand. “Oh, you scared me,” 
she said, relieved, her voice low and husky, then composed 
herself as she watched Lenore move farther into the room. 
“You shouldn’t be up yet,” she said, setting the spoon down 
on the table while Lenore glanced about, making sure Gia 
was truly alone. 

“How long did you think I'd stay in there by myself, not 
knowing what’s going on?” Lenore snapped sarcastically as 
she looked again at this young woman who'd managed to 
change her life so thoroughly. “That Mexican woman who 
keeps running in and out can hardly speak a word of English, 
and I guess no one else cares whether I’m all right or not.” 
_ Gia frowned unhappily, wishing she could avoid a con- 
frontation with her. “It isn’t that,” she said self-consciously, 
“Paul just didn’t want you to be worried.” 

“Paul?” Lenore’s eyes narrowed curiously. “Where is he?” 

Gia motioned with her head toward the door. “Out there 
fighting.” . 

“The fool!” Lenore’s mouth set in a grimace, and she 
walked further into the room, moving toward the window 
that was above the cot where Gia slept. She reached’ out, 
moving the edge of the tattered curtain that covered it»then 
suddenly dropped to the cot gasping in shock as Gia shouted 
a warning and a volley of shots tore through the curtain. 

Gia hit the floor, and Lenore lay back against the hard- 


344 June Lund Shiplett 


packed adobe wall, trembling as she stared up at the cur- 
tained window. 

“I tried to warn you,” Gia said, getting up from the floor, 
dusting off her baggy pants. 

Lenore’s eyes were wild. “We'll all be killed!” she cried 
hysterically. 

“We will if you do that again,” said Gia, brushing the 
loose dirt from her clothes, “But don’t worry. Earlier today 
Father told me he thinks there’s a way for the three of you to 
leave, only you can’t go until after dark. As long as you stay 
alive until then, you'll be all right.” 

Lenore studied her suspiciously. “And you?” 

Gia flushed. “He insists I go too,” she said softly. 

Lenore’s eyes flashed as she stared hard at Gia. My God, 
did this always have to happen? Couldn't things go her way 
just once? First the baby, now this? If Gia went with them, 
there'd never be an end to it. She saw the way Gia and Paul 
had looked at each other when they’d ridden in yesterday. So 
had everyone else. It was disgraceful. No woman should be 
allowed to look at another woman’s husband like that. She 
frowned, her eyes vindictive as she stared at Gia. How she 
loathed the very sight of her. Why didn’t Gia just stay here 
and be killed with the rest of them? If she went with them, 
Paul would be lost to her, and she knew it. Even if there was 
no divorce, he’d find a way to see Gia. She'd always be there 
somewhere, and Lenore would never have any peace. As long 
as Gia was alive, Paul would never truly belong to her. He 
might even be willing to try to survive the scandal of a di- 
vorce if he thought Gia would be waiting to comfort him 
when it was all over. Lenore’s eyes darkened fiendishly as she 
stared at Gia, and a strange morbid thought crossed her 
mind, bringing with it a weird sense of exhilaration. Her eyes 
grew shrewd. 

What if Gia wasn’t here? The thought was intriguing. She 
said she’d be going with them. What if she wasn’t alive to go 
with them? Lenore’s jaw clenched savagely as she suddenly 
turned from Gia and let her eyes stray toward the foot of the 
cot she was sitting on, to the ammunition belt Gia had been 
wearing the day before. It was slung over the wooden post at 
the foot of the cot, but the holster was empty. Where was the 
gun? 

Her thoughts already dangerously alive, she began to gaze 
slowly about the room, taking im every detail, while Gia 
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watched her for a few minutes, wondering what she might 
have on her mind that made her eyes look so wild and 
strange; then Gia shrugged, turning away once more to start 
looking for something in the wooden cupboards at the left of 
the fireplace. At the moment, Lenore was the least of her 
wotties. 

Lenore’s blue eyes moved from one piece of furniture to 
another, resting only long enough to see that there was no 
gun or weapon of any kind. Then her eyes moved over to the 
mess on the table. Just maybe... 

She stood up again and sauntered slowly toward the table, 
acting as nonchalant as possible, while Gia, ignoring her, con- 
tinued to search the cupboards, mumbling something about 
chili peppers and herbs, Lenore’s heart was affutter, leaping 
into her throat as her eyes fastened on the table. It was theret 
The gun was there. It was big, a monstrous thing with a 
mother-of-pearl handle, and it was wedged between a tin cup 
and some empty bowls. 

She stared at it, her stomach churning nervously. It would 
be so simple. Afterward she could go back into the other 
room, crawl back into bed, and no one would know the dif- 
ference. They’d think Gia had been hit by a stray bullet com- 
ing through the window. But murder? Could she do it? She 
drew her eyes from the gun and looked once more at the fig- 
ure of the young woman who had stolen her husband’s heart, 
and again the hate came flooding back, blinding her con- 
science, anger driving her. Yes! She could do it. She clenched 
her teeth together stubbornly. She had to. No one would do it 
for her. She couldn’t let Gia go on living. Not now. It was al- 
ways Gia, Gia, Gia! She couldn’t let her go back to Eagle 
Pass, and she wasn’t going to lose Paul, 

Her lips twisted nervously as she glanced once more at the 
gun, shuddering in anticipation. Moving slowly, she inched 
closer to the table, her eyes on Gia’s back, watching her mov- 
ing canisters and jars about, muttering to herself because she 
couldn’t find what she wanted; then finally Lenore stopped, 
poaching out hesitantly, making sure not to touch anything 
else. 
Her heart was pounding, echoing loudly in her ears, and 
her face was flushed. She wrapped her fingers gently ardund 
the butt of the gun and started to lift, then realized it was too 
heavy. Keeping a furtive eye on Gia, she leaned closer to the 
table and used both hands. . 
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The gun felt cold and bulky, and she bit her lip, her hands 
trembling; then she straightened stubbornly, composing her- 
self, convincing herself there was nothing wrong with what 
she was doing, That she was justified. After all, she rational- 
ized, Paul was her husband, she had to save him from this 
wicked, evil woman. She squared her shoulders, body tense, 
and aimed the gun directly at Gia’s back, then took a deep 
breath. 

“Gia?” she called softly, and Gia hesitated, disgusted be- 
cause she hadn’t found what she wanted. 

“What is it?” she asked irritably, not angry at Lenore, but 
angry at herself for wasting time searching for something that 
obviously wasn’t there, and she turned abruptly, brushing a 
stray curl from her forehead, then froze, startled as her eyes 
fell on the gun Lenore had trained on her. “Wh-what the 
devil are you doing?” she gasped in astonishment. 

Lenore swallowed hard, her face pale as she stared at Gia. 
She licked her lips. The decision was made, and now there 
was no going back. She was glad. She wanted Gia dead, and 
this was the only way. Her jaw tensed. “What does it look 
like I’m doing?” she asked bluntly. 

Gia scowled, one hand moving to her throat nervously as 
she stared back at Lenore. She was serious. Lenore was dead 
serious, she could see it in her eyes. “Put the gun down, 
Lenore, please,” she begged breathlessly, realizing Lenore was 
irrational. 

But Lenore shook her head, her blue eyes wild, glittering 
unnaturally. “No,” she answered emphatically. “No, I won't, 
and I won’t let you take Paul from me, either, do you hear?” 
she cried. “He’s mine, Gia, not yours. Mine!” 

“Oh, Lenore,” Gia cried anxiously, her eyes wavering 
toward the gun barrel, then lifting to see the hatred in 
Lenore’s face. “I’m not going to take Paul from you. I told 
him I couldn’t... that I couldn’t do that to you.” 

“7 jar!” 

“Lenore, please,” she pleaded, “No, please, I’m not lying. 
Ask Paul. He'll tell you. I love him, yes, but I can’t take my 
happiness at your expense.” Tears filled Gia’s eyes. “Lenore, 
please, don’t do this!” 

Lenore straightened, stronger now, gathering courage, ex- 
hilarated by the fear in Gia’s eyes. Oh, this was wonderful. 

“Tt won’t do you any good, you know,” she said, sneering, 
her eyes intent on Gia. She was enjoying this, watching her 
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squirm. It was such a pleasure to know she was suffering for 
a change, as Lenore had suffered. “Even if you promised 
never to see Paul again, I wouldn’t believe you,” she said. 
“Or him either. Why should I? He’s lied to me before. He’s 
lied to me all along because of you.” She raised the gun 
higher, securing her aim, and Gia held her breath. “I can’t 
take the chance, Gia, I just can’t,” she went on. “You under- 
stand that, don’t you?” Her voice was pitched too high, the 
intonation close to hysteria. “I’ve lost the baby, and it was the 
only thing that was keeping Paul from leaving me, and I 
can’t take the chance that he'll change his mind, so we're go- 
ing to let them think a stray bullet hit you. Don’t you think 
that’s clever? It'll be easy, and they'll never know.” 

“My God, Lenore, you're crazy!” Gia cried. “You don’t 
know what you're doing.” Gia continued to plead. “You can’t 
do this... you just can’t.” Tears rolled down Gia’s cheeks 
as she stared at Lenore, watching the angry frustration in her 
face, her finger tightening on the trigger, her troubled mind 
already beyond logical reasoning, and Gia suddenly knew it 
was too late. There’d be no use pleading, no more trying to 
reason with her. She watched Lenore’s finger flexing, the 
muscles tensing on the trigger, her eyes suddenly glazed and 
frenetic. 

“No!” Gia screamed helplessly. “Lenore, please, no!” but it 
was too late. 

Lenore let out a strangled sob, and as her finger squeezed 
hard on the trigger, the door suddenly burst open, a draft of 
air gusting into the room, waving the curtains that hung 
above the cot, and once more a volley of bullets from outside 
ripped through the tattered curtains, their noise echoing and 
blending with the shot that left the gun held in Lenore’s 
hands as Gia ducked sideways, letting the bullet from 
Lenore’s gun, that was meant for her, ricochet harmlessly off 
the fireplace. 

Lenore felt the jolt of the pistol in her hands, but she felt 
something else too. As she stared transfixed at the horrified 
look on Gia’s face, reveling in the thought that Gia would no 
longer exist for Paul to love, a numbness ran through her 
arm and chest, and ‘she felt as if she’d been kicked by a 
horse. Then suddenly a searing pain gripped every nerve in 
her body, and she gasped, her knees turning to jelly. She tried 
to catch herself, but couldn’t. The air coming into her lungs 
burt, and all that came out when she tried to scream for help 
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was a raspy croak. She watched, terrified, unable to believe 
what was happening as her fingers grew numb and useless, 
the gun slipping from them, crashing onto the dishes on the 
table, and the last thing she heard before sinking limply to 
the floor was Pauil’s voice shouting in disbelief. ; 

’ Paul had stood frozen in the doorway, watching the terti- 
ble tableau being played out before him, shock paralyzing 
him momentarily at the sight. Now suddenly he came to life, 
sickened by what he’d seen and jolted cruelly by it. 

“Lenore!” he yelled, lunging forward into the room, slam- 
ming the door behind him, oblivious of the bullets trying to 
cut him down as he stood there. They were smashing into the 
wooden door now as it shut behind him, but he paid no heed. 
One knee hit the floor, and he stopped abruptly beside 
Lenore, staring incredulously into her still face. 

“Tenore?” he cried again hesitantly, but this time it was no 
mote than a hollow gasp, and his stomach tightened convul- 
sively as his eyes followed the trail of blood that was oozing 
from the fatal wounds in her arms and chest, streaking her 
tan silk blouse. “Oh, Lenore, my God!” he whispered softly. 
“I never... I never wanted this.” He reached out to her 
face, touching a strand of hair that had fallen across her 
eyes, brushing it back affectionately, then lifted her hand, 
feeling for a pulse. “She’s dead,” he said softly, then drew his 
eyes from Lenore’s face and looked up at Gia. “My God, 
Gia, she’s dead,” he exclaimed again. 

“She tried to kill me,” gasped Gia breathlessly. 

Paul flinched. “I never thought .. .” he began; then his 
eyes moved once more to the still form on the floor. “She 
didn’t have to,” he said bitterly, then stood up and looked 
directly at Gia. “Didn’t you tell her?” he asked, bewildered. 

Gia nodded. “She didn’t believe me,” she said, trembling, 
her hands shaking as her eyes met his. “I told her that even 
though I loved you I'd never let you leave her, but she called 
me a liar. She was out of her head with jealousy. Oh, God, 
Paul, she wanted me dead.” 

He nodded. “I know, I saw .. .” He stared down at 
Lenore sprawled on the floor, her once beautifully coiffured 
hair dirty and disheveled. She resembled little the sophisti- 
cated woman he’d married only a few months ago, and he 
tried to sort out exactly what he felt as he stared at her life- 
less body. His feelings were all crazy and mixed up, and the 
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most he could say was that he felt sorry for her and sick to 
think she had resorted to murder. 

Gia wiped the tears from her eyes as she watched Paul’s 
face, realizing he was going to blame himself for what had 
happened, “Don’t, Paul, please,” she whispered huskily, her 
voice breaking. “Don’t blame yourself, please.” She shook her 
head emphatically. “You couldn’t have changed it if you'd 
wanted to, because even if I had gone away, out of your life, 
she’d never have believed there wasn’t still something between 

“But why?” he asked angrily. “Why would she think she 
had to resort to murder?” 

“The trip, losing the baby .. . J think it was all too much, 
Paul,” Gia explained, trying to make him understand. 
“Lenore was strong physically, yes, but she couldn’t take fail- 
ure. She always had her own way in everything. I realized 
that when I first met her. She looked down on others around 
her because by doing so it made her even greater in her own 
eyes, Nothing she had was second best, and you’d become an 
obsession with her. She loved you, yes, but you were one of 
her possessions—the most important one perhaps, but a pos- 
session, When Lenore lost the baby and thought she'd lost 
you, I think her mind snapped. She wasn’t herself.” 

Paul frowned, then shut his eyes, trying to compose him- 
self. Gia was right. She had to be. Lenore had always been in 
such complete control of her emotions, the only explanation 
for something like this was that when she finally did give in 
to them, she’d been unable to handle them, And there was no 
going back, no way he could change things. Suddenly the 
thought that the body sprawled on the floor might have been 
Gia instead of Lenore made him shudder. He opened his eyes 
and looked fully at Gia for a brief moment, letting his eyes 
caress her hair, the beauty of her face, the warmth in her 
turquoise eyes, and he said a silent prayer, thanking God for 
preventing Lenore from carrying out her plans and asking 
God’s forgiveness for driving Lenore to the lengths she'd 
gone to because of her love for him. 

He was about to step over Lenore’s body and take Gia in 
his arms to comfort ber, when the outside door flew open 
again, waving the curtains, at the window once more,,ahd 
this time it was Paul who moved quickly, realizing what was 
happening. He lunged toward Gia, slamming both of them 
against the fireplace as another volley of shots tore through 
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the curtains, chipping hard adobe mud off the wall opposite 
the window, above the table. They both held their breath. 

Judah hit the floor as he came in, rolling sideways, heaving 
the door shut behind him, then leaned against the wall, listen- 
ing to the shots pounding against the thick adobe hut. 

“What the hell’s going on?’ he asked when the firing 
stopped, stunned as he stared at the strange scene before him. 

Paul straightened, helping Gia, who was thrown off bal- 
ance when he’d crashed into her ducking the shots; then he 
faced Judah apprehensively. He glanced quickly at Lenore ly- 
ing near the table, then took a deep breath as he realized 
Judah was staring at her too. . 

“She’s dead,” he said. grimly. “When I came in, the same 
thing happened that happened just now, and she was hit.” 

Judah winced as he stood up, straightening, then squared 
his shoulders, walking over, looking down at Paul’s dead 
wife. He glanced quickly at the window, then to Paul and 
Gia, then back to where Lenore lay, and he nodded. “It’s a 
dangerous game we're playing, Paul,” he said roughly. “Too 
bad she never understood.” He chewed his lip; then his jaw 
set stubbornly. “The general sent me to tell you there may be 
a way out of here for us if we want to take the chance, but 
he says it’s dangerous.” . 

Paul scowled. “How dangerous?” 

“Not as dangerous as it is if we stay here,” he said. “Only, 
he insists Gia goes with us, but then, I don’t think you'll 
tind that, will-you?” 

Paul’s gray eyes deepened as he stared at Judah. 

Judah shook his head. “Now, don’t get ali put out, Paul,” 
he said. “I know how things are and I ain’t one to condemn 
one way or another, and I guess I can understand how things 
got fouled up. You thought Gia was your sister. That'd scare 
any man into doin’ things wrong.” He glanced at Lenore’s 
lifeless body again, then looked once more at Paul. “But your 
wife’s dead already, and we've got a decision to make. You 
want to take that chance the general’s ready to give us, or 
stay here and face the same thing?” 

Paul looked down at Gia, his heart in his eyes. “If there’s 
even the slightest chance of getting Gia out of here alive, 
we're going,” he said firmly, then turned back to Judah. “Did 
he say what it was?” 

“No. Only that we'd have to wait until after dark.” He mo- 
tioned toward Lenore’s body, still on the dirt floor between 
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them. “Tli put her in the other room,” he said. “Then I'll go 
tell the general what happened, if I can get back out there 
without getting hit.” 

“No,” Gia said quickly, her hand on Paul’s arm. “The 
sun’s already starting to go down.” She looked at Judah. 
“Stay here, Mr. Parsons,” she said. “My father will be here as 
soon 28 it’s dark, If you try to go out there again, you'll never 
make it.” 

Judah glanced at the door, splintered by bullet holes, and 
the shredded curtains at the window, then stared at Lenore, 
so still in death. “Maybe you're right,” he said, changing his 
mind, and he looked toward the fireplace. “Seems to me I 
remember as how you've been fixin’ us somethin’ to eat,” he 
said, sniffing the air, his nose twitching. Then he walked over, 
picked up Lenore’s limp body, and went toward the other 
room. 

Paul stared at Judah, not knowing quite what to do, feeling 
that somehow he wasn’t doing the right thing; then he 
straightened, his broad shoulders erect as he followed behind 
Judah, holding back the curtain separating the two rooms, 
watching as Judah laid Lenore on the bed, crossing her arms 
over her breasts, and pulled the blanket up, covering her 
from head to toe. This done, Judah turned, caught sight of 
Paul watching him, and frowned. “I know how you feel, 
Don’t know whether to laugh or cry, huh, friend?” he said, 
and Paul was taken by surprise. 

“I told you before,” said Judah, slapping Paul on the 
shoulder as he reached him, turning him around, leading him 
back into the other room, “I can sympathize with you. I mar- 
ried Elsie for prestige, because it was convenient, and if 
somethin’ happened to her, I'd be in your shoes. I wouldn't 
know whether to cry or cheer. It ain’t that she’s all that bad, 
you see. Elsie’s Elsie. I don’t hate her and I don’t love her. 
But now, Gigi ... That was different.” He motioned for 
Paul to sit in one of the chairs at the table, then scuffed up 
the bloodstains in the dust of the floor with his boots as he 
went on. “Now, when Gigi died,” he said, his voice lowering 
affectionately, “I think I cried for three days. At least it felt 
like it.” 

“I didn’t want Lenore dead,” said Paul slowly. si 

Judah sighed. “Hell, I know that,” he said, then sat down 
opposite Paul. “So does Gia. But look at the facts, Paul, be- 
fore you go feelin’ guilty about bein’ glad that she ain’t goin’ 
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to be around to spoil things anymore.” Judah reached out 
and took one of the clean bowls from the table, handing it to 
Gia for her to fill, and she took it hesitantly as he turned 
again toward Paul. “I watched the two of you on the way out 
here,” he went on. “Been watchin’ you ever since we left Eagle 
Pass, That lady of yours was a tyrant, Paul, and she’d have 
made your life miserable. Every chance she had, she tried to 
cut you down, and she'd have kept right on doin’ it until even 
the little you did feel for her turned into hate. I saw the way 
she treated you, like you owed her the world on a silver plat- 
ter. 

“That's just it, Judah,” interrupted Paul, his voice deep and 
vibrant with emotion. “She married me in good faith. She 
had no idea the mess I was in.” 

“Did you ask to fall in love with Gia, Paul?’ asked Judah. 

“No.” 

Did you ask Lenore to step in front of those bullets?” 

No.” 

“Then for Christ’s sake, friend, instead of castigating your- 
self for it, be glad God’s given you a chance to have what 
you really want out of life. Feel bad because she’s dead if 
you want, that’s your right, but don’t go blamin’ yourself or 
feelin’ guilty because you've got a chance now at a little hap- 
piness, Take it, grab hold, and don’t let go, because, believe 
me, Paul, this world can be mighty cruel, and there isn’t ev- 
erybody gets a second chance. I know.” 

Paul’s eyes grew hard, intense, as he stared at Judah. The 
man was right. He let his eyes move from Judah to Gia, 
watching the way her small frame moved across the floor 
when she went to the pot of beans to dish up some for Judah. 
Her figure was still hidden beneath the baggy old clothing, 
but he knew every line of it, every sensuous curve. As he 
watched her, his heart ached with longing, and suddenly he 
remembered the sickening feeling that had hit him when he 
opened the door and saw Lenore aiming that deadly gun at 
her. The horror he’d felt had been only too real, and in that 
split second before the bullets hit Lenore, he’d wanted to kill 
her himself, 

His jaw tensed as Gia came back to the table, setting the 
bowl of beans down in front of Judah. 

“Here, eat,” said Judah, shoving the bowl over toward 
Paul. 

“I’m not hungry,” he said huskily. 
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Judah shook his head. “You'll be all right, friend,” he 
mused. “It just takes a while. But right now you'd better get 
some food under your belt. You too, Gia,” he said, gazing 
over at the beautiful dark-haired young woman who'd been 
the cause of so much of their misery. “Because I have a 
feelin’ what we eat tonight might be the last thing we get to 
eat for a long while. Even if we get out of here, we’re about 
fifty miles from the border, and we’re bound to do some hard 
tidin’. Besides,” he went on, his eyes still on Gia, “you never 
did get a chance to tell us what happened to the real Gigi 
Rouvier, and I said I wasn’t goin’ to leave here until I found. 
out. Now, we got a little time before your father gets here, 
and since he didn’t want us out there helpin’ no more, you 
might’s well let us in on it so’s I can put my mind at ease.” 

Gia studied him for a minute. He was big, gruff, and a 
little overbearing in a likable way. He sort of took hold and 
figured right from the start that he was boss. She liked Judah. 
He was honest and straightforward, at least with his friends, 
if not with his wife, and she liked him for that. 

She filled another bowl, bringing it back to the table, then 
watched Judah shoving things aside to make room for it. 
When he picked up the peari-handled gun, looking it over 
curiously, wondering what it was doing on the table, her eyes 
met Paul’s and she held her breath, knowing he was thinking 
the same thing she was. Neither of them had said a word to 
Judah about Lenore’s attempt at murder. Had they been 
wrong? Paul’s eyes warmed as he looked into hers, and he 
reached up, taking the bowl from her hand, letting his fin- 
gers caress hers affectionately. No, they hadn’t been wrong. It 
would stay between them. No one else would ever have to 
know. Lenore had died as she’d intended Gia to die, vio- 
lently. It was over. 

Gia flushed, giving Paul his answer by her silence, then 
turned back to the pot of beans, filling a bow! for herself, 
And as shadows began to filter into the trees and valleys, and 
the battle still raged outside, Gia sat at the table and told 
them how she’d been accompanying her cousin to New York 
because her father sent word his enemies had discovered her 
whereabouts. And how, on the train ride, she’d borrowed the 
diamond brooch to hold her shawl together because *she’d 
been cold and it kept slipping off her shoulders, and how Gigi 
Rouvier had dropped something on the floor only moments 
before the train wreck and had shoved her handbag in Gia’s 
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lap to hold so she could retrieve it. That’s why she’d been 
clutching the pink silk handbag when they found her. And 
since her mother and Gigi’s mother had been identical twins, 
and since Gia looked like her mother, it was no surprise the 
mistake had been made, 

Gia told them all about her cousin, and her own years at 
the convent and her father’s troubles with President Diaz, 
and as the shadows grew deeper, leaving only flames from the 
fireplace to see by, Judah and Paul finally learned all the an- 
swers. 


20 


Maximilian leaned against the side of the stone blockhouse he 
and his men had built many years before. It was so dark now 
that he could hardly see. His left shoulder felt like it was on 
fire, as if a thousand devils were tormenting it, and he held 
his hand over it, knowing the wound was bad. Dolores had 
managed to stop the bleeding seconds before a-bullet had cut 
her down, and he cringed, tears at the corner of his eyes, 
remembering the startled look on her face and the love in her 
eyes as she'd died in his arms. 

They were losing the battle, and he knew it. He had hoped 
maybe, even though the odds were against them, that perhaps 
the soldiers would make the mistake of trying to rush the for- 
tifications, but their leaders were smart. Instead, they dug in, 
picking men off one at a time, content to wait it out. Madre 
de Dios, if only the rest of his men were here. He’d sent out 
three bands of men only a week ago, south to Durango and 
west to Chihuahua and Sonora, on raids to bring back ammu- 
nition and supplies that were sorely needed. Now he could 
use not only the men but also the supplies. Ammunition was 
running dangerously low, and the men were discouraged. 
There was only one thing left for them, but first he had to try 
to get the americanos and Gia to safety. 

He tried to straighten, then slumped against Miguel, who 
was standing beside him waiting for his decision. “Let’s get 
back to my place,” he said quietly. “I think it’s dark enough 
now that we don’t have to worry about getting shot at. Then 
I want you to go get the four horses and bring them, like I 
told you.” _ 

Miguel nodded. “Si, Jefe,” he said quickly, and helped his 
leader, letting him lean on him for support while they worked 
their way back toward the hill where the adobe hut was 
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nestled. Miguel tried to keep Maximilian in the deepest 
shadows, avoiding the open ground where there was a chance 
their dark forms would be seen against the bare earth. 

When they finally reached the adobe, Miguel propped 
Maximilian against the outside wall, moving toward the door- 
way. He leaned close, his cheek pressed to it. 

“Amigos?” he whispered hoarsely, knocking lightly on the 
door. “Ho! Amigos?” 

The three people inside the hut were still sitting at the 
table deep in conversation, and it was Judah who looked up 
in response to Miguel’s knock. He cautioned Gia and Paul to 
listen, then got up and walked to the door. 

“Si?” he said hesitantly. _ 

“It’s Miguel,” the man on the other side of the door said 
anxiously. “Tell me, is the fire still going in the fireplace?” 

_ Judah glanced back toward the fireplace, where red coals 
glowed, relieving the darkness in the room. “Si,” he answered 
quickly. 

Miguel’s voice came back, muffled but audible. “Put it 
out,” he said. “El Jefe is with me, and if we open the door 
without putting the fire out first, we will be excellent targets 
for the snipers on the hill, who have been enjoying them- 
selves all day at our expense.” 

Judah took a deep breath. Miguel was right. He moved 
hurriedly, grabbing a wooden bucket from the floor near the 
fireplace, using the dipper in it to toss water onto the flames, 
extinguishing them. 

As the room was suddenly plunged into total darkness, 
Paul reached across the table, his hand tightening hard on 
Gia’s, and Judah straightened, stumbling across the floor in 
the dark toward the door. 

“It’s clear,” he said, and seconds later the door opened and 
Miguel ducked inside, backing in as he came, helping Max- 
imilian as best he could. 

An occasional shot rang out behind them from some lone 
marksman who was sure he could see in the dark, but other 
than that, the mountain valley was fairly quiet for a change. 

Gia strained her eyes, watching closely as the vague figures 
of the two men moved inside, Then she realized something 
was wrong. “Father?” she questioned hesitantly, and let go of 
Paul’s hand, getting up from the table, moving swiftly toward 
the dark form of the man who was slumping onto the cot 
beneath the window. 
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“It’s nothing, just a scratch,” he said in the darkness. 

She inhaled stubbornly. “There’s a candle on the table, 
Paul,” she said firmly, “Will you get it?” 

“First let Miguel leave,” her father protested quietly. “He 
has an errand to run,” and he squeezed his friend’s hand, 
then watched as he slipped back outside. 

When the door was shut again and the candle was finally 
lit, Maximilian gazed up behind. him toward the windows. 
Rarlier, shortly before dark, Judah and Paul had stretched a 
thick blanket, hanging it across the window to cover the tat- 
tered curtains. Now even the flickering candlelight couldn't 
reveal the presence of the window. He sighed. “Bueno,” he 
said, glancing at Judah. “I was worried about that. Those 
snipers on the hill have been enjoying themselves too much. 
today. No need to make it easier for them now. Besides, I 
want my Gia safe.” 

“Paul’s wife was already hit,” offered Judah, and saw Max- 
imilian’s eyebrows knit together.: 

“How badly?” 

Judah motioned with his head. “Her body’s stretched out 
on the bed in there. There was nothing we could do.” 

Maximilian studied Paul for a minute, then glanced at his 
daughter, seeing the turmoil in her eyes, and he looked back 
at Paul. “I’m sorry, sefior,” he said, but then added, “but now 
you will take care of my Gia for me, sé, sefior?” 

Paul’s eyes grew intense as he stared at the man. He knew. 
Somehow General Maximilian d’Alessandro knew how he felt 
about his daughter. “Yes, Vil take care of Gia, always,” he 
said softly. 

’ Maximilian nodded. “Bueno! Now, I will tell you what you 
will do,” he said as Gia reached out and began to check his 
wound to see that it was still bound tight enough that it 
wasn’t bleeding. He looked at Judah, “You, go over to the 
cupboard, please,” he said. 

Judah stared at him for a moment, then complied. When 
he was standing in front of the cupboard, Maximilian in- 
siructed him to lift his hand and grab the edge of the large 
cumbersome cupboards that filled the wall next to the fire- 
place. = 

“Now, pull!” he commanded sharply, and Judah pulled, 
holding tight, trying to pull the cupboards toward him as best 
he could. At first they didn’t want to move; they seemed 
stuck, and he looked back at El Verdugo, perplexed, but the 
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man insisted. Then slowly, as Judah strained, pulling harder, 
he could feel them begin to give, and he straightened eagerly, 
pulling with all his might this time, his fingers working their 
way behind the edge of the boards. 

Paul, who had been sitting at the table all this while, stood 
up hurriedly and joined him, slipping his fingers in beside 
Judah’s, and the two of them began to pull, using all their 
strength. Slowly, as the whole wall of cupboards began to 
move farther out into the room, opening like a door, Paul 
and Judah could do nothing but stare. For behind it was an 
empty, dark tunnel reaching deep into the side of the moun- 
tain. 


Maximilian nodded. “Fine, muy bien,” he said. 

Gia looked at him, startled. “What is it?” 

He smiled a strained half-smile. The wound in his shoulder 
hurt terribly, but he didn’t want them to know. “It’s an aban- 
doned mine,” he explained as he gazed toward the dark tun- 
nel, “When we first came here, we were going to use it as an 
escape route if necessary, but over the years the shoring’s 
fallen, parts of it have caved in, and I don’t even know if it’s 
passable anymore. But there’s a chance. The tunnel’s big 
enough for not only men but also horses—we know that— 
but it’s been a long time since anyone’s been in it. However, 
Miguel’s on his way here now with your horses. That’s why 
we had to wait until after dark. We’d never have gotten the 
horses in here in the daylight. I want you”—and he looked 
at Judah—“to take my daughter and Sefior Larrabee and 
leave by way of the mine. It won’t be easy, amigo. In fact, 
it'll be quite dangerous, but to stay here means certain death.” 

“What of you, General,” asked Judah, “And your men?” 

“If at all possible, before dawn we'll make a break for the 
hills. Many of us, I’m afraid, won’t make it, but it’s our only 
chance.” 

“You can’t ride!” protested Gia. “You're wounded.” 

“This isn’t the first time,” he said, glancing toward his 
shoulder. 

“But perhaps the worst?” she retorted. 

He reached out with his good arm, his hand on hers, hold- 
ing it tightly. “It has to be this way, little one,” he said softly. 
“If I make it, I'll join my men in the south and we'll find a 
new stronghold.” 

She eyed him intently. “If you make it!” 

“Gia’s right,” interrupted Judah. “You don’t have a chance 
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in hell with that shoulder the way it is.” His eyes lit up 
shrewdly. “But I have an idea, General, one I think will not 
only work, but perhaps might drive Major de los Reyes a 
little crazy in the process.” 

Paul stared into the black tunnel; then his eyes rested on 
Judah, as did Gia’s and her father’s. 

“It’s simple,” said Judah, explaining to them hurriedly. 
“We'll all go through the mine, every one of your men out 
there, then the last ones through scatter the dirt on the floor 
to erase our tracks, shut the cupboard behind them and leave 
de los Reyes to wonder where we went.” 

All three stared at him for a long time, the idea rolling 
over in their minds. 


“It just might work,” said Paul. 
“What if the tunnel is blocked?” asked El Verdugo hesi- 
tantly. 


“We've got shovels, We can dig our way through. Besides, 
even if it’s blocked, we can hide until de los Reyes and his 
men leave.” He studied the general. The man was weary and 
weakening fast. “If you and your men try to ride out of here, 
you'll be cut to ribbons, and you know it,” he said. “It’s the 
only thing left for all of us.” 

Paul agreed, and so did Gia, but Maximilian took a little 
more persuading. 

It wasn’t until after Miguel’s return with the four horses 
that Maximilian finally realized the sense in Judah’s sugges- 
tion. With Miguel’s persuasion and Gia’s pleading, he finally 
wavered and gave the orders to move out. 

Tt was an exceptionally dark night, the moon obscured by 
clouds, and Judah was glad of it. If there had ‘been even a 
sliver of a moon, as there had been two nights ago, they'd 
have been in trouble. But as it was, El Verdugo’s men were 
able, one at a time, to leave their places of concealment, 
sneak into the stable where the horses were kept, then make 
their way quietly to El Verdugo’s headquarters without being 
detected by the soldiers. 

Occasionally a shot would ring out in the darkness, and 
someone from the camp would answer in turn, but only to 
put de los Reyes’ men off guard. 

Judah was the first man into the tunnel, followed BESSY 
by Paul, and behind Paul Gia moved stealthily, leading not 
only her own horse but also her father’s horse, with him in 
the saddle. The wound had weakened him too much, and 
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they had all insisted that he ride. Behind Gia the men were 
strung out, moving into the mine.one at a time. Judah carried 
a lantern, but didn’t light it until he was far enough into the 
tunnel so the light wouldn’t shine back into the room, giving 
them away. It was hard working in the darkness, and he was 
relieved when he was finally able to strike a match. — 

The tunnel was musty, the strong smell of earth filling his 
nostrils as he lit the lantern and held it forward to see, Cob- 
webs filled the space ahead, and he brushed them away with 
a gloved hand, moving forward gingerly, testing the ground 
as he walked, to make sure there were no sudden drop-offs or 
hidden shafts they could fall into. 

As the group moved deeper into the tunnel, one by one the 
men left their posts and followed, until only Miguel and Juan 
were left. Before entering the tunnel themselves, they made 
their way furtively through the camp, setting sombreros in 
strategic places, propping up empty guns they were unable to 
take with them, so that when morning came de los Reyes’ 
men would think the camp was still occupied. This done, they 
moved into the general’s headquarters, closed the huge oak 
door for the last time, put their horses inside the tunnel and 
lit the candles, then used whatever they could find at hand to 
obliterate the tracks on the hard-packed dirt floor, so that de 
los Reyes couldn’t follow. When they'd completed this, they 
lit the last lantern and set it inside the tunnel, blew out the 
candle, and entered the mine themselves, pulling the door 
shut behind them. 

Up ahead, Judah was picking his way along the abandoned 
mine shaft, stepping over broken shoring, stopping when 
necessary, while he and the rest of the men relied on the 
shovels to widen the passage that had caved in partway years 
before, 

They had been moving for well over an hour. Paul 
watched Judah ahead of him as he stopped and reached 
down at his feet, picked up a stone. Then he watched him 
throw it ahead of him into the darkness beyond. 

“Listen!” he called, and Paul strained his ears. For a long 
time there was only silence; then a hollow kerplunking sound 
echoed back to them. Paul shuddered, 

Judah held the lantern as high as he could and leaned for- 
ward. “It’s a shaft about fifty feet deep,” he said, then 
glanced about, trying to find a way around it. There was 
none. He stood for a long time contemplating, then remem- 
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bered they’d passed a pile of lumber some yards back. He 
called for the men to bring up planks, and in a short time 
he’d laid a makeshift bridge across the shaft. 

“You expect us to use that?” asked Paul as he stared at the 
rickety structure. 

Judah stood with hands on hips and looked at the planks. 
“It’s either that or go back, and I don’t think any of us wants 
that.” He took out a pocket watch and checked the time. “TE 
don’t know how much farther this tunnel goes, Paul,” he said 
anxiously, “but I’d like to get through before dawn if we can, 
just in case de los. Reyes should get wise, so I'll go first.” He 
put one foot on the plank and stomped. It seemed fairly 
solid, Satisfied, he reached over and grabbed his horse’s reins 
from Paul’s hand. He took a deep breath, tested the thick 
boards once more, then walked across, leading his horse after 
him, the lantern lighting his way. 

Paul watched Judah cross the planks, an uneasy feeling in 
the pit of his stomach, One wrong step and he’d end up at 
the bottom of the shaft, but he didn’t. He reached the other 
side and breathed a sigh of relief as he looked around. He 
was in a large underground room, probably the main shaft 
room. He glanced up. There had once been a shaft overhead. 
All that was left now were a few broken beams. He turned, 
motioning Paul across. 

Paul glanced back at Gia and swallowed hard, then held 
tight to his horse’s reins and started across himself. He could 
feel the planks shake with each step, and held his breath, fi- 
nally letting it free as he reached solid ground again. 

Behind him Gia looked up at her father atop his horse, 
then at the narrow plank bridge that crossed the mine shaft. 
How was she to get him across? 

“Bring your own horse across,” instructed Judah as she 
neared the edge of the planks. “After you’re across, [ll go 
back and bring him across.” 

Gia wasn’t sure she liked it, but it was the only way. There 
wasn’t room for two horses side by side on the planks, and 
her heart was in her throat as she and her horse moved 
across; then she watched her father and Judah’s progress, 
praying the planks would hold and the horse’s footing would 
be sure and her father wouldn't slip. Because even though he 
was hugging the saddle horn, there was no guarantee; if he 
started to slide, he’d carry the horse and Judah down the 
shaft with him. 
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By the time they reached the shaft room, Maximilian’s 
wound was bleeding again, and Judah let Gia take time to 
have him hauled from the horse’s back, then jet her re- 
bandage it while he watched the rest of the men make their 
way across the makeshift bridge. The shaft room was large 
enough to accommodate them all, and by the time the last 
man finally moved across the planks, Gia had Maximilian 
ready to move on, At least as ready ashe’d ever be. - 

Judah and Paul helped him back into the saddle, and they 
started out again, with Judah once more in the lead, his lan- 
tern lighting the way into the dark recesses of the tunnel. 

Two hours before dawn, after taking two wrong turns and 
having to backtrack, bypassing two more deep shafts, barely 
missing ending up at the bottom of them, Judah finally 
smelled a whiff of fresh air. And fifteen minutes later, he and 
Paul were battering down the boards at the end of the tunnel, 
stepping out into the night air. 

Gia followed them out, stepping across the fallen boards, 
letting the air refresh her as she looked quickly about. This 
side of the mountain leveled off a little here near the mouth 
of the mine, then dropped again about two hundred fect 
away to a dry arroyo below. It was still dark, but she could 
make out the vague landscape. A light breeze was blowing, 
and it felt good on her face as she took a deep refreshing 
breath of air, then led her father’s horse to one side, looking 
up at him, tethering her own horse on a nearby bush. Even 
though it was dark, she could see the agony on his face. 
Judah had tried to remove the bullet before they left the 
adobe, but it was buried too deep, and he’d told Gia that it 
would require a surgeon’s skill. She stared at her father ap- 
prehensively. 

“Father, you can’t ride far like this,” she said, touching his 
arm affectionately as she looked up at him. 

Maximilian’s eyes were on the mouth of the tunnel, and he 
strained them to see in the darkness as he watched his men 
emerging one at a time; then he looked down at Gia, “I have 
no choice, little one,” he said softly, pain visible in his eyes 
and audible in his voice. “My men will ride back to their vil- 
lages and south to warn the others not to come back, and we 
will have to find a new place to call our home. ] must go 
with them.” 

“Why?” 


' 
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His hand covered hers on his arm. “Why?” He shook his 
head. “You still don’t know why?” 

“Oh, I know why you're fighting, Father. I’ve always 
known that,” she said. “I just want to know why you have to 
go with them now. You need medical attention, a doctor. It’s 
over two hundred miles to where you could find help.” 

“She’s right,” said Judah, interrupting their conversation as 
he and Paul stepped over to stand beside Gia. “If you try rid- 
ing south with your men, in the condition you're in, you 
won't last more than a couple of days, if even that.” He 
hitched up his gunbelt, his massive frame dwarfing Gia. “It’s 
only about fifty miles to the river at the most, General,” he 
went on. “And once across, we can find a doctor and get you 
patched up.” 

He shook his head weakly. “I can’t leave my men.” 

“General, they'll move faster without you,” Judah rea- 
soned, but Maximilian was stubborn. 

It wasn’t until Miguel and Juan emerged from the tunnel 
and joined Gia, Judah, and Paul in their persuasions that he 
once more gave in to them. An hour before dawn, they sep- 
arated, the outlaws, some thirty men who were left, riding 
hard toward the south to lose themselves in the villages until. 
they could reunite again, while the four riders that were left 
reined their horses northward toward the Rio Grande. 


André stood in El Verdugo’s abandoned headquarters, the 
expression on his face one of both anger and bewilderment, 
As dawn crept up over the mountain, he’d been ecstatic with 
anticipation of what was ahead. By dark the night before it 
was apparent that El Verdugo’s men were in trouble. Not a 
shot was being wasted, and there were fewer men returning 
his soldier’s fire. He and Colonel Alvarez had planned an all- 
out attack for morning, expecting little resistance from the 
outlaws, but when the attack finally came at dawn, he was 
flabbergasted to watch Colonel Alvarez’ men ride in with no 
resistance at all. Not a shot was fired. 

He’d quickly mounted his horse and spurred him forward, 
entering the outlaws’ stronghold with a look of disbelief on 
his handsome, swarthy face. Dead men had been propped 
into position to make it look as if they were defending the 
site, and battered sombreros were also placed about, adding 
to the deception, but except for a few horses left in the 
stables, not another living thing remained in the camp. 
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The whole place had been quiet as he rode in, almost eerie 
as the cool night mists began to lift, making room for the 
brilliant shafts of sunlight that filtered through it. 

Now André cursed as he glanced about the main room of 
the adobe that was El Verdugo’s headquarters. A dirty kettle 
that had once held beans hung over the cold, dead ashes in 
the fireplace, dirty dishes were on the table, and a heavy blan- 
ket had been hung over the only window. He ripped the blan- 
ket down angrily, letting the early-morning sunlight filter in 
through the tattered curtains that still covered the window; 
then he glanced toward the door, splintered haphazardly by 
the bullets Colonel Alvarez’ men had sunk into it during their 
siege. 

He took a deep breath, letting his fingers caress the rough 
blanket in his hands as he stared toward the curtain separat- 
ing the adjoining room. Wherever they had gone, one thing 
had been left behind, The body of Sefior Larrabee’s dead wife 
had been discovered on the bed in the next room, covered 
with a blanket similar to the one he’d pulled down from the 
window. She’d been shot. André frowned, wondering whether 
by accident or intentionally, and his eyes narrowed as he 
remembered the looks that had passed between Gia and her 
so-called brother. 

His hand tightened into a fist as he drew his thoughts from 
their perusal of the body in the other room and let his eyes 
fall on Colonel Alvarez, who was silhouetted in the doorway, 
his face as filled with shock as André’s had been. 

“Well, don’t just stand there, idiot!” he shouted angrily in 
Spanish, his face livid with rage. “They couldn’t just disap- 
pear into thin air! Find them!” 

The colonel shifted his gunbelt more firmly onto his hips, 
then tugged at his uniform jacket. “We have looked, Major, 
until there is nowhere else to look,” he said defensively. 
“There is not a sign of them.” His dark eyes flashed in his 
tanned face, the huge mustache twitching above taut lips. 
“Only one thing is strange, Major,” he said, explaining 
quickly. “We have noticed that there are a great number of 

horse’s tracks leading from the stables to here, as if they were 
brought to the door just outside. Then the tracks disappear.” 

André frowned, his eyes narrowing curiously, jaw set in 
stubborn anger. He straightened, throwing the blanket onto 

the cot beneath the window, then grimaced. “Show me!” he 
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ordered furiously, and Colonel Alvarez stepped aside, gestur- 
ing to the ground outside the door. 

André studied it thoughtfully, eyes intent on the hard- 
packed earth that was covered with a fine powder of loose 
dirt. There were so many tracks that one set seemed to ob- 
scure the other and they all jumbled together. But one thing 
was apparent. The tracks ended facing one way, toward the 
door of the adobe that served as. El Verdugo’s headquarters. 
None of the tracks led away; yet, from the door on, the only 
tracks on the floor in the powdery dirt were his own and 
those of Colonel Alvarez. Not another boot track was even 
visible, 

André’s frown deepened. He moved back into the main 
room and stood for a long time, studying the floor, then ex- 
haled angrily. He left the door open wide and reached up, 
yanking the tattered curtain from the window to let in more 
light, then motioned for the colonel to stay where he was 
standing near the door while he moved slowly about the 
room, his eyes intent on the floor. 

It was too clean, too clear of tracks. Someone had taken 
pains to scrape up the hard-packed dirt, then brushed it with 
perhaps a tree branch, or broom, or some other similar object 
to obliterate even the footprints. 

André scrutinized the floor for a long time, looking about 
carefully for some sign, some reason for someone to have so 
carefully removed any traces of anyone’s having been there. 
He was about to give up, when he noticed a strange mark on 
the floor that had been missed by whoever had swept it. He 
moved nearer, bending close; then his eyes narrowed shrewd- 
ly as his hand reached out and lightly brushed aside some of 
the loose dirt. The rounded curve of a hoofprint was still dis- 
cernible, although most of it had carefully been scuffed up. 
He ran his fingers over it, staring at it, puzzled, then glanced 
up in the direction it was headed. The hoofprint was less than 
a foot from the wall of cupboards that had been built beside 
the fireplace. He stared at the cupboards for a long time, 
looking first at them, then occasionally glancing down toward 
the hoofprint. Suddenly he stood up forcefully, his eyes blaz- 
ing as he turned toward Colonel Alvarez, who was still stand. 
ing near the doorway watching him. 

“Get some of your men in here, pronto, and have cnet 
bring tools so we can tear that cupboard apart,” he shouted 
furiously. And in a short time, with the help of two of the 
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soldiers, André was standing in front of the tunnel that led 
into the abandoned mine in the mountainside, a look of con- 
sternation on his handsome face. 

“Are you going to go in there?” asked the colonel, who 
was standing beside André, staring after bim into the 
darkness. 

André stuck his head in as far as he could, determining 
only that there were signs of horses and men inside; then he 
turned back to the colonel. “No, Pm not going in,” he said. 
“But we are going after them.” He brushed the dirt from his 
clothes and shifted his gunbelt to rest easier on his hips as he 
spoke. “Get some of your men,” he commanded, ordering the 
colonel about. “Enough for a small squad. The others wil 
stay here and guard the place in case any of El Verdugo’s 
men decide to come back. Bring the rest of the men with us.” 
He walked to the door of the adobe and stared outside into 
the early-morning sun. “If that tunnel was used for an escape 
route, then it’s got to have an exit somewhere on the other 
side of this mountain,” he explained. “And I intend to find 
it.” His shoulders straightened arrogantly as Colonel Alvarez 
watched him step outside, and a short time later André was 
heading out of the camp with Colonel Alvarez and_ Ramén 
accompanying him, a small contingent of soldiers close on 
their heels as they made their way toward the other side of 
the mountain. 

André gazed down momentarily into the arroyo below as 
they moved steadily along this side of the mountain. It was 
far down, sunlight bleaching the sandy bottom almost white. 
His eyes roamed up once more to the land ahead of him. 
They'd been working their way steadily around the mountain, 
alert for any change of landscape, anything out of place that 
would reveal an exit to the mine. So far, they'd found noth- 
ing. Then suddenly he stopped, stretching in the saddle to see 
better, one hand shading his eyes. 

Colonel Alvarez reined up beside him. “What is it?” 

“Wait here,” cautioned André, and he rode his horse into 
the shade of some boulders, dismounted, handing his horse’s 
reins to the colonel, then took off on foot. He climbed over 
an outcropping of rocks, then walked along the edge of a 
level area that stretched out before him, his eyes glued to a 
dark area heavy with scrub brush. He was right; he took a 
deep, satisfied breath as he neared, then stood with hands on 
hips, surveying the scene. 
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Loose boards lay about the dark entrance to the mine, and 
he could tell they’d been thrown aside recently. As he looked 
down, he could see that the ground had been churned up by 
dozens of horses. He cursed, This was going to make it 
harder. 

He began to circle the area, looking for tracks, trying to 
understand what the ground was telling him as easily as 
Judah had, but his skill fell far short of the American’s. It 
took almost half an hour of diligent searching and decipher- 
ing to come up with the conclusion that all but four riders 
had headed south into the mountains again, probably to lose 
themselves in the villages, where they'd never be found. But it 
was the four other riders he was interested in. Two of the 
horses would belong to the americanos, the third to Gia. The 
fourth? Since Lenore Larrabee was dead, who else but El 
Verdugo? And what better way to elude capture than 
reaching the American border? 

Once onto the scent, André managed to find their trail 
more easily as it wound its way down the side of the moun- 
tain into the arroyo. And as the sun began to climb higher 
into the sky, promising another warm day, Colonel Alvarez 
and his soldiers headed up the arroyo toward the Rio 
Grande, with André doggedly leading the way, following the 
tracks of the four horsemen. 


Gia was exhausted. They’d been riding for hours. It might 
not have been so bad if they’d had something decent to eat, 
but supplies had been low when the siege started, and they 
could take little with them except some jerky and dried corn- 
bread. Even so, they hadn’t been able to stop until well after 
dark, and they had had no sleep the night before. Judah was 
sure André and the colonel wouldn’t be able to follow their 
trail at night, even if they discovered the mine with its exit, 
but he was still uneasy when they stopped, his eyes constantly 
searching the darkness. 

The fire he built was small, only big enough to keep away 
animals that might get too close, and Gia sat in front of it 
now, gazing into the flames, trying to keep her eyes open. She 
wanted to sleep and had even tried curling up next to her fa- 
ther, but nightmares and restlessness had brought ber batk to 
the fire once more. 

She pulled her knees up and wound her arms about them, 
then leaned her head back and stared up at the sky. It was 
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still moonless, only a few stars in view, and since the sun had 
set earlier, a crisp coolness had begun to fill the air.. She 
shivered slightly as the warmth from the flames penetrated 
her thin clothing. She was still in the horrible-looking baggy 
pants and shirt and still wearing the moccasins. The sombrero 
she’d been wearing was near where her father was sleeping, 
but she didn’t need it now. 

She reached up and touched her hair. After taking food to 
the men the night before their escape, she had made her way 
to the stream a short distance from the adobe and washed it, 
and it had felt so refreshing. Now it was dirty again from the 
day’s long ride, and she wondered if she’d ever fee] clean 
again. She took the leather thong off it and ran her. fingers 
through it like a comb, feeling the silken curls, then untied 
the ends of the leather thong and began to fasten it around 
her hair again to hold it back. 

“No, don’t,” said Paul from behind her, and she let her 
hands stop in midair, staring up at him as he sat down next 
to her so close she could feel the warmth of his body through 
the thin material of her old clothes. 

He reached out and took the leather thong from her fin- 
gers, twisting it in his own as he fet his hand move into her 
hair. “I love your hair long and loose,” he said softly, 
caressing it. . 

The blue-green of Gia’s eyes took on the color of the 
flames, turning a deep reddish gold with hints of blue-violet 
running through them, and Paul watched them, entranced. 
She stared at him openly, and once more he was reminded of 
the young woman he’d first seen in the big four-poster bed at 
Mrs. Thornapple’s. But the innocence was gone from her eyes 
now, replaced by a depth of passion that left him weak. 

It was the. first they'd been alone since their escape. Judah 
was taking first watch and was a short distance away at a 
vantage point where he could watch the trail behind them, 
and Maximilian was asieep on the other side of the fire. Gia 
had checked his bandages again when they stopped for the 
night, and she was glad he was getting a chance to sleep, be- 
cause he’d been getting worse. He’d lost more blood and had 
begun to act feverish at times, and she hoped he'd be able to 
make it. But at the moment her father’s welfare was the far- 
thest thing from her thoughts as she stared into Paul’s warm 
pray eyes, golden in the firelight. The flames, casting shadows 
on his tanned face, made his ruggedly sensuous features more 
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prominent than they normally were, and she felt a stirring 
deep inside. She held her breath, her heart pounding. 

“What happens to us now, Paul?” she asked breathlessly. 

His eyes held hers for the longest time. “You heard 
Judah,” he whispered softly. “He’s right. I’ve punished myself 
all day for Lenore, I've cursed myself a thousand times over, 
but I can’t go back and make it right, it’s too late. So if we 
get out of here alive—and God help us, I hope we do—I in- 
tend to make up to you for all the unhappiness this horrible 
nightmare has given you, It may be too late for Lenore, but I 
pray to God it’s not too late for us.” 

Her eyes softened as his hand cupped her head, and she 
leaned back, letting her head rest against his palm, the touch 
of him reassuring her. “It isn’t,” she whispered. “We'll make 
it, Paul,” she went on. “All I need is a little rest.” 

He smiled that crooked unnerving smile that always made 
her insides warm and weak, then pulled her to him, cradling 
her head on his shoulder as he stretched out next to the fire, 
holding her close against him. 

“But Judah ... ?” she protested as he held her tightly. 

His jaw clenched stubbornly, his eyes darkening pos- 
sessively. “Judah understands,” he said, his lips against her 
hair as he cradled her in his arms. “Now, get some sleep.” 
She sighed wearily, cuddling close, feeling his unshaven 
stubble of beard against her hair as she closed her eyes, and 
she didn’t care. Whatever tomorrow brought, life or death, 
for just a little while, for tonight she was content, so content 
and so tired that when it was Paul’s turn to take the watch, 
she never even felt him roll her from his arms into the warm 
blanket that surrounded her, but just kept right on sleeping. 


They had been riding hard since sunup, and it was well 
past noon the second day after their escape. Gia had spent 
the night before in Paul’s arms again, and neither Judah nor 
Maximilian was surprised. In fact, in one of his more lucid 
moments Maximilian had made Paul promise never to leave 
her side. 

Gia was more worried about her father than she’d let on. 
They had wanted to tie him to the saddle, but only as a dast 
resort. He refused, and now she glanced ahead of her, 
watching him hang on desperately as they rode along, head- 
ing toward Big Bend country. The day was hot again, and 
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Gia’s clothes were sticking to her. The land they were going 
through was desolate and barren. 

They were out of the high mountains and deep arroyos, 
moving across wide stretches of land broken occasionally by 
cactus, yucca, and mesquite, with only an occasional hill or 
valley. Lizards scurried from their path, and other animals 
made themselves scarce as the riders came through, and still 
they moved on. 

Gia’s stomach was already growling as she reached over, 
grabbing the piece of jerky Judah handed her. “Father’s 
pretty bad, isn’t he?’ she asked as he started toward Paul, 
who was bringing up the rear. 

“It isn’t good,” answered Judah, easing his horse up beside 
her. “But I think he just might make it, We’ve got about an 
hour’s ride, maybe less.” 

“Where are you planning to cross?” she asked anxiously. 

He glanced up ahead. “Near Boquillas Canyon.” 

ee oralae Canyon? Father’ll never be able to take those 
cliffs.” 

“We won’t cross at the canyon itself,” he explained as he 
turned in the saddle, his eyes on the ridge some distance be- 
hind them. “There’s a place about a mile downriver from the 
canyon. It’s only a narrow pass, but there are no cliffs, and 
once on the other side, it’s about two miles to the nearest 
town. It’s rather hard to find, and not too well-known, but 
it'll serve its purpose.” _ 

“You've been there before?” she asked curiously. 

He smiled broadly. “Me and every other outlaw and 
Comanchero south of the border,” he said. Then his smile 
faded abruptly, to be replaced by a deep scowl. “Paul!” he 
shouted, and Paul, who'd also been turned slightly in the 
saddle, watching the horizon behind them, spun around and 
spurred his horse forward. “Are those riders in the rear?” he 
asked as Paul reined in close, frowning. 

“T was about to ask you,” he said. 

Judah shaded his eyes and studied the horizon; then his 
jaw tightened viciously, nostrils flaring. “The damn bastards 
followed our trail,” he said disgustedly. “And they’re close!” 

Paul glanced hurriedly at Gia, then to her father, who was 
still managing to stay in the saddle somehow. “Can we make 
it?” he asked Judah. 

Judah chewed his lips thoughtfully. “We'll sure as hell try.” 
He spurred his horse forward and grabbed Maximilian’s 
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horse’s reins. The wounded man glanced at him plassy-eyed, 
the fever working on him again, and to Judah’s dismay, he 
was laughing, as if it were a joke, probably reliving some past 
adventure. For once, Judah was thankful for his delirium. He 
was evidently recalling a time when he'd had to ride long and 
far, and he was hanging on for dear life. 

Judah could only hope he wouldn’t let go as the four of 
them swept across the dry plains with nowhere to hide from 
their pursuers, who they knew had already spotted them. 

Gia was scared as she leaned forward in the saddle. They'd 
been pushing their horses almost past the limit for well over 
an hour, and still the soldiers were gaining ground. Every 
muscle in her body ached, and the dirt and sand that flew 
about them as they galloped made her mouth dry and gritty. 
Then suddenly, as a shot rang out behind them and she real- 
ized they were almost within the soldiers’ shooting range, they 
topped a small rise, and up ahead, stretching out from the 
jaws of Boquillas Canyon in the distance, was the river, like a 
long curving ribbon on the landscape. 

Judah let out a shout as he started down the incline toward 
the Rio Grande, about a mile distant, but his shout was 
drowned out by the sound of gunfire behind them. 

Maximilian wasn’t even sitting in the saddle anymore, he 
was bent forward, one arm wound around the saddle horn, 
his head resting on it, only the strength in his legs against the 
horse’s sides keeping him astride. But he was scared. Not for 
himself; for Gia. He could feel his legs weakening, the 
muscles becoming rubbery. If he fell now, if he let go and 
‘she stopped to help him, the soldiers would overtake them 
‘and she’d never be free again. As the daughter of an outlaw, 
her life would be over too, and she’d spend the rest of her 
years in prison, or worse, at the mercy of Romero Rubio's 
men. He had to make it, had to hang on. He tried tightening 
his grip on the saddle horn, but it was no use. As they neared 
the river, the jarring of the horse and loss of blood were too 
much. 

Judah’s eyes were on the water some fifty feet ahead of 
him, sandwiched between a heavy grove of white thorn trees 
on the right and some flint-rock cliffs on the left. The pass in 
the cliffs hadn’t been discernible from a distance, but now re- 
lief showed in Judah’s eyes as he spurred his horse toward it, 
keeping the rein on Maximilian’s horse twined around his left 
hand. 
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He glanced back hurriedly as his horse came to the edge of 
the water and plunged in; then Judah pulled rein, his horse 
skidding to a stop a few feet into the water as he realized 
Maximilian was slipping. In seconds Judah was out of the 
saddle, but it wasn’t quick enough, and the general hit the 
pround, his head barely inches from the water. Judah knelt, 
helping to ease him into a better position, as Gia and Paul, 
who were close behind, dismounted just as quickly, hurrying 
forward to the fallen man. 

Gia’s knees hit the ground beside her father, her eyes 
misty, face streaked with dirt. “Father, please, we’re almost 
there!” she yelled, but he didn’t hear her, He didn’t want to. 

His blood had been flowing freely for the past few hours, 
and Gia gasped as she realized his shirt was dripping with 
blood, as were his pants. Suddenly Maximilian felt strangely 
at peace. “I'm ... I’m not going to make it, little one,” he 
said, gasping. “But you will. You have to,” he said. 

“And what of you, Father?” she pleaded, “What of your 
cause?” 

“My cause?” He tried to laugh, but the laughter was 
drowned in the blood that gushed into his mouth. He spit it 
out, then tried again. “My cause will go on,” he said hesi- 
tantly, the effort almost too much. “There are others who will 
keep it alive, and somewhere, sometime, someone will 
succeed where I have failed. Even now, somewhere in this 
land there is probably a man who will someday bring 
freedom to my people, but for now, my time is over.” 

“Nol” Gia’s fists clenched as she stared down at the man 
who'd once been so young and handsome, who'd kissed her 
good-bye those many years ago and sent her north to safety. 
“You can’t die,” she whispered softly. “I’ve just found you 
again.” 

But General Maximilian d’Alessandro wasn’t listening any- 
more. His eyes were glazed, his breathing shallow, and he 
saw Paul through a hazy mist, “You promised?” he said 
softly. 

Paul nodded. He knew what the outlaw meant. “I 
promised,” he answered. 

Maximilian smiled weakly, his eyes once more caressing 
Gia as he took his last breath. 

There was no time now for sentiment. No time even to 
take a few seconds to say good-bye, as a shot rang out, closer 
this time. Gia dropped her father’s hand, letting Paul pull her 
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to her feet. There was only time to get back into the saddle, 
spur their horses about, and plunge ahead again, into the 
river, wading their horses into the shallow water that barely. 
reached to the horses’ bellies. 

From behind them, André watched the trio splashing their 
way across the water, and cursed, trying to shoot from the 
saddle, but losing his accuracy. He hadn’t wanted only El 
Verdugo; he had wanted the Americans too, and the woman 
for himself, He had dreamed for a long time of the day when 
Gia would be his, If he could have, he would have made her 
his while they were in New York, but it was impossible. Now 
. ». From the moment he’d laid eyes on her in New York, 
he’d wanted her, and the thought that he was losing her made 
him livid. He had been so sure of everything. So sure it 
would turn out in his favor, and the taste of defeat was sour 
in his mouth. 

He stared down at the dead body of El Verdugo, where 
Colonel Alvarez’ soldiers were clustering, then spurred his 
horse to the water’s edge, where he reined in hard, waving his 
gun in the air. 

He could cross, but it would do no good, because the 
colonel and his men wouldn’t cross with him. The army’s or- 
ders were to stay out of American territory, and if he went 
alone, there’d be no one to back him up. He aimed his gun 
and fired at the riders as they reached the other side and 
scrambled from their horses, hiding behind an outcropping of 
rocks, grass, and trees some ten feet from the edge of the 
water. Then he turned, straightening in the saddle as he 
watched the soldiers roll the general’s body into.a blanket 
and tie it on his horse. All the while he watched them, he 
knew he was being spied on from the opposite bank, and -he 
sat arrogantly erect in the saddle, throwing them a silent 
challenge, but they didn’t accept it. 

Tears ran down Gia’s cheeks as she watched the soldiers 
roll her father’s body up in the blanket and sling it across the 
saddle of his horse, tyingit down. “Well, they have him,” she 
said, sniffing as she wiped the tears away, mixing the dirt on 
her face with them. “I hope André’s happy.” 

Paul grimaced, watching Major André de los Reyes astride 
his horse on the other side of the riverbank. Happy? He cer- 
tainly didn’t look happy, and Paul was sure he knew why. Al- 
though he’d been sent to capture El Verdugo, he’d been 
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intent on capturing his daughter too, and his strategy hadn’t 
worked. Thank God. 

Paul glanced at Judah. “So what will he do now, Judah?’ 
he asked. i 

Judah shrugged as they lay prone on the ground, watching 
the activity across the river. “I imagine he'll report back to 
Romero Rubio,” he said propheticaily, “And get a promotion 
for bringing in El Verdugo.” He raised his head higher, then 
stood up slowly as the soldiers, with André and the colonel 
leading them, began to reorganize and file away from the 
river, leaving the pass the way they came. “But then, I don’t 
think he’s ever going to forget that he almost had us too.” He 
watched for a long time, until the soldiers disappeared from 
view, then turned, walking toward where his horse was non- 
chalantly grazing on some grass, resting after the ordeal be- 
hind him. “You two coming?” he called back over his 
shoulder. 

Paul looked at Gia, sighing. “Well, are we?” he asked. 

She stared at his unshaven face, the ache in her heart over 
her father’s death slowly replaced by a warmth of passion for 
this man who had risked his life for her. He was used to 
being a leader in his own world, yet he’d come into her 
world, letting Judah lead because it was a world alien to him 
in every respect. He’d known nothing of the danger and in- 
trigue he’d been subjected to, yet had accepted it because of 
his love for her. How she adored him. Her father was dead, 
and so was Lenore, but she and Pauli were alive, and the 
world went on. 

“Yes, we are,” she said emphatically, and let Paul pull her 
to her feet, into his arms. As his lips came down on hers, 
kissing her passionately, Judah looked back, wondering what 
the devil was taking them so long. 

He smiled, then turned back toward his horse, patting him 
on the nose. “You know, fella,” he said pensively, glad Major 
de los Reyes hadn’t decided to press the advantage and cross 
the river, “I don’t think either one of us is really needed any- 
more, do you?” and he was humming a quiet tune as he 
climbed into the saddle and took one last glance at Gia and 
Paul locked in each other’s arms, 


Epilogue 


On Sunday, October 1, 1893, the remains df Lenore Larra- 
bee were turned over to the American authorities in Eagle 
Pass, Texas, with a statement that she’d been killed by El 
Verdugo and his men, who had captured both her and her 
husband, Paul Larrabee, son of multimillionaire industrialist 
Jason Larrabee, while the two were on a trip from New York 
to Mexico. Paul Larrabee had escaped, but the body of 
Lenore Larrabee was found in the outlaw’s abandoned camp. 

Of course no one made any effort to explain to the news- 
papers: how Paul Larrabee managed to escape, nor was there 
any explanation as to what happened to Jason Larrabee’s ille- 
gitimate daughter, Gigi Rouvier, who had accompanied Paul 
and Lenore Larrabee to Mexico, along with her new fiancé. 
Nor was there any explanation as to why her supposed fiancé 
suddenly showed up in Mexico City a week later, acting as if 
the engagement had never been announced. 

_On October 10, as the leaves on the trees in Central Park 
began to change their summer greens to gold and crimson, 
Lenore Larrabee’s body arrived in New York City, accompa- 
nied by her husband and the woman the world had once 
thought was his sister, but who, Jason Larrabee revealed, was 
really Gia Maria d’Alessandro, a cousin to the young woman 
he’d fathered twenty years before. But no comment was made 
of the relationship between Miss d’Alessandro and General 
Maximilian d’Alessandro, the man the Mexican newspapers 
were denouncing as the notorious E] Verdugo, who had died 
defending the same camp where Lenore Larrabee was killed, 

Then, on Saturday, October 21, 1893, only a few day af- 
ter the funeral of Lenore Larrabee, New York society was 
once more agog as Paul Larrabee quietly married Gia Maria 
d’Alessandro and left on his honeymoon. 
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About that same time, south of the border, a young man 
of sixteen, Doroteo Arango, heard the accounts of the death 
of El Verdugo, listened to the unhappy cries of his friends 
and neighbors, watched the agonizing outrages perpetrated 
against his fellow countrymen, and a burning flame of ven- 
geance began to smolder within him. And because of the bit- 
ter anger that was kindled in Doroteo’s heart, Maximilian 
@Alessandro’s last words spoken to his daughter as he died 
became prophetic, For that young man, Doroteo Arango, was 
destined someday to be known as Pancho Villa. 
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where a young and beautifulwoman —§ 7 

robbed of her memory learned she was 
Gigi Rouvier, heiress to a proud name | i) 
and vast fortune... i 


TO GLITTERING NEW YORK SOCIETY 


where Gigi Rouvier had the world at her feet, —=s 


and her heart torn apart by her hunger for 
handsome, dashing Paul Larrabee, the man who 
was all she wanted in a lover... if he were 
not also her half brother... 
TO THE ROMANCE AND DANGER OF OLD MEXICO 
where the revelation of long-kept secrets forced 
Gigi into a choice no woman should have to 
make—in a climax of shattering truth for herself 
and the man she could not stop loving... 
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